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THE 

CAPTAIN. 

A 

CO    M    E    D  Y. 

Vol.  VI.  A 


PROLOGUE. 


TO  pleafe  you  with  this  Play^  we  fear  ^  will  ie 
(So  does  the  Author  too)  a  Myftery 
Somewhat  above  our  Art  \  for  all  Mens  EyeSy 
Ears,  Faiths,  and  Judgments,  are  not  of  one  fze. 
For  to  fay  Truths  and  not  to  flatter  ye. 
This  is  nor  Comedy,  nor  Tragedy, 
Nor  Hiftory,  nor  any  thing  that  may 
( Tet  in  a  Week)  be  made  a  perfe^  Play  : 
Tet  thofe  that  love  to  laugh,  and  ihofe  that  think 
Twelve  Pence  goes  farther  this  way  than  in  Drink^ 
Or  Damfels^  if  they  mark  the  matter  through^ 
May  ftumhle  on  a  foolifh  Toy^  or  two. 
Will  make  ^em  fhew  their  Teeth :  Pray,  for  my  fake 
( That  likely  am  your  firfi  Man )  do  not  take 
A  diftafte  before  you  feel  it :  for  ye  may 
When  this  is  hift  to  Afldes,  have  a  Play, 
And  here,  to  out-hifs  this  \  he  patient  then, 
{ My  Honour  done )  you're  welcome,  Gentlemen, 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MEN. 

Julio,  a  noble  Gentleman^  in  Love  with  Leiia. 
Angelo,  a  Gentleman^  Friend  to  Julio. 

Lodovico,  }        Cowardly  Gulls. 
Pile,  3 

Frederick,  a  Gentleman^  Brother  to  Frank. 

Jacomo,  an  angry  Captain^  a  IVoman-hater^ 

Fabritio,  a  merry  Soldier^  Friend  to  Jacomo. 

Lelia'i  Father^  an  old  poor  Gentleman. 

Hojl. 

Vintner, 

Drawers, 

Servants. 

WOMEN. 


Frank,  Sijler  to  Frederick,  a  Lady  pajfionately  in  Love 

with  Jacomo. 
Clora,  Sijler  to  Fabritio,  a  witty  Companion  to  Frank, 
Lelia,  a  cunning  wanton  Widow, 
Waiting-  woman. 
Maid-Servants. 

SCENE  VENICE. 


THE 


THE 

CAPTAIN 


ACT!     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lodovico,  and  Pifo. 

LODOVICO* 

H  E  truth  is,  Pifo,  fo  fhe  be  a  Woman, 
And  rich  and  wholefome,  let  her  be  of  what 
Condition  and  Complexion  it  pleafe. 
She  fhalJ  pleafe  me  I  am  fure  :  thofe  Men  arc 
Fools 

That  make  their  Eyes  their  chufers,  not  their  Needs. 
Pifo,  Methinks  I'd  have  her  honeft  too,  and  hand- 
fome. 

Lod,  Yes,  If  I  could  have  both,  but  fince  they  arc 
Wifhes  fo  near  ImpofTibiJities, 
Let  me  have  that  that  may  be. 

Pifo,  If 't  were  fo, 
I  hope  your  Confcience  would  not  be  fo  nice 
To  rtart  at  fuch  a  BlefTing.    Lod,  No,  believe  me, 
I  do  not  think  I  fhould.    Pifo.  But  thou  wouldft  be, 
1  do  not  doubt,  upon  the  leaft  fufpicion. 
Unmercifully  jealous. 
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Lod.  No  I  fliould  not. 
For  I  believe  thofe  mad  that  feek  vexations. 
A  Wife,  though  flie  be  honed,  is  a  trouble. 
Hud  I  a  Wife  as  fair  as  Helen  was. 
That  drew  fo  many  Cuckolds  to  her  Caufe, 
Thefe  Eyes  fhould  fee  another  in  my  Saddle, 
Ere  I  believe  my  Beaft  would  carry  double. 

Pifo,  So  fliould  not  I  by'r  Lady,  and  I  think 
My  Patience,  by  your  leave,  as  good  as  yours. 
Report  would  ftir  me  mainly,  I  am  fure  on't. 

Lod,  Report  ?  you  are  unwife.  Report  is  nothing ; 
For  if  there  were  a  truth  in  what  Men  talk, 
I  mean  of  this  kind,  this  part  of  the  World 
I  am  fure  would  be  no  more  call'd  Chriftendom. 

Pifo,  What  then  ? 

Lod,  Why  Cuckoldom,  for  we  lliould  lofe 
Our  old  Faiths  clean,  and  hold  their  new  Opinions : 
If  talk  could  make  me  fweat,  before  I  would  marry, 
I'd  tie  a  furer  knot,  and  hang  myfelf ; 
I  tell  thee  there  was  never  Woman  yet. 
Nor  never  hope  there  fhall  be,  though  a  Saint, 
But  fhe  has  been  a  fubjedl  to  Mens  Tongues, 
And  in  the  word  fenfe ;  and  that  defperate  Husband, 
That  dares  give  up  his  peace,  and  (i)  follow  ru- 
mours. 

Which  he  lliall  find  too  bufy,  if  he  feek  *cm, 

Befide  the  forcing  of  himfelf  an  Afs, 

He  dies  in  Chains,  eating  himfelf  with  anger. 

Pifo.  Having  thefe  Antidotes  againft  Opinion 
I  would  marry  any  one ;  an  arrant  Whore. 

Lod,  Thou  doft  not  feel  the  Nature  of  this  Phyfick, 
Which  I  prefcribe,  not  to  beget  Difeafes, 
But  where  they  are,  to  ftop  them. 

Pifo,  I  conceive  ye ; 
What  thinkeft  thou  ^  thy  way  of  the  Widow  Lelia  ? 

(i)   follo'w  humours.]  This  Reading,  tho'  perhaps  not  quite 

indefcnfible,  carries  not  fo  clear  and  obvious  a  Meaning  as  that  I  have 
fuggefted.  Mr.  Senvard  too  hit  upon  this  Conjefture,  and  as  I  had 
his  Concurrence,  my  Scruple  of  receding  from  the  old  Lcdion  was 
•ftfily  overcome. 

Loi. 
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Loi,  Faith  thou  haft  found  out  one,  I  muft  confefs, 
Would  ftagger  my  beft  Patience :  From  that  Woman, 
As  [  would  blefs  myfeif  from  Plagues  and  Surfeits, 
From  Men  o*  War  at  Sea,  from  Storms  and  Quickfands, 
From  hearing  Treafon  and  concealing  it, 
From  daring  of  a  Madman,  or  a  Drunkard, 
From  Herefy,  ill  Wine,  and  ftumbling  Poft-horfc ; 
So  would  I  pray  each  Morning,  and  each  Night 
(And  if  I  faid  each  hour,  I  Siould  not  lyej 
To  be  delivered  of  all  thefe  in  one. 
The  Woman  thou  haft  named. 

Enter  Julio,  Angelo,  and  Father, 

Pifo,  Thou  haft  fet  her  in  a  pretty  Litany. 

Ang,  Pray  take  my  coun fel. 

Jul.  When  I  am  my  fel  f 
I'll  hear  you  any  way  \  love  me  though  thus, 
As  thou  art  honeft,  which  I  dare  not  be 
Left  I  defpife  myfelf    Farewel.  {Emt  Julio. 

Pifo,  Do  you  hear  my  Friend :  Sir,  are  you  not  a  Setter 
For  the  fair  Widow  here  of  famous  Memory  ? 

Path,  Ha  ?  am  I  taken  for  a  Bawd  ?  O  Heav'n ! 
To  mine  own  Child  too  ?  Mifery,  I  thank  thee 
That  keep'ft  me  from  their  knowledge :  Sir,  believe  me 
I  undcrftand  ye  not. 

Lod,  You  love  plain  dealing. 
Are  you  not  parcel  Bawd  ?  confels  your  Funflion, 
It  may  be  we  would  ufe  it. 

Tath.  Were  fhe  worfe. 
As  I  fear  ftrangely  fhe  is  ill  enough, 
I  would  not  hear  this  tamely. 

P/>.  Here's  a  Shilling 
To  ftrike  good  luck  v/ithal, 

Fath.  Here's  a  jSword,  Sir, 
To  ftrike  a  Knave  withal  s  thou  lyeft,  and  balely, 
Be  what  thou  wilt. 

Ang.  Why  how  now.  Gentlemen  ? 

Fath.  You  are  many :  I  ftiall  meet  you,  Sir,  again, 
And  make  you  underftand,  you've  wrong'd  a  Woman 
Compar'd  y^ith  whom  thy  Mother  was  a  finner. 
Farewel.  {Exit  Father. 
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Pifo.  He  has  amaz'd  me. 

ying.  With  a  blow  ? 
By'r  Lady  'twas  a  found  one;  are  ye  good 
At  taking  knocks  ?  I  fhall  know  you  hereafter : 
You  were  to  blame  to  tempt  a  Man  fo  far 
Before  you  knew  him  certain  :  h'as  not  hurt  ye  ? 

Pifo.  No,  I  think. 

Lod.  We  were  to  blame  indeed  to  go  fo  far. 
For  Men  may  be  miftaken  ;  if  he  had  fwinged  us 
H'had  ferv'd  us  right :  Beflirew  my  Heart,  I  think, 
We  have  done  the  Gentlewoman  as  much  wrong  too, 
For  hang  me  if  I  know  her 
In  my  particular. 

Pifo,  Nor  I    this  '^is  to  credit 
Mens  idle  Tongues ;  I  warrant  they  have  faid 
As  much  by  our  two  Mothers. 

Lod.  Like  enough. 

Ang,  I  fee  a  beating  now  and  then,  does  more 
Move  and  ftir  up  a  Man's  contrition 
Than  a  fharp  Sermon,  \\^xt  prohatum  eft. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Servant, 

Ser.  WhatOiall  I  tell  your  Sifter.?  ~ 

Fred.  Tell  her  this, 
'Till  (he  be  better  converfation'd. 
And  leave  her  walking  by  herfelf,  and  whining* 
To  her  old  melancholy  Lute,  I'll  keep 
As  far  from  her  as  th'  Gallows.  [Exit  Servant. 

Ang.  Who's  that,  Frederick? 

Fred,  Yes  marry  is't.    O  Jngelo,  how  doft  thou  ? 

y^ng.  Save  you,  Sir,  pray  how  does  my  Miftrefs  ? 

Fred.  She  is  in  Love  1  think,  but  not  with  you 
I  can  afTure  you  :   Saw  ye  Fabritio? 

Ang.  Is  he  come  over  \    Fred,  Yes,  a  Week  ago  : 
(2)  Shall  we  dine  } 

Ang,  No,  I  cannot. 

(2)   ^hall  'we  dine  ? 
Ang.  1  cannot. 

Fred.  I  prithee  do. I  have  ventur*d  for  the  fake  of  Mca- 
fare  here,  to  put  in  one  Monoly liable  on  my  own  Authorit/,  and 
leave  out  another  on  that  of  the  Folio  of  1647. 

Fred, 
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Fred,  Prithee  do. 

Ang,  Believe  me  I  have  Bufinefs. 

Fred,  Have  you  too,  Gentlemen  ?  ^ 

Pifo.  No,  Sir. 

Fred.  Why  then  let's  dine  together. 
Lod,  With  all  my  Heart. 
Fred.  Go  then :  Farewel,  good  Angehy 
Commend  me  to  your  Friend. 
Jng,  I  will.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Frank,  and  Clora. 

CIo,  Do  not  diflemble,  Franks  mine  Eyes  are  quicker 
Than  fuch  Obfervers,  that  do  ground  their  Faith 
Upon  one  Smile  or  Tear  ;  you're  much  alter'd. 
And  are  as  empty  of  thofe  Excellencies 
That  were  Companions  to  you,  I  mean  Mirth 
And  free  difpofure  of  your  Blood  and  Spirit, 
As  you  were  born  a  Mourner. 

Frank.  How,  I  prithee  ? 
For  I  perceive  no  fuch  Change  in  myfelf. 

Clo,  Come,  come,  this  is  not  wife,  nor  provident. 
To  halt  before  a  Cripple :  if  you  love. 
Be  liberal  to  your  Friend,  and  let  her  know  it, 
I  fee  the  way  you  run,  and  know  how  tedious 
'Twill  prove,  without  a  true  Companion. 

Frank,  Sure  thou  wouldft  have  me  love. 

Clo.  Yes,  marry  would  I, 
I  fhould  not  pleafe  ye  elfe. 

Frank,  And  who,  for  Heav'n's  fake  ? 
For  I  afTure  myfelf,  I  know  not  yet : 
And  prithee  Clora^  fince  thoul't  have  it  fo 
That  I  mufl:  love,  and  do  I  know  not  what. 
Let  him  be  held  a  pretty  handfome  Fellow, 
And  young,  and  if  he  be  a  little  valiant 
'Twill  be  the  better  ;  and  a  little  wife, 
And  faith  a  little  honeft. 

Clo.  Well,  I  will  found  ye  yet  for  all  your  Craft. 

Vol,  VI.  Frank. 
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Frank.  Heigh  ho !  I  '11  love  nq  more, 

do.  Than  one;  and  him 
You  fhall  love,  Frank. 

Frank,  Which  him  ?  Thou  art  fo  v/ife 
People  will  take  thee  fhortly  for  a  Witch : 
But  prithee  tell  me,  Clora^  if  1  were 
So  miad  as  thou  wouldft:  make  me,  what  kind  of  Man 
W^ouldfl:  thou  imagine  him  ? 

Clo.  Faith  fome  pretty  Fellow 
With  a  clean  Strength,  that  cracks  a  Cudgel  well 
And  dances  at  a  Wake,  and  plays  at  Nine-holes. 

Frank,  O  God  what  pretty  Commendation  thou  haft 
given  him ! 

Faith  if  I  were  in  Love,  as  I  thank  Heav'n 

I  do  not  think  I  am  ;  this  fhort  Epiftle 

Before  my  Love  would  make  me  burn  the  Legend. 

Clo,  You  are  too  wild,  I  mean  fome  Gentleman. 

Frank.  So  do  not  I,  till  I  can  know  'em  wifer  : 
Some  Gentleman  ?  no  Clora^  till  fome  Gendeman 
Will  keep  fome  Land,  and  fewer  Vv'hores,  believe  mc 
ril  keep  no  love  for  him  ;  I  do  not  long 
To  go  a  foot  yet,  and  foUicit  Caufes. 

Clo.  What  think  you  then  of  an  Adventurer  ? 
I  menn  fome  wealthy  Merchant. 

Frank.  Let  him  venture 
(4)  In  fome  decay 'd  Crare  of  his  own  :  He  fhall  not 
Rig  me  our,  that's  the  fhort  on't ;  out  upon't : 
What  yoiing  thir,g  of  my  Years  would  endure 
To  have  her  Husband  in  another  Country 
W^ithin  a  Month  after  Pne  is  married 
Chopping  for  rotten  Raifins,  and  lye  pining 
At  iiomic  under  the  mercy  of  his  Foreman?  no, 

(4)  hi  feme  decay  d  Qr^TQ.  cf  his  o^'72:. —  ]  Thus  rightly  reads  the 
Copy  o^  1647.  The  Editor  of  1679  has  corrupted  the  Paffage,  the' 
at  the  fame  time  I  own  he  has  well  explained  itj  for  thus  he  reads. 

In  fome  decaf  d  Crare  or  Carrack  : 

C'/are  here  fignliies  jull  what  Carrack  does,  being  the  Name  of  a  trading 
yefTel  then,  tho'  I  believe  at  this  time  'tis  entirely  difus'd. 
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Though  they  be  wealthy,  and  indifferent  wife, 
I  do  not  fee  that  1  am  bound  to  love  'em. 

Clo,'  I  fee  ye  are  hard  to  pleafe;  yet  I  will  pleafe  yc. 

Frank.  Faith  not  fo  hard  neither,  if  confidered 
What  Woman  may  deferve  as  fhe  is  worthy : 
But  why  do  we  beftow  our  time  fo  idly  ? 
Prithee  let's  entertain  fome  other  talk. 
This  is  as  fickly  to  me  as  f^int  Weather* 

Clo,  Now  I  believe  I  ihall  content  you,  Franks 
What  think  you  of  a  Courtier? 

Frank,  Faith  fo  ill. 
That  if  I  fliould  be  full,  and  fpeak  but  Truth, 
•Twould  fhew  as  if  I  wanted  Charity : 
Prithee  good  Wench  let  me  not  rail  upon  'em. 
Yet  I  have  an  excellent  Stomach,  and  muft  do  it ; 
I  have  no  mercy  of  thefe  Infidels 
Since  I  am  put  in  mind  on't,  good  Wench  bear  with  mc. 

Clo,  Can  no  Man  fit  you  ?  I  will  find  him  out. 

Frank.  This  Summer  Fruit,  that  you  call  Courtier, 
While  you  continue  cold  and  frofty  to  him 
(5)  Hangs  fall,  and  may  be  found  :  But  when  you  fling 
Too  full  a  heat  of  your  Afi^eftions 
Upon  his  Root,  and  make  him  ripe  too  foon. 
You'll  find  him  rotten  in  the  handling; 
His  Oaths  and  his  Affedions  are  all  one* 
With  his  Apparel,  things  to  fet  him  oft; 
He  has  as  many  MiftrelTes  as  Faiths, 
And  (6)  all  Jpocryphal-y  his  true  belief 
Is  only  in  a  private  Surgeon  ; 
And  for  my  fingle  felf  (7)  I'd  fooner  venture 

(5)  Hangs  fajly  and  may  be  found:]  The  Reading  I  have  given,  in 
the  prefentText,  tho' different  from  the  old  Editions,  fo  weli  carries  on 
the  AUufion  in  this  and  the  following  Lines,  by  the  fmall  Change  of 
only  a  fingle  Letter,  that  I  hope  the  Recovery  of  good  Senfe,  by  the 
Infertion  of  an  /  for  an  /,  will  not  be  thought  any  Violation  of  the 
Rules  of  Criticifm.  Mr.  Theobald,  whom  I  mull  always  mention 
with  Honour,  reads  juft  as  I  do ;  and  I  willi  I  could  not  fay,  that 
this  is  the  only  Corredion  or  Attempt  towards  one  thro*  this  whole 
Play. 

(6)  —  all  Apocrypha;]  So  the  other  Editions. 

{7)   fooner  'venture.']  I  have  not  dar*d  to  alter  the  ancient 

Text,  tho*  I  don't  think  it  quite  agreeable  to  that  Clearnefs  of  Expref- 
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Than  to  make  Courtiers  able  Men,  or  honeft. 
Ck,  I  do  believe  you  love  no  Courtier, 

And  by  my  troth  to  guefs  you  into  Love 

With  any  I  can  think  of,  is  beyond 

Either  your  Will,  or  my  Imagination : 

And  yet  I  am  fure  you're  caught,  and  I  will  know  him. 

There's  none  Jeft  now  worthythe  thinking  of, 

Unlefs  it  be  a  Soldier,  and  I  am  fure 

I  would  ever  blefs  myfelf  from  fuch  a  Fellow. 
Frank,  Why,  prithee? 
Clo,  Out  upon 'em,  Fire-locks! 

They're  nothing  in  the  World  but  BufF  and  Scarlet, 
Tough,  unhewn  pieces  to  hack  Swords  upon  i 
I  had  as  lieve  be  courted  by  a  Cannon, 
As  one  of  thofe. 

Frank,  Thou  art  too  malicious, 
Upon  my  faith  methinks  they're  worthy  Men. 

Clo,  Say  ye  fo  ?  Til  pull  ye  on  a  little  further. 
What  worth  can  be  in  thofe  Men,  whofe  Profeffion 
Is  nothing  in  the  World  but  drink  and  damn  me. 
Out  of  whofe  violence  they  are  pofleft 
With  Legions  of  unvvholefome  Whores  and  Quarrels? 
I  am  of  that  opinion,  and  will  die  in't. 
There  is  no  Underftanding,  nor  can  be 
In  a  fouft  Soldier. 

Frank.  Now  'tis  ignorance 
I  eafily  perceive,  that  thus  provokes  thee. 
And  not  the  love  of  Truth  ;  I'll  lay  my  Life 
If  thou'dft  been  made  a  Man,  thou  hadft  been  a  Coward. 

Clo.  If  to  be  valiant,  be  to  be  a  Soldier ; 
ril  tell  ye  true,  I  had  rather  be  a  Coward, 
I  am  fure  with  lefs  fin. — Frank.  This  Herefie 
Mull  be  looked  to  in  time :  for  if  it  fpread 
*Twill  grow  too  Peftilent  3  were  I  a  Scholar 

fion  ufualin  our  Authors.  To  njenture  a  Wager,  &c.  is  common,  not 
lo  a  Converiion.  If  1  might  be  indulg'd,  1  would  humbly  offer  at 
reading  thus, 

.  7V  fooner  ^venture  on 
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I  would  fo  hamper  thee  for  thy  Opinion, 
That  ere  I  left,  I  would  write  thee  out  of  credit 
With  all  the  World,  and  make  thee  not  believ'd 
Even  in  indifferent  things ;  that  I  would  leave  thee 
A  Reprobate  out  of  the  State  of  Honour. 
By  all  good  things,  thou  haft  flung  Afperfions 
So  like  a  Fool  (for  I  am  angry  with  thee) 
Upon  a  fort  of  Men,  that  let  me  tell  thee 
Thy  Mother's  Mother  would  have  been  a  Saint 
Had  fhe  conceiv'd  a  Soldier  ;  they  are  People 
(I  may  commend  'em,  while  I  fpeak  but  truth) 
Of  all  the  old  World,  only  left  to  keep 
Man  as  he  was,  valiant  and  virtuous. 
They  are  the  model  of  thofe  Men,  whofe  Honours 
We  heave  our  Hands  at,  when  we  hear  recited. 

Clo,  They  are,  and  I  have  all  I  fought  for,  'tis  a  Soldier 
You  love,  hide  it  no  longer;  you  have  betray'd  yourfelf; 
Come,  I  have  found  your  way  of  Commendations, 
And  what  I  faid  was  but  to  pull  it  from  ye. 

Frank,  'Twas  pretty,  are  ye  grown  fo  cunning,  Clora? 
I  grant  I  love'a  Soldier  j  but  what  Soldier 
Will  be  a  new  task  to  ye?  But  all  this 
I  do  imagine  was  but  laid  to  draw  me 
Out  of  my  melancholy. 

Clo,  I  will  have  the  Man, 
Ere  I  forfake  ye. 

Frank,  I  muft  to  my  Chamber. 

Clo,  May  not  I  go  along? 

Frank,  Yes,  but  good  Wench 
Move  me  no  more  with  thefe  fond  queftions. 
They  work  like  Rhubarb  with  me. 

Clo,  Well,  I  will  not.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Lelia  and  her  Waiting-woman. 

Lei.  How  now  ?  who  was  that  you  ftaid  to  fpeak  withal? 
Worn,  The  old  Man  forfooth. 

I^L  What  old  Man  ?  [that  you  call  Father. 

JVom,  The  poor  old  Man,  that  ufes  to  come  hither,  he 

Let. 
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Lei,  Have  you  difpatch'd  him  ? 

Worn.  No ;  he  would  fain  fpeak  with  you. 

heL  Wilt  thou  ne'er  learn  more  Manners,  than  to  draw  In 
Such  needy  Rafcals  to  difquiet  me  ? 
Go,  anfwer  him  I  will  not  be  at  leifure. 

Worn,  He  will  needs  fpeak  with  you ;  and  good  old 
Man  he  weeps  fo, 
That  by  my  troth  I  have  not  th'  heart  to  deny  him> 
Pray  let  him  fpeak  with  you.    Lei,  Lord 
How  tender  Stomach'd  you  are  grown  of  late  } 
You  are  not  in  love  with  him,  are  ye  ? 
If  ye  be,  ftrike  up  the  Match  ;  you  lhall  have  • 
Three  /.  and  a  pair  of  Blankets!  Will  ye  go  anfwer  him  ? 

Worn,  Pray  let  him  fpeak  with  you,  he'll  not  away  elfe. 

Lei  Well,  let  him  in  then,  if  there  be  no  remedy  \ 
I  thank  Heav'n  I  am  able  to  abufe  him, 
I  fliall  ne*er  come  clear  elfe  of  him. 

Enter  Father. 

Now  Sir,  what  is  your  bufinefs  ?  Pray  be  fliort ; 
For  I  have  other  Matters  of  more  moment 
To  call  me  from  ye. 

Fath,  If  you  but  look  upon  me  like  a  Daughter, 
And  keep  that  Love  about  ye  that  makes  good 
A  Father's  Hope,  you'll  quickly  find  my  bufinefs. 
And  what  I  would  fay  to  you,  and  before 
I  ask,  will  be  a  giver  :  Say  that  fleep, 
I  mean  that  Love,  or  be  but  num'd  within  ye. 
The  nature  of  my  want  is  fuch  a  fearcher, 
And  of  fo  mighty  Power,  that  where  he  finds 
This  dead  forgetfulnefs,  it  works  fo  ftrongly. 
That  if  the  lead  heat  of  a  Child^s  Affeftion 
Remain  unperifli'd,  like  another  Nature, 
It  makes  all  new  again  ;  pray  do  not  fcorn  me. 
Nor  feem  to  make  yourfelf  a  greater  Bufinefs 
Than  my  relieving. 

LeL  If  you  were  not  Old 
I  fhould  laugh  at  ye  \  what  a  vengeance  ails  ye 
To  be  fo  childiih  to  imagine  me 

A 
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(8)  A  founder  of  old  Fellows?  Make  him  drink,  Wench, 
{9)  And  if  there  be  any  cold  Meat  in  the  Buttery, 
Give  him  fome  broken  bread,  and  that,  and  rid  him, 

Fath.  Is  this  a  Child's  Love  ?  Or  a  Recompence 
Fit  for  a  Father's  Care  ?  O  Lelia^ 
Had  I  been  thus  unkind,  thou  hadfl:  not  been  5 
Or  like  me  miferable:  But  'tis  impoffible 
Nature  fhould  die  fo  utterly  within  thee. 
And  lofe  her  Promifes-;  thou  art  one  of  thofe 
She  fet  her  Stamp  more  excellently  on. 
Than  common  People,  as  foretelling  thee 
A  general  Example  of  her  Goodnefs; 
Or  fay  (he  could  lye,  yet  Religion 
(For  love  to  Parents  is  religious) 
Would  lead  thee  right  again :  Look  well  upon  me, 
I  am  the  Root  that  gave  thee  Nouriftiment, 
And  made  thee  fpring  fair,  do  not  let  me  perifh 
Now  I  am  old  and  Splefs. 

Lei,  As  I  live 
I  like  ye  far  worfe  now  ye  grow  thus  holy. 
I  grant  you  are  my  Father ;  am  I  therefore 
Bound  to  confume  myfelf,  and  be  a  Beggar 
Still  in  relieving  you  ?  I  do  not  feel 
Any  fuch  mad  Compaffion  yet  within  me. 

Path,  I  gave  up  all  my  State  to  make  yours  thus. 

heL  'Twas  as  ye  ought  to  do,  and  now  ye  cry  for't 
As  Children  do  for  Babies  back  again. 

Fath,  How  wouldft  thou  have  me  live  ? 

(8)  A  Founder  of  old  Fellows  s? — ]  We  muft  underfland  this  Ex- 
preflion  (if  right)  in  the  Senfe  of  making  a  comfortable  Provifion  for 
People  advancM  in  Years,  during  the  remaining  Portion  of  their  Lives. 
Yet  I  can  fcarce  help  thinking,  but  that  the  Text  is  corrupted,  and 
that  the  true  Reading  ought  to  be, 

J  Fondler  of  old  Fe/Iouus-'^  i.  c.  a  Pamperer, 
So  in  this  Scene  Le/ia  fays, 

■  Are  ye  fo  fooUJh 

As  to  imagine  you  are  young  enough 
^0  he  my  Heir^  or  Ifo  old  to  make 

A  Nurfe  at  thefe  Years  foryouy  and  attend  * 
While  you  fup  up  my  State  in  Penny  Pots 
OfMalmfey,  &c. 

(9)  So  the  Edition  of  1647.  The  other,  And  if  there  uny 
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LeL  I  would  not  have  ye ; 
Nor  know  no  Reafon  Fathers  fliould  defire 
To  live,  and  be  a  trouble  when  (lo)  their  Child]  en 
Are  able  to  inherit ;  let  them  die, 
'Tis  fit,  and  lookt  for,  that  they  fliouId  do  fo. 

Fatb,  Is  this  your  Comfort? 

LeL  All  that  I  feel  yet. 

Fatb.  I  will  not  curie  thee. 

LeL  If  you  do  I  care  not. 

Path,  Pray  you  give  me  leave  to  weep. 

LeL  Why  pray  take  leave, 
If  it  be  for  your  eafe. 

Fatb,  Thy  Mother  died. 
Sweet  peace  be  with  her,  in  a  happy  Time. 

LeL  She  did.  Sir,  as  Ihe  ought  to  do,  would  you 
Would  take  the  Pains  to  follow ;  what  fhould  you, 
Or  any  old  Man  do  wearing  away 
In  this  World  with  Difeafes,  and  defire 
Only  to  live  to  make  their  Children  Scourge  Sticks, 
And  hoard  up  Mill-Money  ?  methinks  a  Marble 
Lies  quieter  upon  an  old  Man's  Head 
Than  a  cold  fit  o'th'  Palfey. 

Fatb.  Ogood  (ii)God! 
To  what  an  impudence,  thou  wretched  Woman, 
Haft  thou  begot  thy  felf  again !  Well,  Juftice 
Will  pun ifh  Difobedience. 

LeL  You  miftake.  Sir; 
( 1 2)  'Twill  punifli  Beggars ;  fie  for  Shame,  go  work. 
Or  ferve,  you  are  grave  enough  to  be  a  Porter 
In  feme  good  Man  of  Worlhips  Houfe,  and  give 
Sententious  Anfwers  to  the  Comers  in. 
A  prettv  Place ;  or  be  of  fome  good  Confort, 
You  haa  a  pleafant  Touch  o'th'  Cittern  oncty 
If  Idlenefs  have  not. bereft  you  of  it: 
Be  any  thing  but  old  and  beggarly. 
Two  Sins  that  ever  do  out-grow  CompafTion 

(10)   wchen  Children.']  I  have  inferted  their  for  the  fake  both 

c  f  I  he  Meafurc  and  the  Senfe. 

fii)  So  the  Edition  of  1647.  The  other  Editions,  Heau^n!  The 
fame  thing  occurs  in  Page  20. 

(12)  '/;//]  The  Edition  of  1647  gives  the  pre  fen  t  Text. 
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If  I  might  fee  you  offer  at  a  Courfe 

That  were  a  likely  one,  and  fhew'd  fome  Profit, 

I  would  not  ftick  for  ten  Groats,  or  a  Noble, 

Fath.  Did  I  beget  this  Woman  ? 

Lei,  Nay,  I  know  not : 
And'  till  I  know,  I  will  not  thank  you  for't ; 
However,  he  that  got  me  had  the  Pleafure, 
And  that,  methinks,  is  a  Reward  fufficient. 

Fath.  I  am  fo  ftrangely  ftrucken  with  Amazement, 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  am.        [bring  ye 

Lei,  You  had  beft  take  frefli  Air  fomewhere  elfe,  'cwiil 
Out  of  your  Trance  the  fooner, 

Fath.  Is  all  this 
As  you  mean,  Lelia  ? 

Lei,  Yes  believe  me  is  it. 
For  yet  I  cannot  think  you  are  fo  foolifli^, 
As  to  imagine  you  are  young  enough 
To  be  my  Heir,  or  I  fo  old  to  make 
A  Nurfe  at  thefe  Years  for  you,  and  attend 
While  you  fup  up  my  State  in  penny  Pots 
Gf  Malm  fey:  When  I  am  excellent  at  Cawdles, 
And  Cullices,  and  have  enough  fpare  Gold 
To  boil  away,  you  fhall  be  welcome  to  me ; 
^Till  when  Td  have  you  be  as  merry.  Sir, 
As  you  can  make  yourfelf  with  that  you  have. 
And  leave  to  trouble  me  with  thefe  Relations, 
Of  what  you  have  been  to  me,  or  you  are. 
For  as  I  hear  them,  fo  I  lofe  them  \  this. 
For  ought  I  know  yet,  is  my  Refolution. 

Fath,  Well,  God  be  with  thee,  for  I  fear  thy  end 
Will  be  a  ftrange  Example,  {Exit  Father^ 

Lei.  Fare  ye  well.  Sir ; 
Now  would  fome  poor  tender-hearted  fool  have  wept. 
Relented,  and  have  been  undone  :  Such  Children 
(I  thank  my  Underftanding)  I  hate  truly. 
For  by  my  troth  I'd  rather  fee  their  Tears 
Than  feel  their  Pities ;  my  Defires  and  Ends 
Are  all  the  Kindred  that  I  have,  and  Friends. 

Enter  Woman. 

Is  he  departed  ? 

Vol,  VI.  B  Worn. 
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Worn.  Yes,  but  here's  another. 

LeL  Not  of  his  Tribe  I  hope ;  bring  (13)  rne  no  more, 
I  would  vvifli  you,  fuch  as  he  is  \  if  thou  feeft 
They  look  like  Men  of  Worth,  and  State,  and  carry 
Ballaft  of  both  Sides  like  tall  Gentlemen, 
Admit  'em,  but  no  Snakes  to  poifon  us 
With  Poverty ;  Wench,  you  muft  learn  a  wife  Rule, 
Look  not  upon  the  Youths  of  Men,  and  Making, 
How  they  defcend  in  Blood,  nor  let  their  Tongues, 
Though  they  ftrike  fuddenly,  and  fweet  as  Mufick, 
Corrupt  thy  Fancy  ;  fee,  and  fay  them  fair  too. 
But  ever  keep  thyfelf  without  their  Diftance, 
Unlefs  the  Love  thou  fwallow  be  a  Pill 
Gilded,  to  hide  the  Bitternefs  it  brings. 
Then  fall  on  without  fear,  wench,  yet  fo  wifely 
That  one  Encounter  cloy  him  not ;  nor  promife 
His  Love  hath  made  thee  more  his,  than  his  Monies  1 
Learn  this  and  thrive,  then  let  thine  Honour  ever 
(For  that's  the  laft  Rule)  be  fo  ftood  upon, 
That  Men  may  fairly  fee 

*Tis  want  of  Means,  not  Virtue  makes  thee  fall '5 
And  if  you  weep  'twill  be  a  great  deal  better. 
And  draw  on  more  CompafTion,  which  includes 
A  greater  Tendernefs  of  Love  and  Bounty : 
This  is  enough  at  once,  digeft  it  well : 
Go  let  him  in,  Wench,  if  he  promife  Profit, 
No:  elfe. 

Enter  Julio. 

0  you  are  welcome  my  fair  Servant, 
Upon  my  Troth  I  have  been  longing  for  ye. 

Worn,  This,  by  her  Rule,  fliould  be  a  liberal  Man, 

1  fee  the  beft  on's  may  learn  every  Day. 
LeL    There's  none  come  with  you  f 
Jul  No. 

Lei,  You  do  the  wifer ; 
For  fome  that  have  been  here  (I  name  no  Man) 

(13)  Me  is  wanting  in  the  Edition  of  171 1.    That  of  164.7  fup-- 
this  Deticisnc/, 

Out 
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Out  of  their  Malice,  more  than  Truth,  have  done  me 
Some  few  ill  Offices. 

Jul  How,  Sweet? 

LtL  Nay,  nothing. 
Only  have  talkt  a  little  wildly  of  me; 
As  their  unruly  Youth  directed  'em  •, 
Which  though  they  bite  me  not,  I  would  have  wifht 
Had  light  upon  fome  other  that  defer v'd  'em. 

JuL  Though  flie  deferve  this  of  the  loofeft  Tongue 
(Which  makes  my  Sin  the  more)  I  muft  not  fee  it  \ 
Such  is  my  Mifery.    I  would  I  knew  him. 

Lei,  No,  no,  let  him  go. 
He  is  not  worth  your  Anger ;  I  muft  chide  you 
For  being  fuch  a  Stranger  to  your  Miftrefe, 
Why  would  you  be  fo.  Servant  ? 

>/.  I  fhould  chide. 
If  chiding  would  work  any  thing  upon  you. 
For  being  fuch  a  Stranger  to  your  Servant, 
I  mean  to  his  Defires ;  when,  my  dear  Miftrefs, 
Shall  I  be  made  a  happy  Man  ? 

LeL  Fie,  Servant, 
What  do  you  mean }  unhand  me,  or,  by  Heav'n, 
I  lhall  be  very  angry,  this  is  Rudenefs. 

Jul,  'Twas  but  a  Kifs  or  two,  that  thus  offends  you. 

LeL  *Twas  more,  I  think,  than  you  have  warrant  for, 

JuL  I'm  forry  I  deferv'd  no  more. 

LeL  You  may. 
But  not  this  rough  way.  Servant   we  are  tender. 
And  ought  in  all  to  be  refpeded  lb  ; 
If  I  had  been  your  Horfe,  or  Whore,  you  might 
Back  me  with  this  Intemperance ;  I  thought 
You  had  lov'd  as  worthy  Men,  whofe  fair  AfFe£tions 
Seek  pleafures  warranted,  not  pulPd  by  violence  : 
Do  fo  no  more. 

JuL  I  hope  you  are  not  angry  ? 

LeL  I  Ihould  be  with  another  Man,  Pm  fure. 
That  durft  appear  but  half  thus  violent. 

JuL  1  did  not  mean  to  ravifli  ye. 

LeL  You  could  not. 

JuL  You  are  fo  willing  — - 

B  2  LeL 
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Lei.  How? 

Jul.  Methinks  this  fliadow. 
If  you  had  fo  much  fliame  as  fits  a  Woman, 
At  leafl:  of  your  way,  Miftrefs,  long  ere  this 
Had  been  laid  off  to  me  that  underftand  ye. 

Lei,  That  underftand  me  ?  Sir,  ye  underftand, 
Nor  ftiall,  no  more  of  me  than  modefty 
"Will,  without  fear,  deliver  to  a  Stranger ; 
You  underftand  I'm  honeft,  elfe  I  tell  ye, 
(Though  you  were  better  far  than  Julio ) 
You,  and  your  Underftanding  are  two  Fools, 
But  were  we  Saints,  thus  we  are  ftill  rewarded ; 
I  fee  that  Woman  had  a  pretty  catch  on't, 
That  had  made  you  the  Mafter  of  a  Kindnefs, 
She  durft  not  anfwer  openly ;  O  me ! 
How  eafily  we  Women  may  be  cozen'd! 
I  took  this  JuUo^  as  I  have  a  Faith, 
(This  young  Diffembler  with  the  fober  Vizard,) 
For  the  moft  modeft  tempered  Gentleman, 
The  cooleft,  quieteft,  and  beft  Companion ; 
For  fuch  an  one  I  could  have  wifh'd  a  Woman. 

Jul,  YouVe  wifh'd  me  ill  enough  o'  Confcience, 
Make  me  no  worfe  for  fhame ;  I  fee  the  more 
I  work  by  way  of  Service  to  obtain  ye. 
You  work  the  more  upon  me.    Tell  me  truly 
(  While  I  am  able  to  believe  a  Woman, 
For  if  you  ufe  me  thus,  that  Faith  will  perifh) 
What  is  your  end,  and  whither  you  will  pull  me; 
Tell  me,  but  tell  me  that  I  may  not  ftart  at, 
And  have  a  caufe  to  curfe  ye. 

Lei.  Blefs  me  goodnefs! 
To  curfe  me,  did  you  fay.  Sir  ?  let  it  be 
For  too  much  loving  you  then,  fuch  a  curfe 
Kill  me  withal,  and  I  fhall  be  a  Martyr. 
You've  found*  a  new  way  to  reward  my  doating. 
And  I  confefs  a  fit  one  for  my  folly. 
For  you  yourfelf,  if  you  have  good  within  ye, 
And  dare  be  Mafter  of  it,  know  how  dearly 
This  Heart  hath  held  you  ever ;  O  good  Heav'n  ! 
That  I  had  never  feen  that  falfe  Man's  Eyes,  ^ 
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That  dares  reward  me  thus  with  fears  and  curfes ; 

Nor  never  heard  the  fweetnefs  of  that  Tongue, 

That  will,  when  this  is  known,  yet  cozen  Women  ; 

Curfe  me,  good  Julioy  curfe  me  bitterly, 

(I  do  deferve  it  for  my  confidence,) 

And  I  befeech  thee,  if  thou  haft  a  Goodnefs 

Or  Power  yet  in  thee  to  confirm  thy  wiflies, 

Curfe  me  to  Earth,  for  what  (hould  I  do  here 

Like  a  decaying  Flower,  ftill  withering 

Under  his  bitter  words,  whofe  kindly  heat 

Should  give  my  poor  Heart  life?  No,  curfe  me,  Julio^ 

Thou  canft  not  do  me  fuch  a  benefit 

As  that,  and  well  done,  that  the  Heav'ns  may  hear  it. 

Jul,  O  fair  Tears!  were  you  but  as  chaft  as  fubtle. 
Like  Bones  of  Saints,  you  would  work  Miracles  ; 
What- were  thefe  Women  to  a  Man  that  knew  not 
The  thopfand,  thoufand  ways  of  their  deceiving? 
What  Riches  had  he  found  ?  O  he  would  think 
Himfelf  ftill  dreaming  of  a  bleflTednefs, 
That  like  continual  Spring  fhould  flourifli  ever. 
For  if  fhe  were  as  good  as  ftie  is  feeming. 
Or,  like  an  Eagle,  could  renew  her  Virtues, 
Nature  had  made  another  World  of  fweetnefs. 
Be  not  fo  griev'd,  fweet  Miftrefs,  what  I  faid. 
You  do,  or  fhould  know,  was  but  Paffion 
Pray  wipe  your  Eyes  and  kifs  me ;  take  thefe  trifles. 
And  wear  them  for  me,  which  are  only  rich 
When  you  will  put  them  on :  indeed  I  love  ye, 
Belhrew  my  fick  Heart,  if  I  grieve  not  for  ye. 

LeL  Will  you  diffemble  ftill?  I  am  a  Fool, 
And  you  may  eas'ly  rule  me ;  If  you  flatter, 
The  fin  will  be  your  own. 
Jul,  You  know  I  do  not, 
LeL  And  fhall  I  be  fo  child ifh  once  again. 
After  my  late  experience  of  your  fpight 
To  credit  you  ?  You  do  not  know  how  deep 
(Or  if  you  did,  you  would  be  kinder  to  me,) 
This  bitternefs  of  yours  has  ftruck  my  Heart. 
Jul.  I  pray,  no  more. 
LeL  Thus  you  would  do,  I  warrant, 

B3  If 
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If  I  were  married  to  you. 

Jul  Married  to  me? 
Is  that  your  end  ? 

Lei,  Yes,  is  not  that  the  befl:  end. 
And,  as  all  hold,  the  nobleft  way  of  Love  ? 
Why  do  you  look  fo  ftrange,  Sir  ?  Do  not  you 
Defire  it  fhould  be  fo  ? 

Jul  Stay. 

Lei  Anfwer  me. 

Jul  Farewel.  Julio. 

Lei  Ay !  Are  you  there?  Are  all  thefe  Tears  loft  then? 
Am  I  fo  overtaken  by  a  Fool 
In  my  beft  Days  and  Tricks?  My  wife  Fellow, 
I'll  make  you  fmart  for*t,  as  I  am  a  Woman 
And  if  thou  beeft  not  Timber,  yet  PU  warm  thee. 
3  And  is  he  gone  ? 

Enter  Woman,  • 

mm.  Yes. 

Lei  He's  not  fo  lightly  ftruck. 
To  be  recovered  with  a  bafe  Repentance, 
I  fhould  be  forry  then ;  Fortune,  I  prithee 
Give  me  this  Man  but  once  more  in  my  Arms, 
And  if  I  lofe  him,-  Women  have  no  Charms.  [Exeunf. 


ACT    II.    SCENE  1. 

Enter  Jacomo,  and  Fabricio, 

5^j<:.CEignior,  what  think  you  of  this  found  of  Wars? 

^    Fal^.  As  only  of  a  found  ;  they  that  intend 
To  do,  are  like  deep  Waters  that  run  quietly, 
(14)  Leaving  no  Noife  of  what  they  were,  behind  'em. 

(14)  Lean; ing  no  hcc  —  ]  Deefp  Waters,  *tis  true,  have  generally  a 
fmooth  unruffled  face,  but  the  Expreffion  leading  a  face  behind  ''em, 
feems  to  have  no  propriety,  nor  does  it  agree  with  the  former  or  fub- 
fequent  Meuphors,  which  iVo//^  does.  T.  Se-Murd. 

i  am  apt  to  believe  that  neither  Face  or  Noife  are  all  proper  ia 
this  Place,  as  the  learned  Reader  will  eafily  perceive. 

This 
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This  Rumour  is  too  common,  and  too  loud, 
To  carry  truth. 

Jac,  Shall  we  ne'er  live  to  fee 
Men  look  like  Men  again,  upon  a  March? 
This  cold  dull  rufty  Peace  makes  us  appear 
Like  empty  Pidures,  only  the  faint  Shadows 
Of  what  we  fhould  be  ;  would  to  Heav*n  my  Mother 
Had  given  but  half  her  will  to  my  begetting. 
And  made  me  Woman,  to  fit  ftill  and  Sing, 
Or  be  Sick  when  I  lift,  or  any  thing 
That  is  too  idle  for  a  Man  to  think  of ; 
Would  I  had  been  a  Whore,  't  had  been  a  courfe 
Certain,  and  (of  my  Confcience)  of  more  gain 
Than  two  Commands,  as  I  would  handle  it : 
'Faith,  I  could  wilh  I  had  been  any  thing 
Rather  than  what  I  am,  a  Soldier ; 
A  Carrier,  or  a  Cobler,  when  I  knew 
What  'twas  to  wear  a  Sword  firft ;  for  their  Trades 
Are,  and  fliall  be,  a  conftant  way  of  Life, 
While  Men  fend  Cheefes  up,  or  wear  out  Buskins, 

Tab.  Thou  art  a  little  too  impatient. 
And  mak'ft  thy  Anger  a  far  more  Vexation 
Than  the  not  having  Wars ;  I  am  a  Soldier, 
Which  is  my  whole  inheritance,  yet  I, 
Though  1  could  wi{h  a  breach  with  all  the  World, 
If  not  difhonourable,  a'n't  fo  malicious. 
To  curfe  the  fair  Peace  of  my  Mother  Country  j 
But  thou  want'ft  Mony,  and  the  firft  fupply 
Will  bury  thefe  Thoughts  in  thee. 

Jac,  'Pox  o'  Peace, 
It  fills  the  Kingdom  full  of  Holidays, 
And  only  feeds  the  wants  of  Whores  and  Pipers  ; 
And  makes  the  idle  drunken  Rogues  get  Spinfters  : 
'Tis  true,  I  may  want  Mony,  and  no  little, 
And  almoft  Cloaths  too  ;  of  which  if  Td  both 
In  full  abundance,  yet  againft  all  Peace, 
That  brings  up  mifchiefs  thicker  than  a  Shower, 
I  would  fpeak  louder  than  a  Lawyer  j 
By  Heav'n,  it  is  the  furfeit  of  all  Youth, 
That  makes  the  toughnefs  and  the  ftrength  of  Nations 

B  4  Melt 
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Melt  into  Women.  It  is  an  Eafe  that 
Broods  Thieves  and  Baftards  only. 

F-'i.  This  is  more 
(Though  it  be  true)  than  we  ocght  to  lay  open. 
And  favours  only  of  an  ir.:'  "  -^n. 

Believe  me.  Captain,  fuc/.   nper'd  Spirits 

Once  out  of  motion,  though  they  be  Proof  valiant. 
It  they  appear  thus  violent  and  fiery. 
Breed  but  their  own  Diigraces ;  and  are  nearer 
Doubt  and  SofpeS:  in  Princes,  than  Rewards- 

Jac,  'Tis  well  they  can  be  near  *em  any  way. 
But  call  you  thofe  true  Spirits  ill  afiecled. 
That  whiift  the  Wars  were,  fervid  like  Walls  and  Ribs 
To  girdle  in  the  Kingdom ;  and  now  fain 
Through  a  faint  Peace  mto  Afflidion, 
Speak  but  their  Miferies  ?  Come,  come,  Fabritio^ 
You  may  prerend  what  patience  ye  pieafe. 
And  feem  to  ^15)  Yoak  your  wants  like  Pallions  \ 
But  while  I  know  thou  art  a  Soldier, 
And  a  Deferver,  and  no  other  Harveft 
But  what  thy  Sword  reaps  for  thee,  to  come  in, 
You  flnll  be  pleasM  to  give  me  leave  to  tell  ye, 

'   (15)  to  Tsakjtmr  WamtM  Kke  Poj^j]    Want  is  one  of  cnr 

FaffioDS,  more  propcriy  than  Anger,  Lore,  &c.  which  have  all  fome- 
thing  ai&i¥e  in  than,  thoagh  thqr  are  moft  frequently  called  Pa&oas 
than  HuEgcr,  3cc.  ia  which  we  are  mereij  paffive.  If  therefore 
Wa.r.:5  are  a  Specifs  cr  Part  of  oor  P^ons,  what  Writer  wou'd  make 
a  Simile  betw«n  them  ?  It  is  little  more  than  :o  fey,  T§m  jwak  jomr 
Fajj^.^ns  liki  vmr  FcJJins.  Whereas  Wants  and  Paffioos  will  fignify 
year  Wazirs,  and  die  Paffioos  of  Ai^cr,  DBccQtent,  &c.  which  thofe 
W2110  cccaiion.    Upon  this  Account  I  wou'd  read  thus, 

Ysur  Wazts  ami  Paffi§MJ. 

The  Reaibnicg  of  Mr.  Se^-ard,  for  his  Alteration  of  like  for  and, 
I  have  given  at  fdl  length.  If  my  OtjeftioB  to  the  PalTige  in  qcefiioii 
was  the  lame  widi  his,  I  fhco'd  readily  ^rce  to  his  CorroaioR :  I 
inppoie  the  Line  to  be  cormpred,  bot  not  in  the  Place  he  mentioos: 
I  oi^ed  to         he  to  lik£,  and  woa'd  read  thos^ 

 /2  clc^kjomr  Wants  Ule  Pm^tsMs. 

Ta  clcak  ««r  Wants  is  tantamount  /#  ceneeoTem,  and  the  fame  thing 
not  osily  1112.7  be,  bet  is,  feid  of  our  Faffioss.  Thos  in  the  rf 
Corinth,  Ad  I.  Scene  1.  Crates  fkjrs  to  the  Prince, 

!Zr3'  Jm  ynw  Heart  there  rage  a  thonfasd  Tempefts. 

JU  Cal^mds  im  j«r  Looks. 

You 


✓ 


Captain. 


25 


if ou  wifh  a  Devil  of  this  mufty  Peace ; 

To  which  Prayer,  as  one  that's  bound  in  Confclence, 

(.16)  With  all  that  love  ourTrade^  I  cry.  Amen. 

^ah.  Prithee  no  more,  we  fhall  live  well  enough, 
There's  ways  enough  befides  the  Wars  to  Men 
That  are  not  Logs,  and  lie  ftill  for  the  Hands 
Of  others  to  remove  'em. 

Jac,  You  may  thrive.  Sir, 
Thou'rt  young  and  handfome  yet,  and  well  enough 
To  pleafe  a  Widow ;  thou  canft  Sing,  and  tell 
Thefe  foolifli  Love-tales,  and  indite  a  little. 
And  if  need  be,  compile  a  pretty  matter. 
And  dedicate  it  to  the  Honourable, 
Which  may  awaken  his  Compaflion, 
To  make  ye  Clerk  o'  th'  Kitchen,  and  at  length 
Come  to  be  married  to  my  Lady's  Woman, 
After  file's  crack' d    th'  Ring, 

Fab,  'Tis  very  well,  Sir. 

Jac,  But  what  doft  thou  think  fliak  become  of  me;  , 
With  all  my  Imperfections  ?  Let  me  die. 
If  I  think  I  fhall  ever  reach  above 
A  forlorn  Tapfter,  or  fome  frothy  Fellow, 
That  ftinks  of  ftale  Beer. 

Fab.  Captain  Jacomo^ 
Why  fliould  you  chink  fo  hardly  of  your  Virtues  ? 

Jac,  What  Virtues  ?  By  this  light,  1  have  no  Virtue 
But  down-right  buffeiting  \  what  can  my  Face, 
That  is  no  better  than  a  ragged  Map  now 
Gf  where  I've  march'd  and  travell'd,  profit  me  ? 
Unlefs  it  be  for  Ladies  to  abufe,  and  fay 
*Twas  fpoil'd  for  want  of  a  Bongrace  when  I  v/as  young. 
And  now  'twill  make  a  true  Prognoftication 
Of  what  Man  mud  be  ?  Tell  me  of  a  Fellow 
That  can  mend  Nofes,  and  complain,  fo  tall 
A  Soldier  fhould  want  Teeth  to  his  Stoniach  \ 
And  how  it  was  great  pity,  that  it  was, 

(16)  .  andalll  The  old  Text  is  fcarcely  Grammar,  and 

I  a  little  fufpea  ihe  and  to  have  chang'd  Places  with  the  likt  in 
the  Note  abo've :  For  /ike  all  would  be  good  benfe  tho'  av;/^  feems 


1,  Seni'ard. 
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That  he  that  made  my  Body  was  fo  bufied 
He  could  not  ftay 

To  make  my  Legs  too   but  was  driven  to  clap 
(17)  A  pair  of  Cat-lticks  to  my  Knees,  for  which 
I  am  indebted  to  two  School-Boys ;  this 
Muft  follow  neccflary. 

Fab,  l^here's  no  fuch  matter. 

Jac,  Then  for  my  Morals,  and  thofe  hidden  pieces. 
That  Art  bellows  upon  mc,  they  are  fuch, 
That  when  they  come  to  light,  I'm  fure  will  lhame  me^ 
For  1  can  neither  write, .  nor  read,  nor  Ipeak 
That  any  Man  fhall  hope  to  profit  by  me ; 
And  for  my  Languages,  they  are  fo  many. 
That  put  them  all  together,  they  will  fcarce 
Serve  to  beg  fingle  Beer  in  \  the  plain  truth  is, 
I  love  a  Soldier,  and  can  lead  him  on, 
And  if  he  fight  well,  I  dare  make  him  drunk  j 
This  is  my  Virtue,  and  if  this  will  do, 
I'll  fcramble  yet  amongft  'em. 

Fah.  'Tis  your  way 
To  be  thus  pleafant  ftill,  but  fear  not,  Man, 
For  though  the  Wars  fail,  we  fhall  fcrew  ourfelves 
Into  feme  courfe  of  Life  yet. 

Jac,  Good  Fahricio^ 
Have  a  quick  Eye  upon  me,  for  I  fear 
This  Peace  will  make  me  fomething  that  I  love  not ; 
For  by  niy  Troth,  though  I  am  plain  and  dudgeon, 
I  would  not  be  an  Afs  ;  and  to  fell  Parcels, 
I  can  as  foon  be  hang'd :  Prithee  beftow  me. 
And  ipeak  fome  little  good,  though  I  deferve  not. 

Enter  Father. 

Fab.  Come,  we'll  confider  more ;  ftay,  this 
Should  be  another  Wind-fall  of  the  Wars. 

(17)  To  clap  a  pair  ^  Catskins]  So  runs  the  Ccpy  of  1647,  th« 
Text  is  from  the  Edition  of  1679,  and  may  be  confirmed  (if  pccafion 
requires)  from  MaJJenger'^s  Maid  of  Honour y 

Page  to  Sylli.       —  Tou^  Sirrah^  Sheep's  Heady 

With  a  Face  cut  on  a  Catftick,  dojou  hear  ? 
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Jac,  He  looks  indeed  like  an  old  tatter'd  Colours, 
That  every  Wind  would  borrow  from  the  Staff ; 
Thefe  are  the  hopes  we  have  for  all  our  hurts  j 
They  have  not  caft  his  Tongue  too. 

Path,  They  that  fay 
Hope  never  leaves  a  wretched  Man  that  feeks  her, 
I  think  are  either  patient  Fools,  or  Liars, 
I'm  fure  I  find  it  fo,  for  I  am  mafter'd 
With  fuch  a  Mifery  and  Grief  together, 
That  that  ftay'd  Anchor  Men  lay  hold  upon 
In  all  their  needs,  is  to  me  Lead  that  bows. 
Or  breaks  with  every  ftrong  Sea  of  my  Sorrows. 
I  could  now  queftion  Heav'n  (were  it  wdl 
To  look  into  their  Juftice)  why  thofe  Faults, 
Thofe  heavy  Sins  others  provoke  *em  with 
Should  be  rewarded  on  the  head  of  us. 
That  hold  (i8)  the  leaft  Alliance  to  their  Vices ; 
But  this  would  be  too  curious  >  for  I  fee 
(19)  Our  fufFering,  not  difputing,  is  the  end 
Reveal'd  to  us  of  all  thefe  Miferies. 

Jac,  Twenty  fuch  holy  Hermits  in  a  Camp 
Would  make  'em  all  Carthujtans^  I'll  be  hang'd 
If  he  know  what  a  Whore  is,  or  a  Health, 
Or  have  a  Nature  liable  to  learn. 
Or  fo  much  honeft  Nurture  to  be  drunk. 
I  do  not  think  he  has  the  Spleen  to  fwear 
A  greater  Oath  than  Semfters  utter  Socks  with. 
Spur  him  a  Queftion. 

Path,  They  are  Strangers  both 
To  me,  as  I  to  them  I  hope  5  I  would  not  have 
Me. and  my  fhame  together  known  by  any, 
ril  rather  lie  myfelf  unto  another. 

Fab,  I  need  not  ask  you,  Sir,  your  Country, 
I  hear  you  fpeak  this  Tongue,  *pray  what  more  are  you  ? 

(18)  la  little  fufpefl  that  a  negative  Particle  ought  to  have  place 
here,  for  he  feems  to  think  it  hard,  that  the  Virtuous  lliou'd  be  at  ail 
involv'd  in  the  Punilhmcnts  due  only  to  the  notorioully  Vicious ;  May 
we  not  then  without  any  great  Strain  read, 

7hat  hold  not  th'  leaft  Jliiancey  &c. 

(19)  Oar  Sufferings  ]  The  Text  is  from  Mr.  Seaward' s  Con- 

jcitme,  and  is  confirm'^  by  the  Edition  of  1647, 

Or 
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Or  have  you  been  ?  if  it  be  not  ofFcnfivc 
To  urge  ye  fo  far,  Mifery  in  your  Years 
Gives  every  thing  a  Tongue  to  queftion  it. 

Fath,  Sir,  though  I  could  be  pieas'd  to  make  my  Ills 
Only  mine  own,  for  grieving  other  Men, 
Yet  to  fo  fair  and  courteous  a  Demander 
That  promifes  Compaffion,  at  worft  Pity, 
I  will  relate  a  little  of  my  Story. 
I  am  a  Gentleman,  however  thus 
Poor  and  unhappy  5  which  believe  me,  Sir, 
Was  not  born  with  me ;  for  1  well  have  try'd 
Both  the  extreams  of  Fortune,  and  have  found 
Both  dangerous my  younger  Years  provok'd  mc, 
Feeling  in  what  an  eafe  I  flept  at  home, 
(Which  to  all  ftirring  Spirits  is  aSicknefs,) 
To  fee  far  Countries,  and  obferve  their  Cuftoms  : 
I  did  fo,  and  I  travell'd  till  that  Courfe 
Stor'd  me  with  Language,  and  fome  few  flight  Man- 
ners, 

Scarce  worth  my  Mony  ;  when  an  Itch  poflefs'd  me 
Of  making  Arms  my  a6live  end  of  Travel. 

Fab,  But  did  you  fo  ? 

Fath,  I  did,  and  twenty  Winters 
I  wore  the  Chriftian  Caufe  upon  my  Sword 
(20)  Againft  his  Enemies;  at  Siege 
Full  many  a  cold  Night  have  I  lodg'd  in  Armour, 
When  all  was  frozen  in  me  but  mine  Honour ; 
And  many  a  Day,  when  both  the  Sun  and  Cannon 
Strove  who  fhould  mofl:  dcftroy  us,  have  I  flood 
Mail'd  up  in  Steel,  when  my  tough  (21)  Sinews  Ihrunk, 
And  this  parch'd  Body  ready  to  confume 

(20)  j^gainJl\C\%  Enemies  \ — ]  Mr.  ^f^xu^ar^/ wou'd  have  us  read/// 
for  his,  as  necefTary  to  the  Grammar  of  the  Paffage :  I  fee  no  Reafon 
for  this,  becaufe  it  is  ufual  in  the  ^axon  Writers,  and  thofe  who  fuc- 
ceeded  'em;  Spenfer  particularly  abounds  in  it;  our  Authors  too,  as 
the  learned  Reader  will  obferve,  have, it  more  than  once  in  their 
Plays,  and  even  MUton  himfelf  has  approv'd  the  Practice. 

(21)  Thus  I  conjedur'd,  and  found  the  Edition  of  1647  to  con- 
cur with  me.    The  Oiftavo  reads  Si/ieiu. 
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As  foon  to  Afhes,  as  the  Pike  I  bore ; 

Want  has  been  to  me  as  another  Nature, 

Which  makes  me  with  this  patience  ftill  profefs  it; 

And  if  a  Sokiier  may  without  Vain-glory 

Tell  what  he*as  done,  believe  mc.  Gentlemen, 

I  could  turn  over  Annals  of  my  Dangers; 

With  this  poor  weaknefs  have  I  man'd  a  Breach, 

And  made  it  firm  with  fo  much  Blood,  that  all 

I  had  to  bring  me  off  alive  was  Anger  ; 

Thrice  was  I  made  a  Slave,  and  thrice  redeem'd 

At  price  of  all  I  had  ;  the  Miferies 

Of  which  times,  if  I  had  a  Heart  to  tell, 

Would  make  ye  weep  like  Children;  but  I'll  fpare  ye, 

Jac,  Fahricio^  we  two  have  been  Soldiers 
Above  thefe  fourteen  Years,  yet  o'  my  Confcience, 

All  we  have  feen,  compar'd  to  his  Experience, 

Has  been  but  Cudgel-play,  or  (22)  Mock-fighting. 

By  all  the  faith  I  have  in  Arms,  I  reverence 

The  very  Poverty  of  this  brave  Fellow  ; 

Which  were  enough  itfelf,  (13)  as  his  to  ftrengthen 

The  weakeft  Town  againft  half  Chrijlendom. 

I  was  never  fb  afham'd  of  fervice 

In  all  my  life  before,  now  I  confider 

What  I  have  done ;  and  yet  the  Rogues  would  fwear 

I  was  a  valiant  Fellow  ;  I  do  find 

The  greateft  Danger  I  have  brought  my  Life  through. 

Now  I  have  heard  this  Worthy,  was  no  more 

Than  ftealing  of  a  il%-pole,  or  at  worft, 

(22)  ■  ■  or  Cock-fighting.]  What  Cock-fighting  has  to  do 
with  Gentlemen  of  the  Sword,  wou'd  perhaps  puzzle  a  Grand  Coun- 
cil of  War  to  explain.  But  Mock  fightings  as  I  read,  carries  on  the 
Senfe  of  the  Authors  and  makes  it  confident;  Cudgels  being  properly 
to  be  look'd  upon  as  no  more  than  the  T^ela  luforia  of  the  Ancients. 

(23)   and  his'\  This  feems  fcarcely  Senfe,  tho'  the  Senti- 
ment intended  is  vifible.  It  might  be  and  he ;  or  'joith  him  or 
in  him,  or  being  hisy  or  as  his.  Indeed  I  fcarce  know  which  to 
prefer.         T.  Seivard. 

I  once  thought  that  as  his,  was  the  true  Leflion,  and  as  fuch  have 
correded  the  Text ;  the'  I  can't,  upon  fecond  thoughts,  but  think, 
that  for  and  his^  or  as  his,  we  fhouM  read  nearer  the  trace  of  tlia 
Letters,  andis^  i.e.  the  Poverty  of /i^//Vs  Father,  not  only  might 
he,  but  is  enough,  to  forpify,  <^c. 

Fighting 
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Fighting  at  fingle  Billet  with  a  Barge-man. 

Fah,  I  do  believe  him,  Jacomo, 

Jac,  Believe  him? 
I  have  no  Faith  within  me,  if  I  do  not. 

Fath.  I  fee  they  are  Soldiers ; 
And  if  we  may  judge  by  AfFedlions, 
Brave  and  deferving  Men  ;  how  are  they  ftir'd 
But  with  a  meer  Relation  of  what  may  be  ? 
Since  I  have  won  belief,  and  am  not  known. 
Forgive  me,  Honour,  I'll  make  ufe  of  thee. 

Fah.  Sir,  would  I  were  a  Man,  or  great,  or  able 
To  look  with  liberal  Eyes  upon  your  Virtue. 

Jac,  Let's  give  him  all  we  have,  and  leave  off  prating. 
Here,  Soldier,  there's  even  five  (24)  Months  pay,  be 
merry. 

And  get  thee  handfome  Cloaths. 

Fah.  What  mean  you,  Jacomo  ? 

Jac.  Ye  are  a  Fool, 
The  very  Story's  worth  a  hundred  Poijnd. 
Give  him  more  Mony. 

Fath,  Gentlemen,  I  know  not 
How  I  am  able  to  deferve  this  Blefling ; 
But  if  I  live  to  fee  fair  Days  again. 
Something  I'll  do  in  honour  of  your  Goodnefs, 
That  fhall  fliew  Thankfulnefs,  if  not  Defert. 

Fah.  If  you  pleafe.  Sir,  till  we  procure  ye  place. 
To  eat  with  us,  or  wear  fuch  honeft  Garments 
As  our  poor  means  can  reach  to,  you  fhall  be 
A  welcome  Man ;  to  fay  more,  were  to  feed  ye 
Only  with  Words  ;  we  honour  what  you've  been. 
For  we  are  Soldiers,  though  not  near  the  worth 
You  fpake  of  lately.  ( 

Fath.  I  do  guefs  ye  fo. 
And  knew,  unlefs  ye  were  a  Soldier, 
Ye  could  not  find  the  way  to  know  my  Wants. 

Jac.  But  methinks  all  this  while  you  are  too  temperate  ? 
Do  you  not  tell  Men  fometimes  of  (25)  their  dulnefs 

(24)  Montljs  pay,  he  w^rry,]  All  the  old  Books  read,  as  I 
have  given  it  in  the  Text,  which  confirms  Mr.  Se^ward's  Conje£lure. 

(25)  _— -  the  dulnefs  ]  The  Text  is  from  the  old  Copies,  and  fo 
Mr.  Reward  amended  tl^e  PafTagCa 

When 


The  Captain.  31 

When  you  are  grip'd,  as  now  you  arc  with  Need  ? 
I  do,  and  let  them  know  thofe  Silks  they  wear. 
The  War  weaves  for  'em ;  and  the  Bread  they  eat 
We  Sow,  and  Reap  again  to  feed  their  Hunger  j 
1  tell  them  boldly,  they  are  Matters  of 
Nothing  but  what  we  fight  for  ;  their  fair  Womea 
Lie  playing  in  their  Arms,  whilft  we,  like  Lares^ 
Defend  their  Pleafures  \  I  am  angry  too. 
And  often  rail  at  thefe  forgetful  great  Men 
That  fuffer  us  to  fue,  for  what  we  ought 
To  have  flung  on  us,  ere  we  ask. 

Fath.  1  have 
Too  often  told  my  Griefs  that  way,  when  all 
I  reapt,  was  rudenefs  of  Behaviour  ; 
In  their  opinion  Men  of  War  that  thrive, 
Muft  thank  *em  when  they  rail,  and  wait  to  live. 

Fab,  Come,  Sir,  I  fee  your  wants  need  more  relieving. 
Than  looking  what  they  are  ;  pray  go  with  us. 

Fatb.  I  thank  you,  Gentlemen ;  fince  you  are  plcas'd 
To  do  a  benefit,  I  dai*e  not  crofs  it, 
And  what  my  Service  or  Endeavours  may 
Stand  you  in  (lead,  you  fhall  command,  not  pray^ 

Jac,  So  you  fhall  us, 
I'll  to  the  Taylors  with  you  Bodily. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Frederick,  Lodovico,  and  Pifo. 

hod.  Well,  if  this  be  true,  Til  believe  a  Woman 
When  I  have  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

Pifo,  *Tis  certain,  if  there  be  a  way  of  truth 
In  Bluflies,  Smiles,  and  Commendations ; 
For  by  this  Light,  I've  heard  her  praife  yon'  Fellow 
In  fuch  a  pitch,  as  if  fh'had  ftudied 
To  crowd  the  worths  of  all  Men  into  him  \ 
And  I  imagine  thefe  are  feldoni  us'd 
Without  their  fpecial  Ends,  and  by  a  Maid 
OF  her  Defires  and  Youth. 

Fred.  It  may  be  fo. 

She's 
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She's  free,  as  you,  or  I  am,  and  may  have. 
By  that  Prerogative,  a  liberal  Choice 
In  the  beftowing  of  her  love. 

Lod.  Beftowing? 
If  it  be  fo,  fhc  has  befl:ow'd  herfelf 
Upon  a  trim  Youth,  Fifo^  what  do  you  call  him  ? 

Pifo.  Why,  Captain  Jacomo, 

Lod.  O,  Captain  Jack-boy, 
That  is  the  Gentleman. 

Fred.  I  think  he  be 
A  Gentleman  at  worft. 

Lod.  So  think  I  too, 
Would  he  would  mend.  Sir. 

Fred.  And  a  tall  one  too. 

Lod.  Yes,  of  his  Teeth  ;  for  of  my  Faith  I  think 
They're  fharper  than  his  Sword,  and  dare  do  more 
(26)  If  the  Beef  meet  him  fairly. 

Fred.  Very  well. 

Pifo,  Now  do  I  wonder  what  flie  means  to  do 
When  fhe  has  married  him. 

Lod.  Why,  well  enough ; 
Trail  his  Pike  under  him,  and  be  a  Gendewomaa 
Of  the  brave  Captain's  Company. 

Fred,  Do  you  hear  me  ? 
This  Woman  is  my  Sifter,  Gentlemen. 

Lod,  I'm  glad  ftie's  none  of  mine  s  but  Frederick 
Thou  art  not  fuch  a  Fool  fure  to  be  angry 
Unlefs  it  be  with  her  5  we  are  thy  Friends,  Man. 

Fred.  I  think  ye  are. 

Ij>d.  Yes,  'Faith,  and  do  but  tell  thee 
How  fhe  will  utterly  o'erthrow  her  Credit, 
If  Ihe  continue  gracing  of  this  Pot-gun. 

Pifo^  I  think  fhe  was  Bewitch'd,  or  Mad  or  Blind, 
She  would  ne'er  have  ta'en  fuch  a  Scar-crow  elfe 
Into  Protedlion  ;  o'  my  Life  he  looks 
Of  a  more  rufty,  fwarth  Complexion, 

(26)  If  the  ^mS  meet  him  fairly."]  Beef  as  Mr.  Seivard  reads,  is 
certainly  right,  and  carries  on  the  Humour  even  to  the  height ;  for 
what  can  be  a  greater  Sneer  on  the  Caprain,  than  to  fay.  He  was  a 
better  Trenchernian  by  much  than  a  Soldier  ? 

Than 
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Than  an  old  arming  Doublet. 

Lod.  I  would  fend 
His  Face  to  th'  Cutlers  then,  and  have  it  fanguin'd, 
*Twill  look  a  great  deal  fweeter  5  then  his  Nofe 
I  would  have  fliorter,  and  my  reafon  is. 
His  Face  will  be  ill-mounted  elfe. 

Pifo.  For's  Body, 
I  will  not  be  my  own  Judge,  left  I  feem 
A  Railer,  but  let  others  look  upon't. 
And  if  they  find  it  any  other  thing 
Than  a  Trunk-fellar,  to  fend  Wines  down  in. 
Or  a  long  walking  Bottle,  V\\  be  hang'd  for't ; 
His  Hide  (for  fure  he  is  a  Beaft)  is  ranker 
Than  the  Mufcovyljtzxhtx^  and  Grained  like  it : 
And  by  all  likely  hoods  he  was  begotten 
Between  a  ftubborn  pair  of  Winter  Boots ; 
His  Body  goes  with  Straps,  he  is  fo  churlilh. 

hod.  He's  poor  and  beggarly  befides  all  this. 
And  of  a  Nature  far  uncapable 
Of  any  benefit ;  for  his  Manners  cannot 
Shew  him  a  way  to  thank  a  Man  that  does  one, 
He's  fo  uncivil ;  you  may  do  a  part 
Worthy  a  Brother,  to  perfwade  your  Sifter 
From  her  undoing ;  if  fhe  prove  fo  foolifh 
To  marry  this  caft  Captain,  look  to  find  her 
Within  a  Month,  where  you,  or  any  good  Man, 
Would  blufh  to  know  her ;  felling  Cheeie  and  Prunes, 
And  retaird  Bottle- Ale ;  I  grieve  to  think, 
Becaufe  I  lov'd  her,  what  a  march  this  Captain 
Will  fet  her  into. 

Fred.  You  are  both,  believe  me. 
Two  arrant  Knaves,  and  were  it  not  for  taking 
Sojuftan  Execution  from  his  Hands 
You  have  bely'd  thus,  I  would  {d)  fwaddle  ye. 
Till  I  could  draw  off  both  your  Skins  like  Scabbards. 
That  Man  that  you  have  wrong'd  thus,  though  to  me 
He  be  a  Stranger,  yet  1  know  lb  worthy, 

{a)  He  means  beat.    StO  Hudibrafs.  B.  i.  C.  i,  23,  24. 

Great  on  the  Bench,  great  in  the  Saddle^ 
That  coud  as  %Mell  bind  o'er  as  fwaddle. 

Vol.  VI.  C  How- 
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However  low  in  Fortune,  (27)  that  his  worfl"  Parts^ 
The  very  wearing  of  his  Cloaths,  would  make 
Two  better  Gentlemen  than  you  dare  be, 
For  there  is  Virtue  in  his  outward  Things. 

Lod,  Belike  you  love  him  then  ? 

Fred,  Yes  marry  do  I. 

Lod,  And  will  be  angry  for  him. 

Fred,  If  you  talk. 
Or  pull  your  Face  into  (28)  a  ftitch  again, 
As  I  love  truth  I  fliall  be  very  angry. 
Do  not  I  know  thee,  though  thou  haft  fome  Land 
(To  fet  thee  out  thus  among  Gentlemen,) 
To  be  a  prating  and  vain-glorious  Afs  ? 
1  do  not  wrong  thee  now,  for  I  fpeak  truth. 
Do  not  I  know  th'  haft  been  a  cudgel'd  Coward, 
That  has  no  cure  for  ftiame  but  Cloth  of  Silver  ? 
And  think'ft  the  wearing  of  a  gaudy  Suit 
Hides  all  Difgraces  ? 

Lod,  I  underftand  you  not,  you  hurt  not  mt^ 
Your  Anger  flies  fo  wide. 

Pifo,  Seignior  Frederick^ 
You  much  miftake  this  Gentleman^ 

Fred,  No,  Sir. 

Pifo,  If  you  would  pleafe  to  be  lefs  angry, 
I'd  tell  you  how  

Fred,  You'd  better  ftudy.  Sir, 
How  to  excufe  yourfelf  if  ye  be  able^ 
Or  I  ftiall  tell  you  once  again. 

Pifo.  Not  me,  Sir  5 
For  I  proteft  what  I  have  faid,  was  only 
To  make  you  underftand  your  Sifter's  danger. 

Lod,  He  might,  if  it  pleas'd  him,  conceive  it  fo. 

(27)  Mr.  5'^<tu/zr^/ reads  thus,  and  the  Edition  of  1 647  confirms  it,' 
The  other  Copies  run  fo, 

'  that  this  ifjorji  Parts. 

(28)  .  a  flitch  again^  ]  *Tis  plain  by  Stitch  here  we  muft 

underftand  ^tnile,  but  how  it  is  to  be  made  out,  perhaps  may  v  not  be 
io^2Sy  to  every  Capacity  :  I  have  not  alter'd  the  Text,  tho*  I  fufpe^fl 
it  16  corrupted,  and  as  fuch  propofe  a  Conjedure  which  may  Hand  or 
fall  according  to  its  worth, 

Or  dra^-wyour  face  into  a  Smirk  again, 
Smirk  cQiacs  from  the  A.  S.  Smercian,  futjidere,  arri^ere.  To  fmiJe. 

Fred, 
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VreL  I  might,  if  it  plcas'd  me,  ftand  ftill  and  hear 
My  Sifter  made  a  M^y-game,  might  I  not  ? 
And  give  Allowance  to  your  liberal  Jefts 
Upon  his  Perfon,  whofe  leaft  Anger  would 
Confume  a  (29)  Legion  of  fuch  wretched  People, 
That  have  no  more  to  juftify  their  A6tions 
But  their  Tongues  ends  ?  that  dare  lie  every  way. 
As  a  Mill  grinds  ?  From  this  Hour,  I  renounce 
All  part  of  Fellowfliip  that  may  hereafter 
Make  me  take  knowledge  of  ye,  but  for  Knaves ; 
And  take  heed,  as  ye  love  whole  Skins  and  Coxcombs, 
How,  and  to  whom,  ye  prate  thus  ;  for  this  time, 
I  care  not  if  I  fpare  ye ;  do  not  lhake, 
I  will  not  beat  ye,  though  ye  do  deferve  it 
Richly.     Lod.  This  is  a  ftrange  courfe,  Frederick: 
But  fure  you  do  not,  or  you  would  not  know  us ; 
Beat  us? 

Pifo,  *Tis  fomewhat  low.  Sir,  to  a  Gendeman. 

Fred.  I'll  fpeakbut  few  Words^  but  I'll  make  'emTruths ; 
Get  you  gone  both,  and  quickly,  without  murmuring. 
Or  looking  big ;  and  yet  before  you  go, 
I  will  have  this  confefs'd,  and  ferioufly. 
That  you  two  are  two  Rafcals. 

hod.  How? 

Fred,  Two  Rafcals. 
Come  fpeak  it  from  your  Hearts,  or  by  this  light 
My  Sword  lliall  fly  among  ye ;  anfwer  me, 
And  to  the  point  diredly. 

Fifo,  You  (hall  have 
Your  Will  tor  this  time :  Since  we  fee  you're  grown 
So  far  untcmperate  j  Let  it  be  fo.  Sir, 
In  your  Opinion. 

Fred,  Do  not  mince  the  matter, 
But  fpeak  the  Words  plain ;  and  you,  Lodovkk^ 
That  ftand  fo  tally  on  your  Reputation, 

(29)  —  Legend  of  fuch,  &c.]  This  nonfenfical  Reading,  fo  much  con- 
tradidory  to  the  Tenor  of  this  Speech,  made  me  fufp^d  that  Legion  was 
the  true  Reading,  and  upon  confulting  the  two  oldeit  Editions,  they  hap- 
pily confirmed  it. 

Vol.  VI.  C  2  You 
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You  lliall  be  he  fliall  fpeak  it. 

hod.  This  is  pretty. 

Fred,  Let  me  not  (lay  upon't, 

Lod.  Well  we  are  Rafcals, 
Yes,  Fifo^  we  are  Rafcals.  {Exeunt  Lod.  and  Pifo. 

Get  ye  gone  now,  not  a  Word  more,  you're  Rafcals! 

Enter  Fabricio,  and  Jacomo. 

Fab,  That  fliould  be  Frederick, 

Jac.  'Tis  he  :  Frederick  ? 

Fred,  Who's  that  ? 

Jac.  A  Friend,  Sir. 

Fred.  It  is  fo,  by  th'  voice : 
I've  fought  you,  Gentlemen,  and  fince  I've  found  you, 
So  near  our  Houfe,  I'll  force  ye  ftay  a  while, 
I  pray  let  it  be  fo. 

Fab,  It  is  too  late. 
We'll  come  and  dine  to  Morrow  with  your  Sifter, 
And  do  our  Services. 

Jac.  Who  were  thofe  with  you  ? 

Fab.  We  met  two  came  from  hence. 

Fred.  Two  idle  Fellows, 
That  you  fhall  beat  hereafter,  and  I'll  tell  ye 
Some  fitter  time  a  Caufe  fufficient  for  it. 

Fab,  But  Frederick^  tell  me  truly  j  do  you  think 
She  can  affed  my  Friend  ? 

Fred.  (30)  No  certainer 
Than  when  I  fpeak  of  him,  or  any  other. 
She  entertains  it  with  as  much  defire 
As  others  do  their  Recreations. 

Fab,  Let  not  him  have  this  light  by  any  means ; 
He  will  but  think  he's  mock'd,  and  fo  grow  angry, 

(30)  No  certainer 

Than  ivhen  I  fpeak  of  hlmy  or  any  other. 
This  Line  may  eafily  be  mifunderllood  for  want  of  attending  to  the 
Conftru^lion,  as  well  as  one  in  Jonfons  Sejanus, 

Mean  tim£  give  Order  that  his  Books  he  burnt 
^0  th'  -^Ediles. 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n  to  a  quarrel :  He's  fo  much  diftruftful 
Of  all  that  take  occafion  to  commend  him  — — 
Women  efpecially  :  for  which  he  fliuns 
All  Converfation  with  'em,  and  believes 
He  can  be  but  a  Mirth  to  all  their  Sex. 
Whence  is  this  Mufick  ? 

Fred,  From  my  Sifter's  Chamber. 

Fab.  The  touch  is  excellent,  let's  be  attentive. 

Jac,  Hark,  are  the  Waits  abroad  ? 

Fab,  Be  fofter  prithee,  • 
*Tis  private  Mufick. 

Jac,  What  a  din  it  makes? 
I'd  rather  hear  a  Jew's  Trump  than  thefe  Lutes, 
They  cry  like  School-boys, 

Fab,  Prithee  Jacomo, 

Jac.  Well  I  will  hear,  or  fleep,  I  care  not  whe- 
ther. 


Enter  at  the  Window  Frank,  and  Clora, 

The    SON  G. 

1.  ^ell  me  dearefi^  what  is  Love  f 

2.  ^Tis  a  Lightning  from  above ^ 

'Tis  an  Arrow ^  'tis  a  Fire^ 
*Tis  a  Boy  they  call  Defire, 
Both.       'T/j  a  Grave^ 
Gapes  to  have 
nofe  poor  Fools  that  long  fo  prove. 

I .  ^ell  me  more^  are  Women  true  t 

%.  Tes^  fome  are^  and  fome  as  you. 

Some  are  willing^  fome  are  ftrange^ 
Since  you  Men  firft  taught  to  change. 

Both.       Jnd  till  troth 
Be  in  bothy 

M fhall  lovcy  to  love  anew. 
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1.  f  ell  7ne  more  yet,  can  they  grieve  ? 

2.  Tes,  and  ftcken  fore,  but  live : 

And  be  wife,  and  delay. 
When  you  Men  are  wife  as  tha  - 

Both.       Then  I  fee. 
Faith  will  he. 

Never  'till  they  both  believe. 

Fran.  Clora,  come  hither:  who  are  thefe  beW 
there  ?  ^ 

Clo.  Where?    /r^^.  There. 

Go,  Ha  !  I  fhould  know  their  fhapes 
Though  it  be  darkiHi  ;  there  are  both  our  Brotheris 
What  ihould  they  make  thus  late  here  ?  ' 

Fran.  (31)  What's  the  other  ? 

Clo.  What  t'other? 

Fran.  He  that  lies  along  there. 

Clo.  O,  I  fee  him 
As  if  he  had  a  branch  of  fome  great  Pedigree 
Grew  out  on's  BelJy. 

Frank,  Yes. 

Clo.  That  fhould  be. 
If  I  have  any  knowledge  in  proportion  * 

Fab.  They  fee  us.    Fred,  'I'is  no  matter. 
Fab.  W^hat  a  Log  is  this,  ♦ 

To  deep  fuch  Mufick  out?    Fred.  No  more,  let's 
hear  'em.  ' 
Clo.  If  I  have  any  knowledge  in  proportion 
The  Captain  Jacomo,  thofe  are  his  Legs 
Upon  my  Confcience. 

Frank.  By  my  faith,  and  neat  ones. 
Ck.  You  mean  the  Boots,  I  think  theyVe  Neat  by 
nature. 

Frank.  As  thou  art  knavifh,  would  I  faw  his  Pace  ! 
Clo.  *Twould  fcare  you  in  the  dark. 

(31)  So  Edition  of  1647,  and  1679.   The  O^avo. 

Whais  t'other. 
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Frmk.  A  worfe  than  that 
Has  never  fcar*d  you,  Cloray  to  my  knowledge. 

Clo.  'Tis  true,  for  1  never  have  feen  a  worfe  j 
Nor  while  I  fay  my  Prayers  heartily, 
1  hope  I  fhall  not. 

Frank,  Well,  I  am  no  Tell-tale : 
But  is  it  not  great  pity,  tell  me,  Clora^ 
That  fuch  a  brave  deferving  Gentleman 
As  every  one  delivers  this  to  be. 
Should  have  no  more  refped  and  worth  flung  on  him 
By  able  Men  ?  Were  I  one  of  thefe  great  ones. 
Such  Virtues  fhould  not  fleep  thus. 

Clo.  Were  he  greater 
He  would  fleep  more,  I  think :  Til  waken  him. 

Frank.  Away  ye  Fool. 

Clo,  Is  he  not  dead  already,  and  they  two  taking  order 
About  his  Blacks  ?  methinks  they're  very  bufy, 
A  fine  clean  Coarfe  he  is:  I'd  have  him  buried 
Ev'n  as  he  lies,  crofs-leg'd,  like  one  o'th*  "Templers^ 
{U  h\s  Wejiphalia  Gammons  will  hold  crofllng) 
And  on  his  Breaft,  a  Buckler  with  a  (92)  Pike  in^t. 
In  which  I  would  have  fome  learned  Cutler 
Compile  an  Epitaph,  and  at  his  Feet 
A  Mufquet,  with  this  {a)  word  upon  a  Label, 
Which  from  the  Cock's  Mouth  thus  fliould  be  delivered, 
/  have  dif chared  the  Office  of  a  Soldier. 

Frank.  Well,  if  thy  Father  were  a  Soldier 
Thus  thou  wouldft  ufe  him. 

Clo,  Such  a  Soldier, 
I  would  indeed. 

Fab.  If  he  hear  this,  not  all 
The  Power  of  Man  could  keep  him  from  the  Windows 
'Till  they  were  down,  and  all  the  Doors  broke  open : 
For  God's  fake  make  her  cooler,  I  dare  n't  venture 
To  bring  him  elfe  :  I  know  he'll  go  to  buffets 
Within  five  Words  with  her,  if  flie  holds  this  Spirit ; 

(32)  Pike  in't,]  The  Pike  and  Sword  in  Funerals  are  laid  upon 

the  Shield,  perhaps  therefore  the  Original  might  be  orit  5  unlefs  the 
Term  irit  be  us*d  in  Heraldry.  T.  Se^vjard. 

[a)  ^/^or^/ here  means  Sentence.  So  Spen/er  in  his  Fairy  ^een, 
more  than  once. 

C  4  Let's 
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Let^s  waken  him,  and  away,  we  fhall  hear  worfe  elfe. 

Frank  Well,  if  I  be  not  even  with  thee,  Cloray 
Let  me  be  hang'd  for  this :  I  know  thou  doft  it 
Only  to  anger  me,  and  purge  thy  wit 
Which  would  break  out  elfc. 

Clo,  I  have  found  ye, 
ril  be  no  more  crofs,  bid  *em  a  good  Night. 

Frank.  No,  no,  they  fliall  not  know  we  have  feen  'em ; 
Shut  the  Window:  Frank  and  Clora. 

Fab,  Will  you  get  up,  Sir? 

Jac.  Have  you  paid  the  Fidlers  ? 

Fal,  You  are  not  left  to  do  it :  Fie  upon  thee, 
Haft  thou  forfworn  Manners  ? 

Jac,  Yes,  unlefs 
They  would  let  me  eat  my  Meat  without  long  Graces, 
Or  drink  without  a  Preface  to  the  Pledger, 
(33)  Of  will  it  pleafe  you,  lhall  I  be  fo  bold.  Sir, 
Let  me  remember  your  good  Bed-fellow, 
And  lye  and  kifs  my  Hand  unto  my  Miftrefs 
As  often  as  an  Ape  does  for  an  Apple ; 
Thefe  are  meer  Schifms  in  Soldiers ;  w here's  my  Friend  ? 
Thefe  are  to  us  as  bitter  as  Purgations, 
We  love  that  general  freedom  we  are  bred  to ; 
Hang  thefe  faint  fooleries,  they  fmell  of  Peace, 
Do  they  not.  Friend  ? 

Fab,  Faith,  Sir,  to  me  they  are 
As  things  indifferent,  yet  I  ufe  'em  not. 
Or  if  I  did,  they  would  not  prick  my  Confcience. 

Fred.  Come,  fliall  we  go  ?  'tis  late. 

Jac,  Yes,  any  whither  ? 
But  no  more  Mufick,  it  has  made  me  dull. 

Fab,  Faith  any  thing  but  drinking  difturbs  thee,  Jacomo^ 
[We'll  ev'n  to  bed.    Jac,  Content. 

Fab,  Thou'lt  dream  of  Wenches. 

(33)  The  Reading  in  the  Text  Mr.  Sewoard  communicated  to  m«, 
and  which  1  indeed  had  hit  on,  on  my  firfl  perufal  of  this  Play. 
The  old  Copies  have  the  Paffage  thus, 
■  to  the  Pledger  ; 

Oft  'will  it  pleafe,  &c. 
What  ftrange  llufF  is  this  made  by  the  Addition  of  a  fingle  Letter, 
and  a  fmall  Error  in  the  Punctuation  ? 

Jac. 
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Jac,  I  never  think  of  any,  I  thank  Heav'n, 
But  when  I'm  drunk,  arid  then  *tis  but  to  caft 
A  cheap  way  how  they  may  be  all  deftroy'd 
Like  Vermine ;  let's  away,  I  am  very  fleepy, 

Fah,  Ay,  thou  art  ever  fo,  or  angry  come.  {^Exeunt, 


ACT   III.    SCENE  1. 

Enter  Julio,  and  Angelo. 

7«/.T  WILL  but  fee  her  once  more,  Jngelo^ 

A  That  I  may  hate  her  more,  and  then  I  am 
Myfelf  again. 

Ang.  I  would  not  have  thee  tempt  Luft, 
*Tis  a  way  dangerous,  and  will  deceive  thee, 
Hadft  thou  the  conftancy  of  all  Men  in  thee. 

JuL  Having  her  Sins  before  me,  I  dare  fee  her 
(Were  fhe  as  catching  as  the  Plague,  and  deadly,) 
And  tell  her  fhe  is  fouler  than  all  thofe, 
And  far  more  Peftilent,  if  not  repentant. 
And  like  a  ftrong  Man,  chide  her  well,  and  leave  her. 

jlng,  *Tis  eafily  faid ;  of  what  Complexion  is  fhe  ? 

Jul.  Make  but  a  curious  Frame  unto  thyfelf 
As  thou  wouldft  fhape  an  Angel  in  thy  thought  j 
Such  as  the  Poets,  when  their  fancies  fweat. 
Imagine  Juno  is,  or  fair-ey'd  Pallas^ 
And  one  more  excellent,  than  all  thofe  Figures 
Shalt  thou  find  herj  fhe's  brown,  but  of  a  fvveetnefs, 
(If  fuch  a  poor  word  may  exprefs  her  Beauty) 
Believe  me,  Angela^  would  do  more  mifchief 
With  a  forc'd  fmile,  than  twenty  thoufand  Cupids 
With  their  Love-quivers,  full  of  Ladies  Eyes, 
And  twice  as  many  Flames,  could  fling  upon  us. 

Ang,  Of  what  Age  is  fhe  ? 

JtiL  As  a  Role  at  fairefl, 
Neither  a  Bud,  nor  blown,  but  fuch  a  one, 
Were  there  a  Hercules  to  get  again 
With  all  his  Glory,  or  one  more  than  he, 

The 
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The  God  would  chule  out  'mongfl:  a  Race  of  Women 

To  make  a  Mother  of:  She's  outwardly 

All  that  bewitches  Senfe,  all  that  entices ; 

Nor  is  it  in  our  Virtue  to  uncharm  it. 

And  when  fhe  fpeaks,  dh  Angela^  then  Mufick 

(Such  as  old  Orpheus  made,  that  gave  a  Soul 

To  aged  Mountains,  and  made  rugged  Beads 

Lay  by  their  Rages ;  and  tall  Trees  that  knew 

No  found  but  Tempefts,  to  bow  down  their  Branches 

And  hear,  and  wonder ;  and  the  Sea,  whofe  Surges 

Shook  their  white  Heads  in  Heav'n,  to  be  as  mid-night 

Still,  and  attentive)  deals  into  our  Souls 

So  fuddenly,  and  ilrangely,  that  we  are 

From  that  time  no  more  ours,  but  what  fhe  pleafes. 

Ang.  Why  look,  how  far  you've  thruft  yourfelf  again 
Into  your  old  Difeafe?  Are  you  that  Man 
With  fuch  a  refolution,  that  would  venture 
To  take  your  leave  of  folly,  and  now  melt 
Ev'n  in  repeating  her  ? 

Jul.  I  had  forgot  me. 

^ng.  As  you  will  ftill  do. 

Jul  No,  the  ftrongeft  Man 
May  have  the  grudging  of  an  Ague  on  him. 
This  is  no  more;  let's  go,  I'd  fain  be  fit 
To  be  thy  Friend  again,  for  now  I'm  no  Man's. 

Jng,  Go  you,  I  dare  not  go,  I  tell  you  truly. 
Nor  were  it  wife  I  fhould. 

Jul,  Why  ?    Ang,  I  am  well, 
And  if  I  can,  will  keep  myfelf  fo. 

Jul,  Ha  ? 

Thou  mak'lt  me  fmile,  though  I  have  little  caufe. 
To  fee  how  prettily  thy  fear  becomes  thee ; 
Art  thou  not  flrong  enough  to  fee  a  Woman  ? 

Ang,  Yes,  twenty  thoufand  ;  but  not  fuch  a  one 
As  you  have  made  her:  Til  not  lie  for  th'  matter  ; 
I  know  I'm  frail,  and  may  be  cozen'd  too 
By  fuch  a  Siren. 

JhI,  Faith  thou  (halt  go,  Ayigelo, 

Ang,  Faith  but  I  will  not  \  no,  I  know  how  far.  Sir, 
I'm  able  to  hold  out,  aiid  will  not  venture 

Above 
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Above  my  depth :  I  do  not  long  to  have 
My  fleep  ta'en  from  me,  and  go  puHngly 
Like  a  poor  Wench  had  loft  her  MarkcL-mony  ; 
And  when  I  fee  good  Meat,  fit  ftill  and  figh. 
And  call  for  fmall  Beer,  and  confume  my  wit 
In  making  Anagrams^  and  faithful  Pofies ; 
I  do  not  like  that  Itch,  I'm  fare  I  had  rather 
Have  the  main  Pox,  and  fafer. 

Jul  Thou  fhalt  go, 
I  muft  needs  have  thee  as  a  witnefs  with  me 
Of  my  Repentance ;  as  thou  lov'ft  me  go. 

Aug.  Well  1  will  go,  fince  you  will  have  it  fo ; 
But  if  I  prove  a  Fool  too,  look  to  have  me 
Curfe  you  continually,  and  fearfully. 

Jul,  And  if  thou  feeft  me  fall  again,  good  Angela^ 
Give  me  thy  Counfel  quickly  left  J  perifh. 

Ang.  Pray  Heav'n  I  have  enough  to  fave  myfelf. 
For  as  I  have  a  Soul,  I'd  rather  venture 
Upon  a  ravage  Ifland,  than  this  Woman.  \E:/ieunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Father  and  Servant, 

Path,  From  whom,  Sir,  comes  this  Bounty  ?  for  I  think 
You  are  miftaken. 

Ser,  No,  Sir,  'tis  to  you 
I  am  fure  my  Miftrefs  fent  it. 

Fath,  Who's  your  Miftrefs, 
That  I  may  give  her  thanks  ? 

Ser,  The  virtuous  Widow. 

Fath.  The  virtuous  Widow,  Sir    I  know  none  fuch : 
Pray  what's  her  Name     Ser,  Lelia. 

Fath.  I  knew  you  err'd, 
*Tis  not  to  me  I  warrant  ye ;  there.  Sir, 
Carry't  to  thofe  Ihe  feeds  fat  with  fuch  Favours, 
I  am  a  Stranger  to  her. 

Ser.  Good  Sir  take  it, 
And  if  you  will,  I'll  fwear  flie  fent  it  to  you. 
For  I  am  fure  mine  Eye  never  went  off"  ye 

Since 
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Since  you  forfook  the  Gentlemen  you  talk'd  with 
Juft  at  her  Door. 

Fath,  Indeed  I  talk'd  with  two 
Within  this  half  hour  in  the  Street. 

Ser,  'Tis  you.  Sir, 
And  none  but  you  Pm  fent  to;  wiferMen 
Would  have  been  thankful  fooner,  and  receiv'd  it, 
'I  is  not  a  Fortune  every  Man  can  brag  of, 
And  from  a  Woman  of  her  Excellence. 

i^^//^.  Well,  Sir,  Pm  catechiz'd ;  what  more  belongs  to't  ? 

Ser.  This  only.  Sir;  fhe  would  intreat  you  come 
This  Evening  to  her  without  fail. 

Fath,  •  I  will. 

»S'^r.  You  guefs  where.  Faib.Sir^  I  have  aTongue  elfe.  She 

[^Exit  Servant. 
Is  downright  Devil;  or  elfe  my  Wants  and 
Her  Difobedience  have  provok'd  her 
To  look  into  her  foul  Self,  and  be  forry. 
I  wonder  how  fhe  knew  me  ?  I  had  thought 
I'd  been  the  fame  to  all,  I  am  to  them 
That  chang'd  me  thus :  Heav'n  pardon  me  for  lying. 
For  I  have  paid  it  home :  Many  a  good  Man, 
That  had  but  found  the  profit  of  my  way. 
Would  forfwear  telling  true  again  in  hafte. 

Enter  Lodovico,  and  Pifo. 

Here  are  my  Praters ;  now  if  I  did  well 
I  fliould  belabour  'em,  but  I  have  found 
A  way  to  quiet  'em,  worth  a  thoufand  on't. 

Lod.  If  we  could  get  a  Fellow  that  would  do  it. 

Fatb,  What  Villany  is  now  in  Hand  ? 

Pifo,  'Twill  be  hard  to  be  done  in  my  Opinion, 
Unlefs  we  light  upon  an  Englijhman 
With  fevenfcore  Surfeits  in  him.  Lod,  Are  the  Englifhmen 
Such  ftubborn  Drinkers  ?    Pifo,  Not  a  leak  at  Sea 
Can  fuck  more  Liquor  j  you  fhall  have  their  Children 
Chriften'd  in  mull'd  Sack,  and  at  five  years  old 
Able  to  knock  a  T>ane  down  :  Take  an  Engli[hmany 
And  cry  St.  George,^  and  give  him  but  a  Raflier, 
And  you  fhall  have  him  upon  even  Terms 
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Defy  a  Hogdiead ;  fuch  a  one  would  do  it  [Weapon  ? 
Home,  Boy,  and  like  a  Work-man.    (34)  Lod.  At  what 

Pifo,  Sherry  Sack  :  I  would  have  him  drink  ftark  dead 
If  it  were  polTible :  At  worft  pad  Portage. 

Lod.  What  is  the  end  then  ? 

Ttfo.  Doft  thou  r»t  perceive  it  ? 
If  he  be  drunk  Dead,  there's  a  fair  end  of  him. 
If  not,  this  is  my  end,  or  by  enticing. 
Or  by  deceiving,  to  conduft  him  where 
The  Fool  is,  that  admires  him  5  and  if  fober 
His  Nature  be  fo  rugged,  what  wilPt  be 
When  he  is  hot  with  Wine?  Come  let's  about  it. 
If  this  be  done  but  handfomely,  I'll  pawn 
My  head  Ih'  hath  done  with  Soldiers. 

Lod,  This  may  do  well. 

Fath,  Here's  a  new  way  to  murther  Men  alive, 
I'll  choak  his  train.    God  fave  ye.  Gentlemen. 
It  is  to  you,  ftay :  Yes  it  is  to  you. 

Lod,  What's  to  me? 

Fath,  You  are  fortunate, 
I  cannot  (land  to  tell  you  more  now,  meet  me 
Here  foon,  and  you'll  be  made  a  Man.      {E:xit  FatherJ 

Lod,  What  Vifion's  this? 

Fifo,  I  know  not. 

Lod,  Well,  I'll  meet  it. 
Think  you  o'th'  other,  and  let  me  a  while 

(34)  Lod.  At  nvhat  Weapon?^  I  have  made  a  Change  in  the  Per- 
fons  of  the  Speakers  Lodo'vic  and  Ptfo,  giving  te  Lodo'vic  what  was  in 
the  other  Edition  Ipoke  by  ?ifo  and  e  contra  ;  as  thinking  the  Speeches 
fomething  out  of  Charafter.  P/>'s  Defign  feems  to  be,  by  the  whole 
Tenor  of  the  Converfation,  to  make  Jacomo  foundly  drunk :  His  hope 
of  doing  this  is  built  upon  one  of  our  Countrymen,  whom  he  defcribes 
as  capable  of  tunning  down  an  Hoglhead  with  the  Shoing-horn  of  a 
Ralher.  But  wou'd  the  Poet  on  this  Suppofition  put  At  ^°hat  Weapon 
into  the  Mouth  of  Pifoy  make  him  ask  himfelf  a  Queftion  and  let 
do'vic  give  the  Anfwer  ?  No  furely.  Lod.  has  certainly  been  dropt 
upon  us,  who  Ihou'd  have  interrupted  Pifo\  Narrative,  both  as  to  the 
Means  and  End  of  making  the  Captain  drunk.  What  feenis  to  con- 
firm this,  is  the  Speech  of  Lodo'vic  at  the  Clofe  of  the  Scene,  where  he 
bids  Fifo  think  of  the  other y  <viz.  making  Jacomo  fuddled  j  to  which 
Pifo  anfwers 

For  the  Drunkard  Lodovic 
Let  me  alone. 

Dream 


4  6  The  Captain. 

Dream  of  this  Fellow. 

Pifo,  For  the  Drunkard,  Lodovic 
Let  me  alone. 

Lod,  Come,  let's  about  it  then.  lExeunf, 


SCENE*  III. 

EnUr  Clora,  and  Frank. 

Clo.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  pray  let  me  laugh  extreamly. 
Frank.  Why?  Prithee  why?  Haft  thou  fuch  caufej 
Clo.  Yes  faith. 
My  Brother  will  be  here  ftraightway,  and— — 
Frank.  What? 

Clo.  The  other  Party:  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Frank.  What  Party? 
Wench,  thou  art  not  drunk? 
Clo.  No  faith. 

Frank.  Faith  thou  haft  been  among  the  Bottles,  Clora. 

Clo.  Faith  but  I  have  not,  Frank :  Prithee  be  handfom. 
The  Captain  comes  along  too.  Wench. 

Frank.  O  is  that  it 
That  tickles  ye  ? 

Cl(f.  Yes,  and  fhall  tickle  you  too ;  . 
You  unBerftand  me? 

Frank.  By  my  troth  thou'rt  grown 
A  ftrange  lewd  Wench ;  I  muft  e'en  leave  thy  Company, 
Thou  wilt  fpoil  me  elfe. 

Clo.  Nay,  thou  art  fpoil'd  to  my  Hand ; 
Hadft  thou  been  free,  as  a  good  Wench  ought  to  be, 
When  I  went  firft  a  Birding  for  thy  Love, 
And  roundly  faid,  that  is  the  Man  myft  do  it, 
I  had  done  laughing  many  an  hour  ago.     [know'll  him, 

FranL  And  what  doft  thou  fee  in  him,  now  thou 
To  be  thus  laught  at  ? 

Clo.  Prithee  be  not  angry. 
And  ril  fpeak  freely  to  thee. 

Frank.  Do,  I  will  not. 

Clo.  Then  as  I  hope  to  have  a  handfom  Husband, 
This  Fellow  in  mine  Eye,  and  Frank  I'm  held  . 
To  have  a  Ihrewd  guefs  at  a  pretty  Fellow, 

Appears 
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Appears  a  ftrange  thing. 

Frank,  Why,  how  ftrange  for  God's  fake  ? 
He  is  a  Man,  and  one  that  may  content 
(For  any  thing  I  fee)  a  right  good  Woman : 
And  fure  I  am  not  blind. 

Clo,  There  lyes  the  Queftion  ? 
For,  (but  you  fay  he  is  a  Man,  and  I 
Will  credit  you,)  I  fiiould  as  foon  have  thought  him 
Another  of  God's  Creatures ;  out  upon  him. 
His  Body,  that  can  promife  nothing 
But  lazinefs  and  long  ftrides. 

Frank.  Thefe  are  your  Eyes ; 
Where  were  they  Clora^  when  you  fell  in  Love 
With  the  old  Foot- man,  for  Tinging  of  Queen  Biio  ? 
And  fwore  he  look'd,  in  his  old  Velvet  Trunks 
And  his  flic'd  Spanijh  Jerkin,  like  Don  John  ? 
You  had  a  parlous  Judgment  then,  my  Clora, 

Clo,  Who  told  you  that  ? 

Frank,  I  heard  it. 

Clo.  Come,  be  Friends, 
The  Soldier  is  a  Mars^  no  more,  we're  all 
Subjeil  to  Aide  away. 

Frank.  Nay,  laugh  on  ftill. 

Clo.  No  faith,  thou  art  a  good  Wench,  and  *tis  pity 
Thou  ftiould'fl:  not  be  well  quarried  at  thy  entring, 
Thou  art  fo  high  flown  for  him :  Look,  who's  there? 

Enter  Fabricio,  and  Jacomo. 

Jac,  Prithee  go  fingle,  what  fliould  I  do  there? 
Thou  know'ft  I  hate  thefe  Vifitations, 
As  I  hate  Peace  or  Perry. 

Fab.  Wilt  thou  never 
Make  a  right  Man  ? 

Jac.  You  make  a  right  Fool  of  me. 
To  lead  me  up  and  down  to  vifit  Women, 
And  be  abus'd  and  laugh'd  at;  let  me  ftarve 
If  I  know  what  to  fay,  unlefs  I  ask  'em 
What  their  Shoes  coft? 

Fab.  Fy  upon  thee.  Coward, 
Canft  thou  not  Sing  > 

Jac. 
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Jac,  Thou  know'ft  I  can  fing  nothing 
(35)  But  Plumpton  Park. 

Fab,  Thou  wilt  be  bold  enough, 
When  thou  art  enter'd  once. 

Jac.  I'd  rather  enter 
A  breach :  If  1  mifcarry,  by  this  Hand 
I  will  have  you  by  th*  Ears  for't. 

Fab.  Save  ye,  Ladies. 

Clo,  Sweet  Brother,  I  dare  fwear  you*re  welcome  hither, 
So  is  your  Friend. 

Fab.  Come,  blufli  not,  but  falute  'em,  [welcome, 

Frank.   Good  Sir  believe  your  Sifter;  you're  moft 
So  is  this  worthy  Gentleman,  whofe  Virtues 
I  fhall  be  proud  to  be  acquainted  with, 

Jac.  Sh'  has  found  me  out  already,  and  has  paid  me> 
Shall  we  be  going  ?    Fab.  Peace  ;  your  Goodnefs,  Lady, 
Will  ever  be  afore  us;  for  myfelf 
I  will  not  thank  you  fingle,  left  I  leave 
My  Friend,  this  Gentleman,  out  of  acquaintance. 

Jac.  More  of  me  yet  ? 

Franc.  Would  I  were  able.  Sir, 
From  either  of  your  worths  to  merit  Thanks. 

Clo.  But  Brother,  is  your  Friend  thus  fad  ftill  ?  Methinks 
*Tis  an  unfeemly  Nature  in  a  Soldier. 

Jac.  What's  fhe  to  do  with  me,  or  my  Behaviour? 

Fab.  He  do's  but  fliew  fo;  prithee  to  him.  Sifter. 

Jac.  If  I  don't  break  thy  Head,  I  am  no  Chriftian, 
If  I  get  off  once, 

Clo.  Sir,  we  muft  intreat  you 
To  think  yourfelf  more  welcome,  and  be  merry, 
'Tis  pity  a  fair  Man  of  your  proportion 
Should  have  a  Soul  of  Sorrow. 

Jac.  Very  well ; 
Pray  Gendewoman  what  would  you  have  mc  lay? 

Clo.  Do  not  you  know.  Sir  ? 

Jac.  Not  fo  well  as  you 
That  talk  continually, 

(■35)  But  Plumpton  Part.'\  This  Leflion  is  peculiar  to  the  Edition 
of  171 1,  the  oldeft  giving,  as  I  conjcdur'd  it  Ihou'd  be,  the 

Reading  in  the  Text. 

FrmL 
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frmh  You've  hit  her.  Sir. 

Clo,    I  thank  him,  fo  he  has, 
Fair  fall  his  fweet  Face  for  it. 

Jac,  Lec  my  Face 
Alone,  rd  wifh  you,  left  I  take  occafion 
To  bring  a  worfe  in  queftion. 

Clo.  Meaning  mine? 
Brother,  where  was  your  Friend  brought  up  ?  H'as  furc 
Been  a  great  lover  in  his  youth  of  Pottage, 
They  lie  fo  dull  upon  his  Underftanding* 

Fah,  No  more  of  that,  thou'lt  anger  him  atHearg- 

Clo.  Then  let  him  be  more  Manly,  for  he  looks 
Like  a  great  School-Boy  that  had  been  blown  up 
Laft  Night  at  Duft-point. 

Frank.  You  will  never  leave 
Till  you  be  told  how  rude  you  are,  fye  Clora, 
Sir,  will  it  plSfe  you  fit? 

Clo.  And  ril  fit  by  you. 

Jac.  Woman  be  quiet,  and  be  ruPd  I'd  wifli  you, 

Clo.  I've  done.  Sir  Captain. 

Fah.  Art  thou  not  afham'd  ? 

Jac.  Your'e  an  Afs,  Til  tell  you  more  anon, 
Y'had  better  have  been  hang'd  than  brought  me  hither." 

Fab.  You  are  grown  a  fuUen  Fool ;  either  be  handfome^ 
Or  by  this  Light  I  will  have  the  Wenches  bait  theej 
Go  to  the  Gentlewoman,  and  give  her  thanks. 
And  hold  your  Head  up  5  what  ? 

Jac.  By  this  light  Til  brain  thee. 

Frank.  Now  o'  my  faith  this  Gentleman  do's  nothing 
But  it  becomes  him  rarely  ;  Clora^  .look 
How  well  this  litde  Anger,  if  it  be  one. 
Shews  in  his  Face. 

Clo.  Yes,  it  fhews  very  fweetly. 

Frank.  Nay^  do  not  blufli  Sir,  o'  my  troth  it  does^ 
I  would  be  ever  angry  to  be  thus. 
FaMcWy  o*  my  Confcience  if  I  ever 
Do  fall  in  Love,  as  I  will  not  forfwear  it 
Till  I  am  fomething  wifer,  it  muft  be, 
I  will  not  fay  diredbly  with  that  Face, 
But  certainly  fuch  another  as  that  is. 

Vol.  VL  D  And 
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And  thus  (36)  difpos'd  may  Chance  to  hamper  me,' 
Fao.  Doft  thou  hear  this,  an^  ftand  ftill  ? 
Jac,  You  will  prate  ft  ill  •, 

I  would  you  were  not  Women,  I  would  take 

A  new  courfe  wich  ye. 
Go.  Why  couragious? 

Jac,  For  making  me  a  Stone  to  whet  your  Tongues  oh. 

Clo,  Pi  i thee,  fweec  Captain. 

Jac.  Go,  go  fpin,  go  hang. 

Clo.  Now  could  I  kifs  him. 

Jac.  If  you  long  for  kicking, 
YouM  bed  come  kifs  me,  do  not  though,  I'd  wifh  ye  j 
I'll  fend  my  Foot-man  to  thee,  he  lliall  Leap  thee. 
And  thou  wanteft  Horfing :  I'll  leave  ye.  Ladies. 

Frank.  Befhrew  my  Heart,  you  are  unmannerly 
To  offer  this  unto  a  Gentleman 
Of  his  deferts,  that  comes  fo  worthily 
To  vifit  me,  I  cannot  take  it  well. 

Jac.  I  come  to  vifit  you,  you  foolifh  Woman  ? 

Ff-ank.  I  thought  you  did  Sir,  and  for  that  I  thank  you, 
I  would  be  loth  to  lofe  thofe  Thanks  s  I  know 
This  is  but  fomeodd  way  you  have,  and  faith 
It  do's  become  you  well  to  make  us  merry ; 
1  have  heard  often  of  your  pleafant  Vein. 

Fah.  What  wouldft  thou  ask  more? 

Jac.  Pray  thou  fcurvy  Fellow, 
Thou  haft  not  long  to  live ;  adieu  dear  Damfels, 
You  filthy  Women  farewel,  and  be  fober. 
And  keep  your  Chambers. 

Clo,  Farewel  old  Don  Diego » 

Frank.  Away,  av;ay,  you  muft  not  fo  be  angry, 
To  part  thus  roughly  from  us ;  yet  to  me 
This  does  not  lliew,  as  if  'twere  yours,  the  Wars 
May  breed  Men  fomething  plain  I  know,  but  not 
Thus  rude ;  give  me  your  Hand,  good  Sir.    I  know 

(:^6)   dlfpofe  mj  Chance — ]  Thus  read  the  old  Copies,  contra- 
ry both  to  Senfe  *nd  Grammar;  The  flight  Change  in  two  Words 
which  I  have  made,  make  the  whole  clear  and  confillent ;  Frank  is 
p'-aiiing  Jccomo^  Anger,  and  fays  naturally  enough,  that  a  Face 
tkuz  ^ilfQid  may  chance  to  capvvate  htr  AJfi^ions.  Se^i:ard^ 

'Tis 


•Tis  white,  and  • 

Jac.  If  I  were  not  patient. 
What  would  become  of  you  two  prating  Houfewives  ? 

Go.  For  any  thing  I  know,  we  would  in  to  Supper, 
And  there  begin  a  Health  of  lufty  Claret 
To  keep  care  from  our  Hearts,  and  it  fhould  be  • 

Rib,  Pfaith  to  whom?  Mark  but  this,  Jacomo. 

Clo,  Even  to  the  handfomeft  Fellow  now  alive. 

Fah.  Do  you  know  fuch  a  one  ? 

Frank,  He  may  be  gueft  at, 
Without  much  Travel. 

Fab,  There's  another  Item. 

Clo,  And  he  fhould  be  a  Soldier: 

Frank,  'Twould  be  better. 

Clo,  And  yet  not  you,  fweet  Captain. 

Frank,  Why  not  he? 

Jac.  Well ;  1  fhall  live  to  fee  your  Husbands  beat  you. 
And  hifs  'em  on  like  Ban-dogs. 
Clo,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

^ac.  Green  Sicknefles  and  Serving- men  light  on  ye 
With  greafy  Codpieces,  and  woollen  Stockings, 
The  Devil  (if  he  dare  deal  with  two  Womeji) 
Be  of  your  Counfels :  Farewel'  Plaifterers  — -    {Eic'it  Jac, 

Clo.  This  Fellow  will  be  mad  at  Mid-fjmmer 
Without  all  doubt. 

Fab.  I  think  fo  too, 

Frank.  I'm  forry. 
He's  gone  in  fuch  a  Rage,  but  fare  this  holds  him 
Not  every  Day. 

Fab,  'Faith  every  other  Day 
If  he  come  near  a  Woman. 

Clo.  \  wonder  how  his  Mother  could  endure 
To  have  him  in  her  Belly,  he's  fo  boyfterous. 

Frank.  He's  to  be  made  more  tradable,  I  doubt  not. 

Clo,  Yes,  if  they  taw  him  as  they  do  Whit-leather 
Upon  an  Iron,  or  beat  him  foft  like  Stock-fifh. 


D2  SCENE 


52 


7%e  Captain* 


SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Lelia  and  her  PFaiting-wcnian  ^-Jjitb  a  VaiL 

Lei.  Art  t'  fure  'tis  he  ? 

f^^^ofn.  Yes,  and  another  with  him. 

Lei.  The  more  the  merrier ;  did  you  give  that  Mony, 
And  charg'd  it  be  delivered  where  I  fhew'd  you  ^ 

JVcm.  Yes,  and  what  elfe  you  bad  me. 

Lei.  That  brave  Fellow, 
Though  he  be  old,  whatever  he  be,  fhews  toughnefs. 
And  luch  a  one  I  long  for,  and  mufb  have 
At  any  price  •,  thefe  young  fofc  melting  Grilles 
Are  only  tor  my  fafer  ends. 

JFoifi.  They're  here. 

Lei.  Give  me  my  \''ail,  and  bid  the  Boy  go  fing 
That  Song  above,  I  gave  him  ;  the  fad  Song  ; 
Kow  if  I  mils  him,  I  am  curfl :  Gc,  Wench, 
And  tell  'erh  I  have  utterly  forlworn 
All  company  of  Men,  yet  make  a  venture 
At  lafl  to  let  'em  in    thou  know'ft  thefe  things, 
Do  'em  to  th'  life. 

JFan.  I  warrant  you  I'm  perfeft. 

Lei.  Now  fome  ill  Woman  for  her  ufe  would  give 
A  million  for  this  Wench,  fhe  is  fo  fubde. 

Enter  to  the  Doer,  Julio  and  Angelo. 

ff^o'rn.  Good  Sir,  defire  it  not,  I  dare  not  do  it, 
For  fince  your  laft  being  here.  Sir,  believe  me, 
Sh'  has  griev'd  herfelf  out  of  all  Company, 
And,  fweet  Soul,  almoft  out  of  Life  too. 

Jul.  Prithee 
Let  me  but  fpeak  one  word. 

fFsrn.  You  will  offend,  Sir, 
And  yet  your  Name  is  more  familiar  with  her 
Than  any  thing  but  Sorrow  ^  good  Sir,  go. 

j^ng.  This  little  Varlet  hath  her  Leflbn  perfedl, 
Thefe  are  the  baits  they  bob  with. 

Jul,  Taith  I  will  not. 

fFc^.  I  lhaJl  be  chidden  cruelly  for  this  y 
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But  you  are  fuch  a  Gentleman . 

Jul.  No  more.  [well  enough, 

Ang.   There's  a  new  Tyre,  Wench ;  peace,  thou'rt 

JuL  What,  has  fhe  Mufick  ? 

IVom.  Yes,  for  Heav'n's  fake  flay, 
•Tis  all  fhe  feeds  upon. 

JuL  Alas,  poor  Soul. 

Ang,  Now  will  I  pray  devoutly,  for  there's  need  on*t. 

r/^^  S  O  N  G. 

Away  Delights^  g$  feek  fome  other  dwellings 

For  I  muft  die  : 
Farewel  falfe  Love^  thy  Tongue  is  ever  telling 

Lye  after  Lye, 
For  ever  let  me  reft  now  from  thy  fmartSy 

Alas  J  for  pity  go^ 

And  fire  their  Hearts 
nat  have  been  hard  to  thee^  mine  was  not  fo. 

Never  again  deluding  Love  fhall  know  me^ 

For  I  will  die  ; 
And  all  thofe  Griefs  that  think  to  over-grow  me^ 

Shall  he  as  I: 
For  ever  will  J  fteep^  while  poor  Maids  cry^ 

AlaSy  for  Pity  ftay. 

And  let  us  die 
With  thee^  Men  cannot  mock  us  in  the  (37)  Claj. 

(^y)   mock  us  in  the  Day.]   To  mock  a  Per/on  in  the  Day,  ap- 

pear'd  to  me  very  obfcure,  and  bordering  upon,  if  not  quite  Nonfenfe  : 
I  confulted  Mr.  Seaward  upon  it,  and  he  informed  me,  'twas  his  Sufpi- 
cion  we  fhou'd  read 

In  the  C/ay,  i.  c.  ^vhen  ive  are  dead: 
But  feem'd  diffident  of  finding  any  Authority  for  fuch  an  Ufe  of  the 
Word  Clay.  I  had  at  firft  put  this  Reading  in  my  Margin,  but  did 
not  care  to  propofie  it,  as  thinking  it  much  too  poor  a  one  for  this 
Place:  But  upon  Mr.  Seuuard's  coming  into  this  Leftion,  and  having 
an  Authority  from  Shake/pear  for  this  Ufe  of  the  Word,  I  am  apt  to 
imagine  we  have  recovered  the  Poets  original  Text.  The  PalTage  in 
Shake/pear  is  in  Hen.  V.  A£l  4. 

T^he  Dead  nvith  Charity  incleid  in  Clay. 
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Jul  Miftrefs?  not  one  word?  Miflrefs,  if  I  grieve 
I  can  depart  again. 

Jng.  Let's  go  then  quickly, 
For  it  file  get  from  under  this  dark  Cloud, 
We  fhall  both  fweat,  I  fear,  for't. 

Jul.  Do  but  fpeak 
Though  you  turn  from  me,  and  fpeak  bitterly. 
And  1  am  gone,  for  that  I  think  will  pleafe  you. 

Jng.  Oh,  that  all  Women  were  thus  filent  ever, 
What  fine  things  were  they  ! 

Jul,  You  have  look'd  on  me, 
"When,  if  there  be  belief  in  Womens  words 
Spoken  in  Tears,  you  fwore  you  lov'd  to  do  fo. 

LeL  O  me,  my  Heart ! 

Ang,  Now,  Julio^  play  the  Man, 
Or  fuch  another  O  me  will  undo  thee  : 
Would  I  had  any  thing  to  keep  me  bufie, 
I  might  not  hear  her  ;  think  but  what  Hie  is. 
Or  I  doubt  mainly,  I  fliall  be  i'th'  mefh  too. 

Jul.  'Pray  fpeak  again. 

LeL  Where  is  my  Woman? 

Wo?n.  Here. 

Jng,  Mercy  upon  me !  what  a  Face  flie  has  ? 
Would  it  were  vail*d  again. 

LeL  Why  did  you  let 
This  flattering  Man  in  to  me  !  Did  not  I 
Charge  thee  to  keep  me  from  his  Eyes  again. 
As  carefully  as  thou  would fi  keep  thine  own? 
Thou'lil  brought  me  poyfon  in  a  fhape  of  Heav'n, 
Whofe  violence  will  break  the  Hearts  of  all. 
Of  all  weak  Women,  as  it  hath  done  mine. 
That  are  fuch  fools  to  lov^,  and  look  upon  him. 
Good  Sir,  be  gone,  you  know  not  what  an  cafe 
Your  ablence  is. ' 

Ang,  By  Heav'n  flje  is  a  wonder, 
I  cannot  tell  what  'tis,  but  I  am  (38)  quamifh. 

JuL  Though  I  defire  to  be  here  more  than  Heav'n, 
As  1  am  now,  yet  if  my  light  offend  you, 

(38)  The  Edicion  of  1647  has  Squeamijh,  Either  Reading  is  cqu; 
good. 
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So  much  I  love  to  be  commanded  by  you. 
That  I  will  go;  farev/el  • 

Lei.  I  fhould  fliy  fomeching 
Ere  you  depart,  and  I  would  have  you  hear  me ; 
But  why  Ihould  I  fpeak  to  a  Man  that  hates  me. 
And  will  but  laugh  at  any  thing  I  fufFer  ? 

Jul  If  this  be  hate-  • 

LeL  Away,  away,  Deceiver. 

JuL  Now  help  me,  Jngelo ! 

Jng,  I'm  vvorfe  than  thou  art. 

LeL  Such  Tears  as  thofe  might  make  another  Woman 
Believe  thee  honeft,  Julio^  almoft  me. 
That  know  their  ends,  for  I  confefs  they  ftir  me. 

Ang,  What  will  become  of  me  ?  I  cannot  go  now. 
If  you  would  hang  me,  from  her ;  O  brave  Eye ! 
Steal  me  away,  ("59)  for  God's  fake,  Julio. 

Jul.  Alas,  poor  Man !  I'm  loft  again  too,  ftrangely, 
LeL  No,  1  will  fooner  truft  a  Crocodile 
When  he  fheds  Tears,  for  he  kills  fuddenly. 
And  ends  our  cares  at  once;  or  any  thing 
That's  evil  to  our  Natures,  than  a  Man  ; 
I  find  there  is  no  end  of  his  deceivings, 
Nor  no  avoiding  'em,  if  we  give  way ; 
I  was  requefting  you  to  come  no  more 
And  mock  me  with  your  Service,  'tis  not  welJ, 
Nor  honeft,  to  abufe  us  fo  flir  ;  you  may  love  too ; 
For  though,  I  muft  confefs,  I  am  unworthy 
Of  your  love  every  way ;  yet  I  would  have  you 
Think  I  am  fomewhat  too  good  to  make  fport  of. 
JuL  Will  you  believe  me  ? 
LeL  For  your  Vows  and  Oaths,  • 
And  fuch  deceiving  Tears  as  you  flied  now, 
I  will,  as  you  do,  ftudy  to  forget  'em. 
Jul.  Let  me  be  moft  defpis'd  of  Men  — 
LeL  No  more ; 
There  is  no  new  way  left,  by  which  your  cunning 
Shall  once  more  hope  to  catch  me    no,  thou  ialfe  Man 
I  will  avoid  thee,  and  for  thy  fake  all 

<39)  Steal  me  an,vay,  Julio  ]  The  Text  is  from  the  oldell  Folio  of 
1647.  *r.  Sexvard. 

D  4  That 
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That  bear  thy  ftamp,  as  counterfeit  in  Love, 
For  I  am  open-ey'd  again,  and  know  thee ; 
Go,  make  fome  other  weep,  as  I  have  done. 
That  dare  beh'eve  thee ;  go,  and  fwear  to  her 
That  is  a  Stranger  to  thy  cruelty. 
And  knows  not  yet  what  Man  is,  and  his  lyings, 
How  thou  dy'ft:  daily  for  her;  pour  it  out 
In  thy  beft  lamentations ;  put  on  Sorrow, 
As  thou  can  ft,  to  deceive  an  Angel,  JuUo^ 
And  vow  thyfelf  into  her  Heart,  that  when 
1  ftiall  leave  off  to  curfe  thee  for  thy  falfhood. 
Still  a  forfaken  Woman  may  be  found 
To  call  to  Heav'n  for  Vengeance. 

Ang,  From  this  hour, 
I  heartily  defpife  all  honett  Women  5 
I  care  not  if  the  World  took  knowledge  on't, 
I  fee  there's  nothing  in  them,  but  that  folly 
Of  loving  one  Man  only ;  give  me  henceforth, 
(Before  the  greateft  BlefTing  can  be  thought  of) 
if  this  be  one,  a  Whore ;  that's  all  I  aim  at. 

Jul,  Miftreis,  the  moft  offending  Man  is  heard 
Before  his  Sentence,  why  will  you  condemn  me 
Ere  I  produce  the  Truth  to  witnefs  with  me. 
How  innocent  I  am  of  all  your  Angers? 

LeL  There  is  no  trufting  of  that  Tongue,  I  know't. 
And  how  far,  if  it  be  believ'd;  it  kills;  no  more.  Sir, 

JiiL  It  never  lied  to  you  (40)  yet;  if  it  did, 
*Twas  only  when  it  call'd  you  mild  and  gentle. 

Leh  Good  Sir,  no  more ;  make  not  my  Underftanding, 
After  I've  fuffer'd  thus  much  evil  by  you. 
So  poor  to  think  I  have  not  rcach'd  the  end  - 
Of  all  your  forc'd  Affedions ;  yet  becaufe 
I  once  lov'd  fuch  a  Sorrow  too  too  dearly, 
As  that  would  ftrive  to  be ;  I  do  forgive  ye 
Ev*n  heartily,  as  I  would  be  forgiven. 
For  all  your  wrongs  to  me ;  my  Charity 
Yet  loves  you  fo  far,  (though  again  I  may  not) 


(40)  Yit  18  from  the  Edition  of  1647. 
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(41)  And  wi(h  when  that  time  comes,  you  will  love  truly, 

(If  you  can  ever  do  fo)  you  may  find 

The  worthy  fruit  of  your  Affedions, 

True  Love  again,  not  my  unhappy  Harvefl:, 

Which,  like. a  Fool,  I  fow'd  in  fuch  a  Heart, 

So  dry  and  ftony,  that  a  thoufand  fhowers 

From  thefe  two  Eyes,  continually  raining. 

Could  never  ripen. 

Jul,  You  have  conquer'd  me  ; 
I  did  not  think  to  yield,  but  make  me  now, 
Ev'n  what  you  will,  my  Lelia^  fo  I  may 
Be  but  fo  truly  happy  to  enjoy  you. 

Lei.  No,  no,  thofe  fond  Imaginations 
Are  dead  and  buried  in  me,  let  'em  reft. 

JuL  I'll  marry  you. 

jing.  The  Devil  thou  wilt,  Julio^ 
How  that  word  waken'd  me  !  come  hither.  Friend, 
Thou  art  a  Fool,  look  ftedfaftly  upon  her. 
Though  fhe  be  all  that  I  know  excellent. 
As  Ihe  appears,  though  I  could  fight  for  her. 
And  run  through  fire ;  though  I  am  ftark  mad  too 
Never  to  be  recovered,  though  I  would 
Give  all  I  had  i'th'  World  to  lie  with  her 
Ev'n  to  my  naked  Soul,  Pm  fo  far  gone  ; 
Yet,  methinks  ftill,  we  fhould  not  dote  away 
That  that  is  fomething  more  than  ours,  our  Honours. 
I  would  not  have  thee  marry  her  by  no  means, 
Yet  I  fhould  do  fo ;  is  fhe  not  a  Whore  i 

JuL  She  is  5  but  fuch  a  one  ^ 

Ang,  *Tis  true,  fhe's  excellent. 
And  when  I  well  confider,  Julio, 
I  fee  no  reafbn  we  fhould  be  confin'd  * 

(/^\)And  ivijh  <when  that  time — ]  Mr. Seaward fufpefts  fomething  left 
out  here,  ncceffary  to  compleat  the  Senfe  and  Grammar,  or  elfe  this 
Line  muft  be  corrupted  through  the  Tranfpofition  of  fome  Particles  i 
and  wou'd  read  thus, 

/  ivij^  fwhen  the  Time  comes y  that  you  love  truly ^ 
{If  you  can  e^ver  do  fo)  you  may  find,  &c, 
I  Jiave  notmdeed  alterM  the  Text,  tho'  I  fufpeft  it  ftrongly  to  be 
torrupt,  and  wouM  propofe  reading  thus. 

And  wijbfs  fwh(n  tk'  time  comis  that  you  hue,  &c. 

In 
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In  our  Affeflions ;  when  all  Creatures  elfc 
Enjoy  ftiil  where  they  like. 
Jul,  And  fo  will  I  then. 

Lei,  He's  fall:  enough  1  hope  now,  if  I  hold  him. 

Jng,  You  muft  not  do  fo  though,  now  I  confider 
Better  what  'tis. 

Jul,  Do  not  confider,  Angela^ 
For  I  muft  do  it. 

Ang,  No,  I'll  kill  thee  firft, 
I  love  thee  fo  well,  that  the  Worms  fliall  have  thee 
Before  this  Woman,  Friend. 

Jul,  It  was  your  Counfel, 

Ang,  As  I  was  a  Knave, 
Not  as  I  lov'd  thee. 

Jul,  All  this  is  loft  upon  me,  Angela, 
For  I  muft  have  her ;  I  will  marry  ye 
When  e'er  ye  pleafe:  pray  look  better  on  me. 

Ang.  Nay  then  no  more.  Friend  ;  farewel,  Julio^ 
I  have  fo  much  difcretion  left  me  yet 
To  know,  and  tell  thee,  thou  art  miferable. 

Jul.  Stay,  thou  art  more  than  ftie,  and  now  I  find  it. 

LeL  Is  he  fo  ? 

Jul,  Miftrefs. 

Lei,  No,  I'll  fee  thee  ftarv'd  firft.  \E£t  Lelia. 

Jul,  Friend. 

Ang,  Fly  her  as  I  do,  Julio^  fhe's  a  Witch. ' 
Jul,  Beat  me  away  then,  I  lhall  grow  here  ftill  elfe. 
Ang,  That  were  the  way  to  have  me  grow  there  with 
thee. 

Farewel  for  ever.  \E:xit  Angelo. 

Jul,  Stay,  I  am  uncharm'd, 
Farewel  thou  curfed  Houfe,  from  this  hour  be 
More  hated  of  me  than  a  Leprofy.  [£x/V  Julio, 

Enter  Lelia. 

Lei.  Both  gone?  A  plague  upon  'em  both, 
Am  I  dcceiv'd  again  ?  Oh,  I  would  rail 
And  follow  'em,  but  I  fear  the  fpight  of  People, 
'Till  I  have  emptied  all  my  Gall  ;  the  next 
I  feizc  upon  flxill  pay  their  follies 
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To  the  laft  penny    this  will  work  iVie  vvorfe, 

He  that  comes  next,  by  Heav'n  fliall  feel  their  curfe.  \Ex. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Jacomo  at  one  Door\  and  Fabricio  at  another^ 

Fab,  O,  y'  are  a  fweet  Youth,  fo  uncivilly 
To  rail,  and  run  away  ? 

Jac.  O!  are  you  there,  Sir  ? 
I'm  glad  Tve  found  ye,,  you've  not  now  your  Ladies, 
To  fhew  your  Wit  before. 

Fab.  Thou  wou'It  not,  wou'lt  'ou  ? 

Jac,  What  a  fweet  Youth  I  am,  as  you  have  made  me. 
You  (hall  know  prefently.  [Dram, 

Fab.  Put  up  your  Sword, 
I've  feen'it  often,  'tis  a  Fox. 

Jac.  It  is  fo, 
And  you  fhall  feel  it  too ;  will  you  difpatch,  Sir, 
And  leave  your  Mirth  ?  jor  I  fhall  take  occafion 
To  beat  ye,  and  difgrace  ye  too.  Fab,  Well,  fince 
There  is  no  other  way  to  deal  with  you. 
Let's  fee  your  Sword,  I'm  fure  you  fcorn  all  odds, 

I  will  fight  with  you'  

[Tbey  meafiire^  and  Fab.  gets  his  Sword. 

Jac.  How  now  ? 

Fab.  Nay,  ftand  out, 
Or  by  this  light  I'll  make  ye. 

Jac,  This  is  fcurvy, 
And  out  of  fear  done. 

Fab,  No,  Sir,  out  of  judgment. 
For  he  that  deals  with  thee,  (thou'rt  grown  fo  boiderous,) 
Muft  have  more  Wits,  or  more  Lives  than  another. 
Or  always  be  in  Armour,  or  inchanted, 
Or  he  is  miferable. 

Jac,  Your  end  of  this,  Sir  ? 

Fab,  My  end  is  only  Mirth,  to  laugh  at  thee. 
Which  now  I'll  do  in  fafety  \  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Jac,  S'heart!  then  I'm  grown  ridiculous. 

Fab,  Thou  art, 
And  wilt  be  fliortly  fport  for  litde  Children, 
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If  thou  continueft  this  rude  ftubbornnefs. 

Jac,  O  God,  for  any  thing  that  had  an  Edge  ? 

Fak  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Jac,  Fye,  what  a  fhame  it  is. 
To  have  a  Lubber  fliew  his  Teeth  ? 

Fab,  Ha,  ha.  [low? 

Jac,  Why  doft  thou  laugh  at  me,  thou  wretched  Fel- 
Speak  with  a  Pox ;  and  look  ye  render  me 
Juft  fuch  a  reafon  

Fab.  I  fliall  die  with  laughing. 

Jac.  As  no  Man  can  find  fault  with  ;  I  fiiall  have 
Another  Sword,  I  fiiall  ye  flearing  Puppy. 

Fab,  Does  not  this  Teftinefs  ihew  finely  in  thee  ? 
Once  more  take  heed  of  Children,  if  they  find  thee. 
They'll  break  up  School  to  bear  thee  company. 
Thou  wilt  be  fuch  a  Paftime,  and  whoot  at  thee. 
And  call  thee  Bloody-bones,  (42)  and  Spade,  and  Spit-fire, 
And  Gaff^er  Mad  man  j  and  Go  by  Jeronimo^ 
And  Will  with  Whifp,  and  Come  aloft,  and  Crack  Rope, 
And  old  Saint  Dennis  with  the  dudgeon  Cod-piece  ? 
And  twenty  fuch  Names. 

Jac.  No,  I  think  they  will  not.  [dren 

Fab.  Ye?,  but  they  will ;  and  Nurfes  ftill  their  Chil- 
Only  with  thee,  and  take  him,  Jacomo. 

Jac.  God's  precious,  that  I  were  but  over  thee 
One  Steeple  height,  I'd  fall  and  break  thy  Neck. 

Fab.  This  is  the  reafon  I  laugh  at  thee,  and 
While  thou  art  thus,  will  do  :  tell  me  one  thing. 

Jac.  I  wonder  how  thou  durft  thus  queftion  me  ; 
Prithee  reftore  my  Sword. 

(42)  Spade  and  Spit-fir eJ\  If  one  wou'd  compare  thefe 

Authors  vvich  thernfelves,  there  leems  to  be  reafon  to  fufpeft  thisPaf- 
fage  as  corrupted  :  To  put  in  Spade,  which  is  a  Name  that  carries  no 
Terror  in  it  to  Children,  between  two  which  are  ufually  made  ufe 
of  for  that  purpofe,  feems  to  me  not  a  little  odd  :  what  I  conjedure 
we  fliou'd  read  is  this. 

And  call  thee  Bloody- boneSi^2L\V'\itzA^  and  Spit-fire y 
So  in  the  4  A6V,  Scene  3  of  this  Play,  Clara  fays  of  Jacomo, 

Herges  Raw-head  come  again. 
And  in  the  Prophetefs,  Ad  4,  Scene  5. 
.  No~M  I  look 

hike  'Bloody  bona  and  Raw-head  to  frkht  Qhildren] 

Fab. 
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Fab.  Tell  me  but  one  thing. 
And  it  may  be  I  will ;  Nay,  Sir,  keep  out.  [Sir, 
Jac.  Well,  I  will  be  your  Fool  now,  fpeak  your  mind. 
Fab,  Art  thou  not  breeding  Teeth  ? 
Jac,  How,  Teeth  ? 

Fab,  Yes,  Teeth,  thou  wouldft  not  be  fo  froward  elle. 
Jac,  Teeth? 

Fab.  Come,  'twill  make  thee 
A  little  Rheumatick,  but  that's  all  one. 
We'll  have  a  Bib,  for  fpoiiing  of  thy  Doublet ; 
And  a  fring'd  Muckender  hang  at  thy  Girdle, 
I'll  be  thy  Nurfe,  and  get  a  Coral  for  thee, 
And  a  fine  Ring  of  Bells. 

Jac,  'Faith,  this  is  fomewhat 
Too  much,  Fabricio^  to  your  Friend  that  loves  you  ; 
Methinks  your  Goodnefs  rather  Ihould  invent 
A  way  to  make  my  Follies  lefs,  than  breed  'em. 
1  (hould  have  been  more  moderate  to  you, 
But  1  lee  yc  defpife  me. 

Fab,  Now  1  love  ye : 
There,  take  your  Sword,  continue  fb  :  I  dare  not 
Stay  now  to  try  your  Patience,  foon  I'll  meet  ye. 
And  as  you  love  your  Honour,  and  your  State, 
Redeem  yourfclf  well  to  the  Gentlewoman, 
Farewel  'till  foon.  {^Exit  Fab.' 

Jac,  Well,  I  fhall  think  of  this.  [^Exit  Jac. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Hofiy  Pifo,  and  Bey  with  a  Glafs  of  IVlne, 

Pifo,  Nothing  i'th'  World  but  a  dry'd  Tongue  or  two- 

Hoft,  Tafte  him,  and  tell  me. 

Pifo,  He's  a  valiant  Wine, 
This  muft  be  he,  mine  Hofl.  # 

Hoft.  This  Ihall  be  Ipfe. 
Oh  he's  a  devilifh  biting  Wine,  a  Tyrant 
Where  he  lays  hold.  Sir,  this  is  he  that  fcorns 
Small  Beer  Ihould  quench  him,  or  a  foolilh  Caudle 
Bring  him  to  Bed;  no,  if  he  flinch  I'll  fhame  him. 
And  draw  him  out  to  mull  amongfl:  old  Midwives. 

Pifi. 
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Pifo.  There  is  a  Soldier,  I  would  have  thee  (43)  batter 
Above  the  refc,  becaufe  he  thinks  there's  no  Man 
Can  s;ive  him  Drink  enough. 

Hoji,  What  kind  of  Man  ? 

Pifo,  That  thou  may'ft  know  him  perfedtly,  he's  one 
Of  a  left-handed  making,  a  lank  thing. 
As  if  hisBeliy  were  ta'en  up  with  Straw, 
To  hunt  a  Match. 

Hoft.  Has  he  no  Beard  to  Ihew  him  ? 

Pifo,  Faith  but  a  little  j  yet  enough  to  note  him, 
"Which  grows  in  Parcels,  here  and  there  a  Rencinant ; 
And  that  thou  may'rh  riot  mifs  him,  he  is  one'^^ 
That  wears  his  Fore- head  in  a  velvet  Scabbard. 

Hofl.  That  note's  enough,  he's  mine,  I'll  fuddle  him 
Or  lie  I'th'  Suds ;  you  will  be  here  too  ?  Pifo,  Yes, 
'Till  foon,  farewel  and  bear  up. 

Hofl,  If  I  do  not. 
Say  I  am  recreant ;  ril  get  things  ready. 


A  C  ,T    IV.     SCENE  I. 


Enter  Julio  and  Angelo. 


Jng.  I'm  fure  I  am  fo. 
Jul,  I  am  well,  you  fee. 

jlng.  Keep  yourfelf  warm  then,  and  go  home  and  Heep, 
And  pray  to  God  thou  may'fl:  continue  fo ; 
Would  I  had  gone  to  th'  Devil  of  an  Errand, 
When  I  was  made  a  Fool  to  lee  her:  Leave  me, 
I  am  not  fit  for  Converfation. 

*^(4.5)  ha've  thee  better]  How  the  making  Jacomo  drunk 

couM  any  way  better  him,  is  not,  I  fancy,  mighty  intelligible,  at 
leail  to  us  at  this  time  of  day.  The  fmall  Alteiation  of  but  a  fmglc 
Letter,  where  good  Senfe  is  gain'd  by  it,  will  eafily  be  allow 'd,  I 
hope,  to  be  no  bad  Exchange.  Befide,  as  he  is  fpeaking  of  a  Soldier, 
the  Word  latter  is  much  more  proper,  and  quite  m  Character. 
Mr.  Reward  propos'd  this  reading,  and  I  have  tranfcrib'd  part  of 
his  Letter  into  this  Note. 

Jul. 
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Jul  Why,  thou  art  worfe  than  I  was, 

Ang.  Therefore  leave  me. 
The  Nature  of  my  Sicknefs  is  not  eas'd 
By  Company  or  Counfel ;  I  am  mad. 
And  if  you  follow  me  with  Queftions, 
Shall  fhew  myfelf  fo. 

JiiL  This  is  more  than  Error. 

Ang.  Pray  be  content  that  you  have  made  me  thus, 
And  do  not  v/onder  at  me.    JuL  Let  me  know 
But  what  you  mean  to  do,  and  I  am  gone  \ 
I  would  be  loth  to  leave  you  thus  elfc. 

Ang,  Nothing 
That  needs  your  Fear,  that  is  fufficient  5 
Farewel,  and  pray  for  me. 

JuL  I  would  not  leave  you. 

Ang.  You  muft  and  fliall, 

Jid.  I  will  then  :  Would  yon  Woman 
Had  been  ten  fathom  under  Ground,  when  firfi: 
I  faw  her  Eyes. 

Ang.  Yet  fh'  had  been  dangerous  ; 
For  to  fome  wealthy  Rock  of  precious  Stone, 
Or  mine  of  Gold  as  tempting,  her  fair  Body 
Might  have  been  turn'd  which  once  found  out  by  Labour 
And  brought  to  Ufe,  having  her  Spells  within  it. 
Might  have  cftrrupted  States,  and  ruin'd  Kingdoms, 
Which  had  been  fearful,  Friend:  Go,  when  1  fee  tliec 
Next, '  I  will  be  as  thou  art,  or  r]0  more. 
Pray  do  not  follow  me,  you'll  make  me  angry, 

JuL  Heav'n  grant  you  may  be  right  again. 
Ang.  Amen.  ♦ 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  "Tavern-Boys^  6cc. 

Boy.  Score  a  Gallon  of  Sack,  and  a  Pint  of  Olives  to 

the  Unicorn. 
Above  within.  Why  Drawer  ? 
Boy.  Anon,  anon. 

Another  Boy,  Look  into  the  Nag's-head  there. 

2  Bdy, 
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2  Boy,  Score  a  Quart  of  Claret  to  the  Bar, 
And  a  Pound  of  Saufages  in  the  Flower -pt. 

Enter  jirfi  Servant  with  Wine. 

I  Serv,  The  Devil's  in  their  Throats :  Anon,  anon. 

Enter  fecond  Servant. 

1  Serv.  Mull  a  Pint  of  Sack  there  for  the  Women  in  the 
Flower-de-luce^  and  put  in  Ginger  enough,  they  belch  like 

Pot-guns,  [not  be 

And,  Robin,  fetch  Tobacco  for  the  Peacock^  they  will 
Drunk  till  Midnight  elfe ;  How  now,  how  does  my  Mafter  ? 

2  Boy.  Faith  he  lies,  drawing  on  apace. 

1  Boy,  That's  an  ill  Sign. 

2  Boy,  And  (44)  fumbles  v/ith  the  Pots  too. 

1  Boy.  Then  there's  no  way  but  one  with  him. 

2  Boy,  All  the  red, 

Except  the  Captain,  are  in  Limbo  Patrum^ 
Where  they  lie  fod  in  Sack. 

1  Boy,  Does  he  bear  up  ftill  ? 

2  Boy.  Afore  the  Wind  ftill,  with  his  Lights  up  bravely : 
All  he  takes  in  I  think  he  turns  to  Juleps, 

Or  has  a  world  of  Stowage  in  his  Belly ; 
The  reft  look  all  like  Fire-Drakes,  and  lie  fcatter'd 
Like  Ruflies  round  about  the  Room,    My  Mafter 
Is  now  the  loving'ft  Man,  I  think,  above  Ground. 

1  Boy,  Would  he  were  always  drunk  then. 
Within,  Drawer. 

2  Boy,  Anon,  anon,  Sir.  [weep?, 

1  BQy,  And  fwears  I  fhall  be  free  to  Morrow,  and  fo 
And  calls  upon  my  Miftrefs. 

2  Boy.  Then  he's  right.  [her, 
I  Boy,  And  fwears  the  Captain  muft  lie  this  Night  with 

And  bad  me  break  it  to  her  with  Difcretion, 
That  he  may  leave  an  Iflue  after  him. 
Able  to  entertain  a  Butch  Ambaflador  ; 

(44)  I  wifli  our  Poets  had  been  a  little  lefs  fatirical  upon  their 
Mafter  Shake/pear  :  This  Expreflion  is  a  plain  fneering  Parody  upon 
the  Defcription  of  Falftaff'h  Death,  in  Henry  V.  Act  2.  Scene  3. 
Tor  after  I  fanx>  him  fumble  nxith  the  Sheets ^  i:c. 
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And  tells  him  feelingly  how  fweet  fhe  is, 
And  how  he  ftole  her  from  her  Friends  i'th'  Country  ; 
And  brought  her  up  difguis'd  with  the  Carriers,  [head. 
And  was  nine  Nights  bereaving  her  (45)  her  Maiden- 
And  the  tenth  got  a  Drawer.    Here  they  come. 

Enter  Jacomo,  Hoft^  Lodovico,  and  Pifo. 

Within  cry  Drawer,  Anon,  anon,  fpeak  to  the  Tyger, 
Feter, 

Hofl.  There's  my  Bells,  Boys,  my  filver  Bell. 
Pifo.  Would  he  were  hang'd 
As  high  as  I  could  ring  him. 
Hofl.  Captain. 
Jac,  Ho  Boy. 

Lod.  Robin^  fufficient  fingle  Beer,  as  cold  as  Cryftal, 
Quench  Robin^  quench. 
I  Boy.  1  am  gone,  Sir. 

Hofl.  Shall  we  bear  up  ftiil  ?  Captain,  how  I  love  thee  ^ 
Sweet  Captain  let  me  kifs  thee,  by  this  Hand 
1  love  thee  next  to  Malmfey  in  a  Morning, 
Of  all  things  tranfitory.    Jac.  I  love  thee  too. 
As  far  as  lean  love  a  fat  Man.   Hofl,  Doft  thou,  Captain  } 
Sweetly  ?  and  heartily  ? 

Jac.  With  all  mine  heart.  Boy.  [Captain 

Hofl.  Then  welcome  Death, come  clofe  mine  Eyes,  fweec 
Thou  fhalt  have  all. 

Jac.  What  fhall  your  Wife  have  then  ? 

Hofl.  Why  fhe  lhall  have, 
Befides  my  Bleffing,  and  a  filver  Spoon, 
Enough  to  keep  her  ftirring  in  the  World  ; 
Three  litde  Children,  one  of  them  was  mine 
Upon  my  Confcience,  th'  other  two  are  Pagans. 

Jac.  *Twere  good  fhe  had  a  litde  foolilh  Mony, 
To  rub  the  time  away  with. 

Hofl.  Not  a  {a)  Rag, 
Not  a  Deniere,  no  ;  let  her  fpin  a  God's  Name, 

(45)  her  of  her  Maidenhead.']    The  Monofyllable  of  I  have 

left  out  of  this  Edition,  which  hurts  the  Meafure,  and  is  no  way 
neceffa^-y  to  the  Scnfe,  upon  the  Authority  of  the  Edition  of  1647. 

{a)  A  Cant  Term  this  for  a  Farthing, 

Vol.  VI.  E  And 
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And  raife  her  Houfe  again. 

Jac,  Thou  fhak  not  die  though. 
Boy,  fee  your  Mafter  fafe  deUvered, 
He's  ready  to  lie  in. 

Hoft,  Good  Night. 

Jac,  Good  Morrow, 
Drink  till  the  Cow  come  home,  'tis  all  pay'd  Boys. 

Lod,  A  pox  of  Sack. 

Hoft.  Marry  God  blefs  my  Buts,  Sack  is  a  Jewel, 
'Tis  comfortable,  Gentlemen. 

Jac.  More  Beer,  Boy, 
Very  fufficient  fingle  Beer. 

Boy.  Here,  Sir. 
How  is  it,  Gentlemen  ? 

Jac.  But  e'en  fo,  fo. 

Hoft,  Go  before  finely  Rohin^  and  prepare 
My  Wife,  bid  her  be  right  and  ftraight,  I  come  Boy  : 
And  Sirrah,  if  they  quarrel,  let  'em  ufe 
Their  own  Difcretions,  by  all  means,  and  ftir  not. 
And  he  that's  kili'd  fhali  be  as  fweetly  buried  j  ■  ■ 
Captain,  adieu,  adieu  fweet  Bully  Captain, 
One  kifs  before  I  die,  one  kife. 

Jac.  Farewel  Boy. 

Hoft.  All  my  fweet  Boys  farewcI.  [Exit  Hoft, 

Lod,  Go  Sleep,  you're  drunk. 

Jac,  Come  Gentlemen,  I'll  fee  you  at  your  Lodging, 
You  look  not  luftily,  a  Quart  more. 
Lod.  No  Boy. 
Pifo.  Get  us  a  Torch, 
Boy.  'Tis  Day,  Sir. 
Jac.  That's  all  one. 

Pift),  Are  n't  thofe  the  Stars,  thou  fcurvy  Boy  ? 
Lod,  Is  not  Charle- wain  there,  tell  me  that,  there? 
Jac.  Yes  ; 

I've  paid  'em  truly  :  Do  not  vex  him,  Sirrah. 

Ptfo.  Confefs  it  Boy,  or  as  I  live  I'll  beat 
Midnight  into  thy  Brains. 

Boy.  I  do  confefs  it. 

Pifo,  Then  live,  and  draw  more  fmall  Beer  prefently 
Jac,  Come,  Boys,  let's  hug  together,  and  be  loving, 
X  .  And 
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And  fing,  and  do  brave  things,  cheerly  my  Hearts, 
A-pox  o'  being  fad ;  now  could  I  fly. 
And  turn  the  World  about  upon  my  Finger  ; 
Come,  ye  fhall  love  me,  I'm  an  honeft  Fellow : 
Hang  Care  and  Fortune,  we  are  Friends. 
Lod.  No,  Captain. 

Jac,  Do  not  you  love  me  ?  1  love  you  two,  dearly. 
Ptfo,  No,  by  no  means    you  are  a  fighting  Captain, 
And  kill  up  fuch  poor  People  as  we're  by  th'  Dozens. 
LoL  As  they  kill  Flics  with  Fox-tails,  Captain. 
Jac.  Well,  Sir. 

Lod.  Methinks  now,  as  I  ftand,  the  Captain  fliews 
To  be  a  very  merciful  young  Man. 
And  prithee,  Fijo^  let  m*  have  thy  Opinion. 

Pifo,  Then  he  Ihall  have  Mercy  that  merciful  is. 
Or  all  the  Painters  are  Apocryphal, 

Jac.  I'm  glad  you  have  your  Wits  yet  5  will  ye  go  ? 

Pifo.  You  had  beft  fay  we're  drunk. 

Jac.  Ye  are. 

Lod.  Ye  lye. 

Jac.  Ye're  Rafcals,  drunken  Rafcals. 
Pifo.  'Tis  fufficient. 

Jac.  And  now  I'll  tell  you  why,  before  I  beat  ye ; 
You  have  been  tampering  any  time  thefe  three  Days, 
Thus  to  difgrace  me. 

Pifo.  That's  a  Lye  too. 

Jac.  Well,  Sir. 
Yet,  I  thank  God,  I  have  turn'd  your  Points  on  you. 
For  which  Til  fpare  ye  fomewhat,  half  a  Beating. 

Pifo.  I'll  make  you  fart  Fire,  Captain,  by  this  Hand, 
And  ye  provoke, — do  not  provoke,  I'd  wifli  you. 

Jac.  How  do  you  like  this  ?  \Beats  them. 

Lod.  Sure  I  am  inchanted. 

Pifo.  Stay  till  I  draw. 

Jac.  Difpatch  then,  I  am  angry. 

Pifo.  And  thou  fhalt  fee  how  fuddenly  PIl  kill  thee, 

Jac.  Thou  dar'ft  not  draw  j  ye  cold,  tame,  mangy 
Cowards. 

Ye  drunken  Rogues,  can  nothing  make  ye  valiant  ? 
Not  Wme,  nor  Bearing? 

E  2  Loi. 
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Lod.  If  this  way  be  fufFer'd  

'Tis  very  well. 

Jac.  Go,  there's  your  Way,  go  and  fleep, 
Tve  pity  on  yoa,  you  fhall  have  the  reft 
To  Morrow  when  we  meet. 

Pifo.  Come  Lodovick, 
He*s  monftrous  drunk  now,  there's  no  talking  with  him, 

Jac.  I  am  fo,  when  I'm  fober  Til  do  more. 

[Exeunt  Lod.  and  Pifo. 

Boy,  Where's  mine  Hoft  ? 

Boy.  He's  on  his  Bed  afleep,  Sir.  [Exit  Bey. 

Jnc.  Let  him  alone  then  :  Now  am  I  high  Proof 
For  any  Action,  now  could  I  fight  bravely. 
And  charge  into  a  Wild-fire ;  or  I  could  love 
Any  Man  living  now,  or  any  Woman, 
Or  indeed  any  Creature  that  lo\"es  Sack 
Extreamly,  monftrouOy ;  I  am  fo  loving, 
Juft  at  this  Inftant,  that  I  might  be  brought, 
I  feel  it,  with  a  little  Labour,  now  to 
Talk  with  a  Juftice  of  Peace,  that  to  my 
Nature  I  hate  next  an  ill  Sword  :  I  will  do 
Some  ftrange  brave  thing  now,  and  I  have  it  here; 
Pray  God  the  Air  keep  out  \  I  feel  it  buzing.  [Exit, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Frederick,  Frank,  and  Clora. 

Clo.  She  loves  him  too  much,  that's  the  plain  Trutb^ 

Trederick^ 

For  which,  if  I  might  be  believ'd,  I  think  her 
A  ftrangc  Forgttter  of  herfelf  j  there's  JuUo^ 
Or  twenty  more  

Tred.  In  your  Eye  I  beheve  you. 
But  credit  me,  the  Captain  is  a  Man, 
Lay  but  his  rough  Affections  by,  as  worthy. 

Cio.  So  is  a  refty  Jade,  a  Horfc  of  Service, 
If  he  would  leave  his  Nature  ^  give  me  one, 
By  your  I^ave,  Sir,  to  make  a  Husband  of. 
Not  to  be  wean'd,  when  I  fhould  marry  him. 
Methinks  a  Man  is  Mifery  enough. 

Fred. 
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Fred.  You  are  too  bitter,  I'd  not  have  him  worfe. 
Yet  I  fhall  fee  you  hamper'd  one  Day,  Lady, 
I  do  not  doubt  it,  for  this  Herefy.  [nefs  ; 

Clo,  V\\  burn  before :  Come,  prithee  leave  this  Sad- 
This  walking  by  thyfclf  to  fee  the  Devil, 
This  Mumps,  this  Lachrimse,  this  Love  in  Sippets; 
It  fits  thee  like  a  French  Hood. 

Frank,  Does  it  fo  ? 
I'm  fure  it  fits  thee  to  be  ever  talking. 
And  nothing  to  the  purpofe  ;  take  up  quickly, 
Thy  Wit  will  founder  of  all  four  elfe.  Wench, 
If  thou  hold'fl  this  Pace ;  take  up,  when  I  bid  thee. 

Clo.  Before  your  Brother  ?  fie. 

Fred,  I  can  endure  it. 


Clo,  Here's  Raw- head  come  again;   Lord  how  he 
looks  ! 

Pray  God  we  *fcape  with  broken  Pates. 

Frank.  Were  I  he. 
Thou  (hould'ft  not  want  thy  Wifli  ^  he  has  been  drinking. 
Has  he  not,  Frederick  ? 

Fred,  Yes,  but  do  not  find  it. 

Clo.  Peace,  and  let's  hear  his  Wifdom. 

Fred.  You  will  mad  him. 

Jac.  ?m  fomewhat  bold,  but  that's  ail  one. 

Clo.  A  fhort  and  pithy  Saying  for  a  Soldier. 

Frank.  As  I  live 
Thou  art  a  ftrange  mad  Wench. 

Clo.  To  make  a  Parfon. 

Jac.  Ladies,  I  mean  to  kifs  ye. 

Clo.  How  he  wipes  his  Mouth  like  a  young  Preacher 
We  fhall  have  it. 

Jac.  In  order  as  you  lie  before  me :  Firfl, 
I  will  begin  with  you. 

Frank.  With  me.  Sir  ? 

Jac.  Yes, 
If  you  will  promife  me  to  kifs  in  eafe. 

Frank.  I  care  not  if  I  venture. 

Jac.  I'll  kifs  according  to  mine  own  inventions 
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As  I  fliall  fee  caufe;  fweetly  I  would  wifh  you, 
I  love  ye. 

Frank,  Do  you,  Sir  ? 

Jac.  Yes  indeed  do  I, 
Would  I  could  tell  you  how. 

Frank.  I  would  you  would.  Sir. 

Jac.  I  would  to  God  I  could,  but  *tis  fufficient, 
I  love  you  with  my  Heart. 

Frank.  Alas  poor  Heart.  • 

Jac.  And  I  am  forry  ;  but  we'll  talk  of  that 
Hereafter,  if't  pleafe  God. 

Frank.  E'en  when  you  will,  Sir. 

Clo.  He's  difmal  Drunk,  would  he  were  mufled. 

Jac.  You, 
I  take  it,  are  the  next. 

Frank.  Go  to  him.  Fool. 

Clo.  Not  I,  he'll  bite  me. 

Jac.  When  wit?  When? 

Clo.  Good  Captain. 

Jac,  Nay,  and  you  play  Bo-peep,  Til  ha*  no  Mercy, 
But  catch  as  catch  may. 

Fred.  Nay  I'll  not  defend  ye. 

do.  Good  Captain  do  not  hurt  me,  I  am  forry 
That  e'er  I  anger'd  ye. 

Jac.  Pil  rew  you  for't 
By  this  Hand,  Wit,  unlels  you  kifs  difcreetly.  [Kijfesber. 

Go.  No  m.cre,  Sir. 

Jcc.  Yes  a  little  more  fweet  Wit, 
One  Tade  more  o'  your  Office  :  Go  thy  ways 
With  thy  fmall  Kettle-Drums;  upon  my  Confcience 
Thou  art  the  bed,  that  e'er  Man  laid  his  Leg  o'er. 

Clo.  He  fm.ells  juft  like  a  Cellar, 
Fie  upon  him. 

Jac.  Sweet  Lady  now  to  you.      [Going  to  Frederick. 

Clo.  For  loves  fake  kifs  him. 

Fred.  I  fhall  not  keep  my  Countenance. 

Frank.  Try  prithee. 

Jac.  Pray  be  not  coy  fweet  Woman,  for  Til  kifs  ye, 
I  am  blunt, 

But  you  muft  pardon  me, 

Clo, 
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Clo,  O  God  my  fides. 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Jac,  Why  ha,  ha,  ha  ?  why  laugh  ? 
Why  all  this  noifc,  fweet  Ladies? 

Clo,  Lufty  Laurence^ 
See  what  a  Gentlewoman  you've  faluted  ; 
Pray  God  fhe  prove  not  quick. 

Fred.  Where  were  thine  eyes 
To  take  me  for  a  Woman,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Jac,  Who  art'a,  art'a  Mortal? 

Fred.  I  am  Frederick. 

Jac,  Then  Frederick  is  an  Afs, 
A  fcurvy  Frederick^  to  laugh  at  me. 

Frank.  Sweet  Captain. 

Jac,  Away,  Woman  ; 
Go  ftitch  and  ferve  God,  I  defpife  thee.  Woman, 
And  Frederick  dial  I  be  beaten  ;  S' blood  ye  Rogue, 
Have  ye  none  elfe  to  make  your  Puppies  of. 
But  me  ?    Fred.  I  prithee  be  more  patient, 
There's  no  hurt  done. 

Jac.  S'blood  but  there  fhall  be.  Scab. 

Clo,  Help,  help,  for  Love's  fake. 

Frank.  Who'3  within  there  ?    Fred,  So, 
Now  you  have  made  a  fair  hand. 

Jac.    Why  ?    Fred.  You've  kill'd  me  

{Falls  as  kill'd. 

Clo.  Call  in  fomc  Officers,  and  (lay  the  Captain. 

Jac,  You  lliall  not  need. 

Clo.  This  is  your  drunkennels. 

Frank.  O  me  !  unhappy  Brother,  Frederick., 
Look  but  upon  me,  do  not  part  fo  from  me. 
Set  him  a  little  higher,  he  is  dead. 

Clo,  O  Villain,  Villain.  \^Enter  Fabricio. 

Fab.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Frank.  O  Sir,  my  Brother!  O  my  deareft  Brother. 

Clo.  This  drunken  Trough  has  kili'd  him. 

Fab,  Kili'd  him  ? 

Clo.  Yes. 

For  Heav'n  fake  hang  him  quickly,  he  will  do 
Ev'ry  Day  fuch  a  Murder  elfe,  there's  nothing 

E  4  But 
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Bat  a  ftrong  Gallows  that  can  make  him  quiet, 
I  find  it  in  his  Nature  too  late. 

Fah,  Pray  be  quiet. 
Let  me  come  to  him. 

Clo,  Some  go  for  a  Surgeon. 

Frank,  Oh  what  a  wretched  Woman  has  he  made  me. 
Let  me  alone,  good  Sir. 

Fab.  To  what  a  Fortune 
Haft  thou  referv'd  thy  Life  ? 

y^r.  Fahricio, 

Fah.  Never  intreat  me,  for  I  will  not  know  thee, 
Nor  utter  one  word  for  thee,  *Jefs  it  be 
To  have  thee  hang'd ;  for  God  fake  be  more  temperate. 

Jac.  I  have  a  Sword  ftill,  and  I  am  a  Villain. 

do.  i^c.  Hold,  hold,  hold. 

Jac.  Ha  ?  {_Exit  Jacomo. 

do.  Away  widi  him  for  Heav'n's  fake, 
He  is  too  defperate  for  our  enduring. 

Fah,  Come,  you  fhall  fleep  \  come  ftrive  not, 
ni  have  it  fo  \  here  take  him  to  his  Lodging, 
And  fee  him  laid,  before  you  part.  Ser.  We  will,  Sir. 

Fred.  Ne'er  v.-onder,  1  am  living  yet,  and  well : 
I  thank  you.  Sifter,  for  your  Grief,  pray  keep  ic 
Till  I  am  licter  for  it. 

Fah,  Do  you  live,  Sir  ? 

Fred.  Yes,  but  *twas  time  to  counterfeit,  he  was  grown 
To  fuch  a  madnefs  in  his  Wine. 

Fah,  Twas  well.  Sir, 
You  had  that  good  refped  unto  his  Temper, 
That  no  worfe  followed.    Fred.  If  I  had  ftood  him, 
Certain  one  of  us  muft  have  pcrifhed. 
How  now,  Frayik  F 

Frank.  Befhrew  my  Heart,  I  tremble  like  an  Afpine. 

do.  Let  him  come  here  no  more  for  Heav'n's  fake, 
Unlefs  he  be  in  Chains. 

Frank,  1  would  fain  fee  him 
After  he's  flcpt,  Fahricio^  but  to  try 
How  he  will  be;  chide  him,  and  bring  him  back. 

do.  You'll  never  leave  'till  you  be  worried  with  h'm. 

Frank,  Come  Brother,  we'll  walk  in,  and  laugh  a  lit  Je, 

To 
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To  get  this  Fever  off  me. 

Clo.  Hang  him  Squib, 
Now  could  I  grind  him  into  priming  Powder. 

Frank.  Pray  will  you  leave  your  tooling? 

Fab,  (46)  Come,  all  Friends. 

Frank.  Thou  art  enough  to  make  an  Age  of  Men  fb. 
Thou  art  fo  crofs  and  peeviQi. 

Fab.  I  will  chide  him. 
And  if  he  be  not  gracelefs,  make  him  cry  for't. 

Clo.  Fd  go  a  Mile  (to  fee  hfm  cry)  in  Slippers, 
He  would  look  fo  like  a  Whey  Cheele. 

Frank.  Would  we  might  fee  him  once  more. 

Fab.  If  you  dare 
Venture  a  fecond  tryal  of  his  Temper, 
1  make  no  doubt  to  bring  him. 

Clo.  No,  good  Franks 
Let  him  alone,  I  fee  his  Vein  lies  only 
For  falling  out  at  Wakes  and  Bear-baitings, 
That  may  exprefs  him  fturdy. 

Fab.  Now  indeed 
You  are  too  fliarp,  fweet  Sifter ;  for  unlefs 
It  be  this  fin,  which  is  enough  to  drown  him, 
I  mean  this  fowrnefs,  he*s  as  brave  a  Fellov/, 
As  forward,  and  as  underftanding  elfe. 
As  any  He  that  lives. 

Frank.  I  do  believe  you. 
And  good  Sir,  when  you  fee  him,  if  we  have 
Diftafted  his  Opinion  a<ny  way, 
Make  peace  agam. 

(46)  Come,  all  Friends, 

7hou  art  enough  to  make  an  Age  of  Men  fo, 
^hou  art  fo  A-ofs  and  pee^ijh. 
This  feems  to  be  as  odd  a  Reafon  as  well  couM  be  given,  to  confirm  the 
Line  above :  What,  is  Crollnefs  and  a  peevifli  Temper  conducive  to 
make  or  keep  up  a  Friend Oiip  ?  Any  one  fees  the  Frtly  of  fuch  an 
AfTenion:  To  refer  it  to  the  biting  things  faid  above  by  Clora  toja- 
como,  which  had  fo  enragM  him,  is  a  Liberty  in  Writing  I  don^c  re- 
member an  Inftance  of.  I  am  rather  inclin'd  to  think  that  to  folve 
this  Matter  to  our  Authors  Credit  and  Honour,  we  muft  fuppofe  feme 
Line  or  Lines  have  been  dropt  upon  us  by  the  Negligence  and  Over- 
f]ght  of  che  firft  Editors. 

Fah. 


Fab,  I  will:  PI!  leave  ye,  Ladies. 
Clo,  Take  heed  y'  had  bed,  he'as  fworn  to  pay  you  elfe. 
Fab.  I  warrant  you,  I  have  been  often  threatned. 
do.  When  he  comes  next,  I'll  have  the  Cough  or 
Toothach, 

Or  fomething  that  fliall  make  me  keep  my  Chamber, 
I  love  him  fo  well. 

Frank.  Would  you'd  keep  your  Tongue.     •  \^Exe. 

S     C     E*    N     E  IV. 

Enter  Angelo. 
(47)  Ang.  I  cannot  keep  from  this  ungodly  Woman, 
This  Lelia^  whom  I  know  too,  yet  am  caught ; 
Her  Looks  are  nothing  like  her  ;  would  her  faults 
Were  all  in  Paris  Print  upon  her  Face, 
Cum  PrivilegiOy  to  ufe  'em  ft  ill. 

(47)  This  Soliloquy  of  Angelo  in  the  prefent  Edition  we  have  redu- 
•  ced  to  (what  it  might  pofTibly  be  when  it  came  out  of  the  Authors 
Hands)  Meafure.  Whether  the  Labour  be  worthy  Thanks  or  no,  is 
a  thing  every  Reader  will  be  the  beft  Judge  of.  The  whole  deferves 
not  the  Name  of  Poetry,  they  arc  Lines  rather  than  Verfes,  and  there 
is  neither  Ear  or  Genius  requir'd  to  make  fuch:  I  think  'twou'd  not 
be  difficult  to  didtate  like  LuciUus  Jlans  pede  in  uno^  two  hundred  fuch 
Verfes  as  thefc  in  an  Hour.  The  Speech  in  the  old  Copies  is  as 
follows  : 

Ang.  I  cannot  keep  from  this  ungodly  Woman, 
^his  Lclia,  ^johom  I  kno-'M  too^  yet  am  caught^ 
Her  Looks  are  nothing  like  her',  <v:ould  her  Faults 
Were  all  in  Paris  Print  upon  her  face. 
Cum  Privilegio,  to  ufe  ""em  fill. 

J  'IV  on  Id  -lijrite  an  Epiflle  before  it,  on  the  infde  of  her  Mafque, 
And  Dedicate  it  to  the  Whore  (?/"Babyion,  ^ith  a  Preface  upon 
Her  Nofs  to  thg  gentle  Reader  ;  and  they  /hould  he  to  he  fold 
At  the  Sign  of  the  Whore"* s  Head  ?th*  Pottage-J>ot^  in  ^hat 

Street  you  pleafe :  But  all  this  helps  not  me  ;  / 

Am  7::ade  to  be  thus  catch"* d,  pajl  any  redrefs. 

With  a  thing  I  contemn  too. 

J  ha<ve  read  Epidetus  t^ice  on)er  againji  the 

Dejire  of  thefe  cutivard  things,  and Jiill  her  Face  runs  in 

My  Mind  \  lucent  to  fay  my  Prayers,  and  they  itsere 

So  laid  out  d'th^  the  uuay,  that  if  I  could  find  any  Prayers  I 

Had,  Tm  no  Chrifian. 

This  is  the  Dcor,  and  the  fhort 

Is,  1  rnuft  fee  her  again.  — 


The  Captain.  75 

Pd  an  Epiftle  write  before  it,  on 

The  infide  of  her  Mafque,  and  dedicate  it 

To  th'  Whore  of  Babylon^  with  a  Preface  on 

Her  Nofe  to  th'  gentle  Reader ;  and  they  fhould 

Be  to  be  fold  at  th*  Sign  of  the  Whore's  Head 

1'  th'  Pottage-pot,  in  what  Street  you  pleafe:  But  all 

This  helps  not  me ;  — .  Pm  made  to  be  thus  catch'd, 

Paft  all  redrefs,  with  a  thing  I  contemn  too. 

I  have  read  Epi5tetus  over  twice 

'Gainft  the  Defire  of  thefe  outward  things, 

And  ftill  her  Face  runs  in  my  Mind  ;  I  went 

To  fay  my  Prayers,  and  they  were  fo  laid 

Out  of  the  way,  that  if  I  could  find  any 

Prayers  I  had,  Pm  no  Chriftian. 

This  is  the  Door,  and  the  fliort  is,  I 

Muft  fee  her  again.   [^He  knocks. 

Enter  Maid. 

Maid,  Who's  there? 

Jng,  'Tis  I,  I  would  fpeak  with  your  Miftrefs. 

Maid.  Did  fhe  fend  for  you  ?  [leave. 

Ang,  No,  what  then  ?  I  would  fee  her,  prithee  by  thy 

Maid.  Not  by  my  leave  ^  for  fhe  will  not  fee  you. 
But  doth  hate  you,  and  your  Friend,  and  doth  wiHi 
You  both  were  hang'd,  which  being  fo  proper 
Men,  is  great  pity  that  you  are  not. 

Ang,  How's  this  ? 

Maid.  For  your  fweet  felf  Sir  in  particular. 
Who  fhe  refolves  perfwaded  your  Friend  to 
Negled  her,  fhe  deemeth  Whipcord  the  moft 
Convenient  Undion,  for  your  Back  and  Shoulders, 

Ang,  Let  me  in,  Pll  fatisfie  her. 

Maid.  And  if 't  fliall  happen  that  you  are  in  doubt 
Of  thefe  my  Speeches,  infomuch  that  you 
Shall  fpend  more  time  in  arguing  at  the  Door, 
I  am  perfwaded  fully  that  my  Miftrels 
In  Perfon  from  above,  will  utter  her 
Mind  more  at  large  by  way  of  Urine  upon 
Your  Head,  that  it  may  fink  the  more  foundly 
Into  your  underftanding  Faculties, 
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Aug.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  thing,  good  pretty  Sou), 
\Vhy  do(l  thou  ufe  me  fo? 
I  pray  thee  let  me  in.  Sweet- heart. 

Maid.  Indeed  I  cannot,  Sweet-heart. 

Ang,  Thou  art  a  handfome  one,  and  this  Croflhefs 
(a^)  does  not  become  thee. 

Maid,  Alas,  I  cannot  help  it. 

Ang,  Efpecially  to  me;  thou  knowft  when  I  was  here 
I  faid  I  lik'd  thee  of  all  thy  Miftrefs's  Servants. 

Maid,  So  did  I  you,  tho'  it  be  not  my  Fortune 
To  exprefs  it  at  this  prefent :  for  truly 
If  you  would  cry,  I  cannot  let  you  in.         [Look  you 

Ang,  Pox  on  her,  I  muft  go  the  down-right  Way : 
Here  is  ten  Pound  for  you,  let  me  fpeak  with  her. 

Maid.  I  like  your  Gold  well,  but  it  is  a  thing. 
By  Heav*n  I  cannot  do  ;  fhe  will  not  fpeak  with  you, 
Efpecially  at  this  time,  fli'as  Affairs. 

Ang.  This  makes  her  leave  her  Jefting  yet  \  but  take  it 
And  let  me  fee  her,  bring  me  to  a  Place 
Where,  undifcern'd  of  herfelF,  I  may 
P^eed  my  defiring  Eyes  but  half  an  Hour. 

Maid,  Why  faith  1  think  I  can,  and  I  will  ftretch 
My  Wits  and  Body  too  for  Gold:  If  you 
Will  fwear,  as  you  are  gentle,  not  to  ftir 
Or  fpeak,  (^49)  whatc'er  you  fliall  or  fee  or  hear. 
Now  or  hereafter.    Give  m'your  Gold,  I'll  plant  you. 

Ang.  Why,  as  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I  will  not. 

Maid.  Enough,  quick,  follow  me. 

\Ex,  Angelo  and  Maid, 

{48)   This  Crojfnefs  does  become  thee.']  I  have  infcrted  the  ne- 
gative Particle  not  into  the  Text,  as  it  fcems  mtirely  requifite  to  make 
tiie  Speech  of  the  Maid  correfpondent  to  Angelo'sy  who  fays, 

 This  Crojfnefs  does  not  become  thee. 

To  which  the  Girl  anfwers  a  propos, 
Alasy  I  cannot  help  it. 

(49)         f^^^^  I  think  I  can,  and  luoill  fir  etch  my  Wits 
Jnd  Body  too  for^old:  If  you  nfjili  f'wear,  as  you 
Are  gentle^  not  to  ftir  or  fpeak,  where  joa  fiali 
See  or  hear,  noiu  or  hereafter.  Give  me  your  Gold,  F II  plant  you. 
Befide  the  Corruption  in  the  Senfe,  this  whole  Speech  has  loft  its 
Meafure,  which  (as  I  have  reflorM  it)  confirms  the  Neccflity  of  the 
two  Monofyllables  inferted.         T.  Seivard, 

Enter 
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Enter  Strvant. 

Serv.  Why  where's  this  Maid,  fhe  has  much  Care  of 
herBufinefs.  Nell? 

I  think  file  be  funk-  Why  Nell?  whiew-  

Maid  within.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Enter  Maid, 

Serv.  I  pray  you  heartily  come  away  \  oh,  come,  come, 
the  Gentleman, 
My  Miftrefs  invited,  is  coming  down  the  Street,  and  the 
Banquet 

Not  yet  brought  out? —       \Xhey  bring  in  the  Banquet. 
LeL  within.  Nell,  Sirrah  ? 
Maid,  I  come,  Forfooth. 

Serv,  Now  muft  I  walk :  When  there's  any  flefiily 
matters  in  hand,  my 
Miftrefs  fends  me  of  a  four  Hours  Errand  :  But  if  I  go  not 
About  mine  own  bodily  Bufinels  as  well  as  fhe,  I  am  a 
^^irk,  [Exit  Servant. 

Enter  Father, 

Fath,  What,  all  wide  open?  'Tis  the  way  to  fin, 
Doubtlefs ;  but  I  muft  on  ;  the  Gates  of  Hell 
Are  not  more  paflable  than  thefe :  How  they 
Will  be  to  get  out,  God  knows,  I  muft  try. 
'Tis  very  ftrange  ;  if  there  be  any  Life 
Within  this  Houfe,  would  it  would  fhew  itkl?. 
What's  here  ?  a  Banquet  ?  and  no  Mouth  to  eat. 
Or  bid  me  do  it?  This  is  fomething  like 
The  Entertainment  of  adventurous  Knights 
Entring  enchanted  Caftles :  For  the  manner, 
Tho*  there  be  nothing  difmal  to  be  feen. 
Amazes  me  aJittle  :  What  is  meant 
By  this  ftrange  Invitation  ?  I  will  found 
My  Daughter's  Meaning  ere  I  fpeak  to  her. 
If  it  be  polTible ;  for  by  my  Voice  [^Mufuk, 
She  will  difcover  me!  Hark,  whence  is  this  ? 


fhe 
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Jl:e  SONG, 
(a)  Ccme  hitker  you  that  love^  and  bear  me  fmg 

Green,  fre/h  and  lujh^  as  the  Prid^  of  Springs 

Arid  ever  blczi'ing. 
Ccme  hither,  Touihs  that  hlujh,  and  dare  not  knew 

What  is  Defire, 
And  old  Men,  zvorfe  than  you,  that  cannot  blow 

0)ie  Spark  of  Fire, 
And  with  the  Pczver  cf  my  enchanting  Song^ 
Boys  Jloall  be  able  Men,  and  old  Men  young, 

[Enter  A'ngelo  above. 
Ccme  hither  you  that  hope^  a-nd  you  that  cry, 

Lea\je  'off  complaining, 
T^outh,  Strength  and  Beauty^  that  Jhall  never  die^ 

Are  here  remiwiirsg. 
Ccme  hither.  Fools,  and  blujh  yen  Jlay  fo  long 

From  being  blejl^ 
And  ruad  Men  wcrfe  than  you,  that  fuffer  Wrongs 

Tet  feek  no  Reft. 
And  in  an  Hour,  with  tny  enchanting  Scng^ 
2^cu  Jhall  be  rjer  pleased,  a?id young  Maids  long. 

Enter  Lelia  a-nd  hir  Maid  with  a  Night-gown  and 

Slippers. 

Lei.  Sir,  you  are  welcome  hither,  as  this  Kifi, 
Giv'n  with  a  larger  Freedom  than  the  Ufe 
Of  Strangers  will  admit,  fhali  wrtnels  to  you. 
Put  the  Gown  on  him,  in  this  Chair  fit  down  ; 
Give  him  his  Slippers:  Be  not  fo  amaz'd, 
Here's  to  your  Health,  and  you  fhall  feel  this  Wine 
Stir  lively  in  me,  in  the  Dead  of  Night. 
Give  him  fome  Wine ;  fall  to  your  JBanquet,  Sir, 
And  let  us  grow  in  Mirth    tho'  I  am  fee 
Now  thus  far  off  you,  yet  four  Glafles  hence 

ia)  *Tis  a  fufncient  Compliment  to  this  Song,  that  Mr.  Killigre^ 
has  inferted  it  ia  kis  Thomafg  or  Idirr^-Jy'andsrer, 
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(50)  I  will  fit  here,  and  try,  till  both  our  Bloods 

Shoot  up  and  down  to  find  a  Paflage  out. 

Then  Mouth  to  Mouth  will  we  walk  up  to  Bed, 

And  undrefs  one  another  as  we  go  ; 

Where  both  my  Treafure,  Body,  and  my  Soul 

Are  yours  to  be  difpos'd  of. 

Path,  Umh,  umh  — 

{Makes  Signs  of  his  white  Head  and  Beard. 

LeL  You  are  old, 
Is  that  your  Meaning  ?  Why,  you  are  to  me 
The  greater  Novelty,  all  our  frefh  Youth 
Are  daily  ofFer'd  me  •,  tho'  you  perform, 
As  you  think,  litde,  yet  you  fatisfie 
My  Appetite:  From  your  Experience 
I  may  learn  fomething  in  the  way  of  Luft 
I  may  be  better  for.    3ut  I  can  teach 
Thefe  young  ones.    But  this  Day  I  did  refufe 
A  Pair  of  them,  Julio  and  Angela y 
And  told  them  they  were  (51)  as  they  indeed  were, 
Raw  Fools  and  Whelps.      [  Ang.  makis  difconknted  Signs, 

Maid,  Pray  God  he  fpeak  not. 

[^Maid  lays  her  Finger  crofs  her  Mouth  to  him. 

Lei.  Why  fpeak  you  not,  fweet  Sir.*^ 

Fath.  Umh  — 

[Stops  his  Ears^  Jhews  he  is  trouhled  uiith  the  Miiftck. 

LeL  Peace  there,  that  Mufick.    Now,  Sir,  fpeak  to  me. 

Path,  Umh  - —  [^Points  at  the  Maid, 

LeL  Why?  Would  you  have  her  gone?  You  need  not 
Your  freedom  in  for  her ;  fhe  knows  my  Life,  [keep 
That  fhe  might  write  it;  think  flie  is  a  Stone: 
She  is  a  kind  of  bawdy  ConfefiTor, 
And  will  not  utter  Secrets. 

(50)  /w/// //  here, — ]  It  is  no  great  matter  whether  we  read  here, 
or  near,  or  there  :  And  no  one  ought  at  all  to  be  foUicitous  about  the 
Recovery  of  this  Paffage  which  conveys  fuch  indecent  Ideas,  as  mult 
Ihock  every  chafte  Imagination.  It  is  to  be  wifh'd  the  Poets  Pens  had 
been  better  employM. 

(51)  — as  they  ^ere,"]  The  Deficiency  of  the  Meafure  here,  in- 
duced me  to  infert  indeed  into  the  Text,  as  a  Word  that  exceedingly 
well  fits  the  Place,  and  might  have  eafily  been  dropt  either  by  Tran- 
fcriber  or  Editor. 

Fath 
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Fath.  Umh—   {^Points  at  her  again, 

Ld.      gone  then,  fince  he  needs  will  have  it  fo. 

*Ti5  all  one.  [E^it  Maid.         Falb,  locks  the  Door. 

Is  all  now  as  you  wouid  ?  Come  meet  me  then. 
And  bring  a  thoufand  KiiTes  on  thy  Lips, 
And  I  will  rob  thee  of  *em,  and  yet  leave 
Thy  Lips  as  wealthy  as  they  were  before. 

Path.  Yes,  all  is  as  I  would,  but  thou.    LeL  By  Heav'n 

It  is  my  Father.  {^Starts.']  Fath.  And  I  do  befeech  thee 

Leave  thefe  unheard  of  Lulls,  which  worfe  become  thee 
Than  mocking  of  thy  Father ;  let  thine  Eyes 
RePieft  upon  thy  Soul,  and  there  behold 
How  loathed  black  it  is ;  and  whereas  now 
Thy  Face  is  Heav'nly  fair,  but  thy  Mind  foul, 
Go'but  into  thy  Clofet,  and  there  cry 
Till  thou  had  fpoil'd  that  Face,  ar;d  thou  (halt  find 
How  excellent  a  Change  thou  wilt  have  made, 
For  inward  Beauty. 

Lei.  Though  I  know  him  now 
To  be  my  Father,  never  let  me  live 
If  my  Luft  do  abate.    I'll  take  upon  me 
T'  have  known  him  all  this  while. 

Fath.  Look,  doft  thou  know  me  ? 

Lei.  I  knew  ye,  Sir,  before. 

Fath.  What  didft  thou  do.^* 

LeL  Knew  you    and  fo  unmov^dly  have  you  born 
All  the  fad  Croffes  that  I  laid  upon  you, 
With  fuch  a  noble  Temper,  which  indeed 
I  purpofely  caft  on  you,  to  difcern 
Your  Carriage  in  Calamity,  and  you 
Have  undergone  'em  with  that  brave  Contempt, 
That  I  have  turned  the  Reverence  of  a  Child 
Into  the  hot  Affection  of  a  Lover. 
Nor  can  there  on  the  Earth  be  found,  but  yours, 
A  Spirit  fit  to  meet  with  mine.    Fath.  A  Woman  ? 
Thou  art  not  fure.  Lei.  Look  and  believe.  Fath,  Thou  art 
Something  created  to  fucceed  the  Devil, 
When  he  grows  weary  of  his  envious  courfe. 
And  compafTing  the  World ;  but  1  believe  thee, 
Thou  didft  but  mean  to  try  my  Patience, 

And 
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And  doft  fo  ftill ;  but  better  be  advis'd. 

And  make  thy  tryal  with  fome  other  things 

That  fafelier  will  admit  a  Dalliance  : 

And  if  it  fliould  be  earneft,  underftand 

How  curft  thou  art,  fo  far  from  Heav'n,  that  thou 

Believ'ft  it  not  enough  to  damn  alone, 

Or  with  a  Stranger,  but  wouldfl:  heap  all  fins 

Unnatural  upon  this  aged  Head, 

And  draw  thy  Father  to  thy  Bed,  and  Hell. 

LeL  You  are  deceiv'd,  Sir,  *tis  not  againft  Nature 
For  us  to  lie  together ;  if  you  have 
An  Arrow  of  the  fame  Tree  with  your  Bow, 
Is*t  more  unnatural  to  fhoot  it  there 
Than  in  another  ?  *Tis  our  general  Nature 
To  procreate,  as  Fire's  to  confume. 
And  it  will  trouble  you  to  find  a  Stick 
The  Fire  will  turn  from :  If 't  be  Nature's  will 
We  fiiould  not  mix,  fiie  will  difcover  to  us 
Some  moft  apparent  croffnefs,  as  our  Organs 
Will  not  be  fit ;  which  if  we  do  perceive 
We'll  leave,  and  think  it  is  her  Pleafure 
That  we  fhould  deal  with  others. 

Fath.  The  Doors  are  faft  \  thou  lhalt  not  fay  a  Prayer, 
*Tis  not  God's  will  thou  fhould'ft ;  when  this  is  done 
Pll  kill  myfelf,  that  never  Man  may  tell  me 
I  got  thee.  {Tath,  draws  his  Sword^  Ang.  difcovers  himfelf, 

LeL  I  pray  you.  Sir,  help  here,  for  God's  fake  Sir. 

Jng,  Hold,  Reverend  Sir,  for  Honour  of  your  Age, 

Ang.  For  fafety  of  your  Soul,  and  of  the  Soul 
Of  that  too  wicked  Woman  yet  to  die.  [place  ? 

Path,  What  art  thou  ?  and  how  cam'ft  thou  to  that 

Ang.  I  am  a  Man  fo  ftrangely  hither  come. 
That  I  have  broke  an  Oath  in  fpeaking  this, 
But  I  believe  'twas  better  broke  than  kept. 
And  I  defire  your  Patience;  let  me  in. 
And  I  proteft  I  will  not  hinder  you 
In  any  adt  you  wifli,  more  than  by  word. 
If  fo  I  can  perfuade  you  ;    That  I  will  not 
Ufe  violence,  Pll  throw  my  Sword  dov/n  to  you  : 

Vol.  VI.  F  This 
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This  Houfe  holds  none  but  I,  only  a  Maid 
Whom  I  will  lock  faft  in,  as  I  come  down. 

Fath,  I  do  not  know  thee,  but  thy  Tongue  doth  feem 
To  be  acq  lainted  with  the  truth  fo  well 
That  I  will  let  thee  in :  Throw  down  thy  Sword. 

Ang.  There  'tis. 

Lei.  How  came  he  there?  I  am  betray 'd  to  fliame  : 
The  fear  of  fudden  Death  ftruck  me  all  over 
So  violently,  that  I  fcarce  have  Breath 
To  fpeak  yet :  But  I  have  it  in  my  Head, 
And  out  it  fhall,  that.  Father,  may  perhaps 
O'er- reach  you  yet. 

{Father  lets  in  Angelo,  and  locks  the  Door. 

Path,  Come,  Sir,  what  is't  you  fay  ^ 

LeL  My  Angelo^  by  all  the  Joys  of  Love 
Thou  art  as  welcome,  as  thefe  pliant  Arms 
Twin'd  round,  and  fait  about  thee,  can  perluade  thee. 

Ang,  Away.  . 

Lei.  I  was  in  fuch  a  fright  before  thou  cam'ft. 
Yon  old  mad  Fellow,  (it  will  make  thee  laugh. 
Though  it  feared  me)  has  talk'd  fo  wildly  here — • 
Sirrah,  he  rufh'd  in  at  my  Doors,  and  fwore 
He  was  my  Father,  and  I  think  believ'd  it  ; 
But  that  he  had  a  Sword,  and  threatned  me— — 
I  faith  he  was  good  fport,  good,  thruft  him  out 
That  thou  and  1  may  kifs  together,  wilt  thou? 

Fath,  Are  you  her  Champion  ?  and  with  thefe  fair  words. 
Got  in  to  refcue  her  from  me  ?  [Offers  to  run  at  him. 

Ang,  Hold,  Sir, 
I  fwear  I  do  not  harbour  fuch  a  thought, 
T  fpeak  it  not,  for  that  you  have  two  Swords, 
But  for  'cis  Truth. 

Lei.  Two  Swords,  my  Angelo? 
Think  this,  that  thou  haft  two  young  brawny  Arms 
And  ne'er  a  Sword,  and  he  has  two  good  Swords 
And  ne'er  an  Arm  to  ufe  'em  ;  rufli  upon  him, 
I  could  have  beaten  him  with  this  weak  Body, 
»      If  I  had  had  the  Spirit  of  a  Man. 

Ang.  Stand  from  me,  and  leave  talking,  or  by  Heav'n 
ril  trample  thy  lait  damning  word  out  of  thee. 

Fath 
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Fath,  Why  do  you  hinder  me  then  ?  ftand  away, 
And  I  will  rid  her  quickly. 

Lei.  Would  I  were 
Clear  of  this  bufinefs,  yet  I  cannot  pray. 

jing.  Oh  be  advis'd,  why  you  were  better  kill  her 
If  fhe  were  good ;  convey  her  from  this  place. 
Where  none  but  you,  and  fuch  as  you  appoint, 
May  vifit  her  ;  where  let  her  hear  of  nought 
But  Death  and  Damning,  which  fhe  hath  deferv'd^ 
'Till  fhe  be  truly,  juftly  forrowful  ; 
And  then  lay  Mercy  to  her,  who  does  know 
But  fhe  may  mend? 

Fath,  But  whither  fhould  I  bear  her  ? 

Ang,  To  my  Houfe, 
'Tis  large  and  private,  I  will  lend  it  yoii. 

Vath.  I  thank  you.  Sir,  and  happily  it  fits 
With  fome  dcfign  I  have.    But  how  fhall  we 
Convey  her? 

Lei,  Will  they  carry  me  away  ? 

Fath,  For  fhe  will  fcratch  and  kick,  and  fcream  fo  loud 
That  People  will  be  drawn  to  refcue  her. 

Ang,  Why,  none  can  hear  her  here,  but  her  own  Maid  ? 
Who  is  as  fafl  as  fhe. 

Fath.  But  in  the  Street  ? 

Ang,  Why,  we  will  take  'em  both  into  the  Kitchen, 
There  bind  'em,  and  then  gag  'em,  and  then  throw  'em 
Into  a  Coach  I'll  bring  to  the  Back-door,- 
And  hurry  'em  away. 

Fath,  It  fhall  be  fo. 
I  owe  you  much  for  this,  and  I  may  pay  you  : 
There  is  your  Sword,  lay  hold  upon  her  quickly  j 
This  way  with  me,  thou  difobedient  Child. 
Why  does  thy  flubborn  Heart  beat  at  thy  Breafl  ? 
Let  it  be  flill,  for  I  will  have  it  fearch'd 
'Till  I  have  found  a  Well  of  living  Tears 
Within  it,  that  fhall  fpring  out  of  thine  Eyes, 
And  flow  all  o'er  thy  Body  foul'd  with  Sin, 
Till  it  have  wafh'd  it  quite  without  a  flain.  \^hey  drag  her. 

Lei  Help!  help!  ah!  ah! 
Murther,  I  fhall  be  murdered,  I.  fhall  be  murdered. 

F  2  Fath. 
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Fatk  This  helps  thee  not. 

Lei,  Bafely  murdered,  bafely; 

Falh.  I  warrant  you.  \^Exeimi, 


ACTV.     SCENE  1. 

Enter  Lodowick,  and  Pifo. 
Lod.  TpHisroguy  Captain  has  made  fine  work  with  us., 
A     Pifo,  I  would  the  Devil  in  a  Storm  woul4« 
carry  him 

Home  to  his  Garrifon  again  ;  I  ake  all  over. 
That  I  am  fure  of :  Certainly  my  Body  * 
(52)  Is  all  a  Wild-fire,  for  my  Head  rings  backward, 
Or  elfe  I  have  a  Morife  in  my  Brains. 

Lod.  I'll  deal  no  more  with  Soldiers :  Well  rcmembred, 
Did  not  the  Vifion  promife  to  appear 
About  this  time  again  ? 

Pifo.  Yes,  here  he  comes  : 
He's  juft  on's  word. 

Enter  Father. 

Fatb.  O,  they  be  here  together. 
She's  penitent,  and  by  my  troth  I  ftagger 
Whether,  as  now  flie  is,  either  of  thefe 
Two  Fools  be  worthy  of  her ;  yet  becaufe 
Her  Youth  is  prone  to  fall  again,  ungovcrn'd. 
And  Marriage  now  may  llay  her,  one  of  *cm 
(And  Pifo,  fince  I  underftand  him  abler,) 
Shall  be  the  Man  >  the  other  bear  the  charges. 
And  willingly,  as  I  will  handle  it. 
I  have  a  Ring  here,  which  he  fliall  believe 
Is  fent  him  from  a  Woman  I  have  thought  of : 
But  ere  I  leave  ic,  I'll  have  one  of  his 
In  pawn  worth  ^wo  on't ;  for  I  will  not  lofe 
By  fuch  a  mefe  of  Sugar-fops  as  this  is : 
I  am  too  old. 

Lad,  It  moves  again,  let's  meet  it, 

(52)  Is  qfaWild-fretl  So  the  old  Copies.  The  Reading  in  the 
Text  is  from  Mr.  SeivanTs  Conjefture,  who  thinks  it  much  more 
aijrceable  to  the  tenor  of  this  Speech. 

Fath. 
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Tath.  Now  if  1  be  not  out,  we  fliall  have  fine  fport, 
I  am  glad  I've  met  you.  Sir,  fo  happily, 
You  do  remember  me,  I'm  fure. 

Lod,  I  do.  Sir. 

Pifo,  This  is  a  ihort  Praeludium  to  a  Challenge. 
Fath.  I  have  a  Meflage,  Sir,  that  much  concerns  you. 
And  for  your  fpecial  good  ;  nay,  you  may  hear  too. 
Pifo.  What  Ihould  this  Fellow  mean  ? 
path.  There  is  a  Lady, 
(How  the  poor  Thing  begins  to  warm  already) 
Come  to  this  Town,  (as  yet  a  Stranger  here.  Sir) 
Fair,  ^oung,  and  rich,  both  in  Poffeflions, 
And  all  the  Graces  that  make  up  a  Woman, 


He  needs  no  Broth  upon't. 
Lod.  What  of  her.  Sir  ? 
Path.  No  more  but  this  ;  fhe  loves  you. 
Lod.  Loves  me  ? 
Path.  Yes, 

And  with  a  ftrong  AfFeftion,  but  a  fair  one. 

If  ye  be  wife  and  thankful,  you  are  made : 

There's  the  whole  matter.  Lod.  I  am  fure  I  hear  this. 

Path.  Here  is  a  Ring,  Sir,  of  no  litde  value : 
Which  after  fhe  had  feen  you  at  a  Window, 
She  bad  me  hafte,  and  give  you,  when  fhe  blu(h*d 
Like  a  blown  Rofe. 

Lod.  But  pray  Sir,  by  your  leave  

Methinks  your  Years  fhould  promife  no  ill  meaning. 

Path.  I  am  no  Bawd,  nor  Cheater,  nor  a  (53)  Courfer 
Of  broken-winded  Women  :  If  you  fear  me, 
ril  take  my  leave,  and  let  my  Lady  ufe 
A  Fellow  of  more  form  ;  an  honcfter 
I'm  fure  fhe  cannot. 

(53)  'tior  n  Coarfer]  Tho*  I  havechang'd  Coarfey  to  Courfer ^ 
as  we  commonly  pronounce  it,  yet  I  fancy  we  ought  to  make  a  far- 
ther Correftion  Hill,  and  for  Courfer  read  Cofer,  i.  c.  Mango ^  a 
Merchant  or  Dealer  in,  l^c.  The  Word  Cofe  in  Scotch  fignifymg  to 
change  or  barter.  I  am  indebted  to  the  ingenious  and  learned  Mr.  Lye, 
for  this  Senfe  of  the  Word.  Vid.  Junii  Etjmologicon  Anglicanum 
&d  ^verhum  Cofgd^ 


A  Widow,  and  a  virtuous  one. 
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Led.  Stay,  you  have  confirm'd  me : 
Yet  let  me  feel,  you  are  in  health. 

Fath,  I  hope  fo. 
My  Water's  well  enough,  and  my  Pulfe. 

Lod,  Then 
All  may  be  excellent;  Pray  pardon  me; 
For  I  am  like  a  Boy  that  had  found  Mony, 
Afraid  I  dream  ftill. 

Pifo.  Sir,  what  kind  of  Woman  ? 
Of  what  proportion  is  your  Lady  ? 

Lod,  Ay. 

Fath.  I'll  tell  you  prefendy  her  very  Pifture  : 
D'  you  know  a  Woman  in  this  town  they  call, — 
Stay, — yes,  it  is  fb, — -Lelia? 

Pifo.  Not  by  fight. 

Fath.  Nor  you.  Sir  ? 

Lod.  Neither. 

Fath.  Thefe  are  precious  Rogues, 
To  rail  upon  a  Woman  they  ne'er  faw  j 
So  they  would  ufe  their  Kindred, 

Pifo.  We  have  heard  though 
She's  very  fair  and  goodly. 

Fath.  Such  another, 
Jufl:  of  the  fame  Complexion,  Making,  Speech, 
But  a  thought  f venter,  is  my  Lady. 

Lod.  Then 
She  muft  be  excellent  indeed. 

Fath,  Indeed  fhe  is. 
Arid  you  will  find  it  fo ;  you  do  believe  me  ? 

Lod.  Yes  marry  do  I,  and  I  am  fo  aker'd-*— 

Fath,  Your  happinefs  will  alter  any  Man. 
Do  not  delay  the  time,  Sir;'  At  a  Houfe 
Where  Bon  Velafcohy^  the  Spanijh  Signior, 
Which  now  is  Signior  Angelo\^  Ihe  is. 

Lod.  I  know  it. 

Fath.  B  it  before  you  fliew  yourfclf. 
Let  it  be  Night  by  all  means,  willingly 
By  day  fhe  would  not  have  fuch  Gallants  feen 
Repair  unto  her,  'tis  her  Modefty. 

Lod.  I'll  go  and  fit  myfelf. 
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Fath,  Do,  and  be  fure 
You  fend  Provifion  in,  in  full  abundance, 
Fit  for  the  Marriage;  for  this  Night  I  know 
She  will  be  yours :  Sir,  have  you  ne'er  a  Token 
Of  worth  to  lend  her  back  again  ?  you  muft. 
She  will  expe6t  it 

Lod.  Yes,  pray  give  her  this,  [Gives  him  a  Ring. 
And  with  it  all  I  have  ;  I'm  made  for  ever.      [^Exit  l^od. 

Pifo.  Well,  thou  haft  Fools  luck  ;  fhould  I  live  as  long 
As  an  old  Oak,  and  fay  my  Prayers  hourly, 
I  fhould  not  be  the  better  of  a  penny. 
I  think  the  Devil  be  my  ghoftly  Father  ; 
Upon  my  Confcience,  I  am  full  as  handfome, 
I'm  fure  I  ha^ie  more  Wit,  and  more  Performances 
W  hich  is  a  pretty  matter. 

Fath.  Do  you  think,  Sir, 
That  your  Friend,  Signior  Pifo^  will  be  conftant 
Unto  my  Lady    you  fhould  know  him  well. 

Pifo.  Who.?  Signior  P/>.? 

Fath.  Yes,  the  Gentleman. 

Pifo.  Why,  you  are  wide.  Sir. 

Fath.  Is  not  his  Name  Pifo  ? 

Pifo,  No,  mine  is  Pifo. 

Fath.  How? 

Pifo.  It  is  indeed.  Sir, 
And  his  is  Lodowick. 

Fath.  Then  I'm  undone.  Sir, 
For  I  was  fent  at  firft  to  Pifo  ;  what  a  Rafcal 
Was  I,  fo  ignorantly  to  miftake  you  ^ 

Pifo.  Peace. 
There  is  no  harm  done  yet. 

Fath.  Now  'tis  too  late, 
I  know  my  Error  :  At  turning  of  a  Street, 
For  you  were  then  upon  the  Right-hand  of  him. 
You  chang'd  your  Places  fuddenly  :  Where  I 
(Like  (54)  a  crofs  Block-head)  loft  my  Memory  : 
What  fhall  I  do  ?  My  Lady  utterly 

(54)  crofs  Blockhead^  I  have  a  ftrong  Sufpicion  that^-ro/} 

was  the  original  Reading,  i.  e.  what  a  great,  ftupid,  dull,  ciff.  Block- 
head was  i  I 

F  4  Will 
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Will  put  me  from  her  Favour. 

Pifo,  Never  fear  it, 
PJl  be  thy  Guard,  I  warrant  thee.   O,  O, 
Am  I  at  length  reputed  ?  For  the  Ring, 
ril  fetch  it  back  with  a  light  Vengeance  from  him. 
H*ad  better  keep  tame  Devils  than  that  Ringi 
Art  thou  not  Steward  ? 

Fath.  No. 

Fifo,  Thou  flialt  be  fhortly. 
Fath,  Lord  how  he  takes  it  ? 
Fifo.  I'll  go  Ihift  me  ftraight ; 
Art  fure  it  was  to  Fifo  ? 
Fath,  O  too  fure,  Sir. 

Fifo.  I'll  mount  thee,  if  I  live,for*t;  give  me  Patience, 
Heav'n,  to  bear  this  BlefTing,  I  befeech  thee  : 
I  am  but  Man ;   I  prithee  break  my  Head, 
To  make  me  underftand  I'm  fenfible. 

Fath.  Lend  me  your  Dagger,  and  I  will,  Sir. 

Fife.  No, 
I  believe  now  like  a  good  Chriftian. 

Fath,  Good  Sir,  make  hade  j  I  dare  not  go  without  ye, 
Since  I  have  fo  miftaken. 

Fifo.  'Tis  no  matter; 
Meet  me  within  this  half  Hour  at  St.  Margaret*^.  . 
Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  Leg,  thou  haft  the  trick  on*t.  [Exit, 

Enter  Angelo  and  Julio. 

Ang.  How  now,  the  News  ? 
Fath,  Well,  pafiing  well,  I  have  *em 
Both  in  a  (56)  Lealh,  and  made  right  to  my  Purpofe. 
Jul,  I'm  glad  on* t,  I  muft  leave  you. 
Ang.  Whither,  Man.^ 

Jul,  I  f  all  go  right,  I  may  be  faft  enough  too. 

Ang,  I  cry  you  Mercy,  Sir,  I  know  your  Meaning, 
Clora\  the  Woman,  fhe*s  Frank\  Bedfellow  ; 
Commer.d  me  to  'em,  and  go,  Julio,, 
Bring  'em  to  Supper  all,  to  grace  this  Matter : 
They'll  ferve  for  Witneffes. 

{56)  in  a  Lajh']  I  read  as  in  the  Text,  before  I  faw  the 

oldell  Copies,  which  happily  confirmed  m/  conjedural  Correlation. 


The  Captain.  89 

Jul  I  will,  Farewel.  [another. 
[Exit  Julio  at  one  Door,  and  Angelo  and  Father  at 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Clora,  Frank,  Frederick  and  Maid. 

Fred,  Sifter,  I  brought  you  Jacomo  to  th*  Door, 
He  has  forgot  all  that  he  faid  laft  Night : 
And  Shame  of  that  makes  him  more  loth  to  come ; 
I  left  Fabricio,  pcrfuading  him. 
But  *tis  in  vain.    Frank,  Alas  my  Fortune,  Clora, 

Clo,  Now,  Frank,  fee  what  a  kind  of  Man  you  love. 
That  loves  you  when  he's  drunk.    Frank.  If  fo. 
Faith  I  would  marry  him  :  My  Friends,  I  hope. 
Would  make  him  drink; 

Clo.  *Tis  well  confider'd,  Frank, 
He  hasfuch  pretty  Humours  then ;  befides,  being  a  Soldier, 
'Tis  better  he  fhould  love  you  when  he's  drunk. 
Than  when  he's  fober  j  for  then  he  will  be 
Sure  to  love  you  the  greateft  part  on's  Life. 

Frank.  And  were  not  I  a  happy  Woman  then  ? 

Clo.  That  ever  was  born,  Frank,  i'faith-  — ■» 

Fred,  How  now  ?  What  fays  he  ? 

Enter  Fabricio. 

Fal.  Fai#  you  may  as  well 
Entice  a  Dog  up  with  a  Whip  and  Bell, 
As  him  by  telling  him  of  Love  and  Women  ; 
He  fwears  they  mock  him. 

Fred,  Look  how  my  Sifter  weeps. 

Fab.  Who  can  help  it  ? 

Fred.  Yes,  you  may  fafely  fwear  flie  loves  him. 

Fab,  Why,  fo  I  did,  and  may  do  all  the  Oaths 
Arithmetick  can  make,  ere  he  believe  me  ; 
And  fince  he  was  laft  drunk,  he  is  more  jealous 
They  would  abufe  him  :  If  we  could  perluade  him 
She  lov'd,  he  would  embrace  it. 

Fred.  She  herfelf 
Shall  bate  fo  much  of  her  own  Modefty, 
To  fwear  it  to  him ;  with  fuch  Tears  as  now 
You  fee  rain  from  her.  Fab. 
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Tab,  I  believe  'twould  work. 
But  would  you  have  her  do't  i'ch'  open  Street? 
Or  if  you  would,  he'll  run  away  from  her. 
How  lhall  we  get  him  hither  ? 

Fred.  By  entreaty. 

Fah.  *Tis  moft  impoffible.   No,  if  we  could 
Anger  him  hither,  as  there  is  no  way 
But  that  to  bring  him,  and  then  hold  him  faft, 
Women  and  Men,  whilft  fhe  delivers  to  him 
The  Truth  feal'd  with  her  Tears,  he  would  be  (57)  plain 
As  a  pleas'd  Child  j  he  walks  below  for  me 
Under  the  Window\ 

Clo.  We'll  anger  him  I  warrant  ye, 
Let  one  o'ch'  Maids  take  a  good  bowl  of  Water, 
Or  fay  it  be  a  Pifs-pot,  and  pour't  on's  Head. 

Fab.  Content ;  hang  me  if  I  like  not  the  caft 
On't  rarely,  for  no  queflion  it  is  an 
Approved  receipt  to  fetch  up  fuch  a  Fellow. 
Take  all  the  Women-kind  within  this  Houfe, 
Betwixt  the  Age  of  one,  and  one  hundred, 
And  let  them  take  unto  them  a  Pot  or 

(57)  r-^e  'zvou/d  be  phiUf  i^c."]  That  p/ah  is  a  Corruption, 

I  think,  cannot  be  doubted;  the  word  which  I  think  the  true  one  has 
loft  but  one  X^tter,  and  fuffcr'd  a  Tranfmutation  of  the  Vowels. 
I  read  thus, 

■  he  nvould  be  pliajit,  (Sc, 

The  Corruption  I  myfelf  think  evident  enough,  and  the  way  I 
propcle  to  remedy  it,  is  by  reading  thus, 
■■  he  n.vouU  be  fain,  /'.  e.  fond. 

The  Captain's  Character  i;  that  of  a  morofe,  furly,  ill-natar'd  Mor- 
tal, hating  the  Ladies  with  all  his  Heart,  as  kaowing  himfelf  deiti- 
tute  of  all  the  Qaalities  proper  for  a  Woman's  Man  :    *'  Yet  not- 

withSanding  all  thi?,  (Tays  Fahricio^)  cou'd  we  but  get  him  to  hear 
*'  the  Truth  from  Mrs.  Frank's  Mouth,  and  fee  it  feal'd  with  her 
•*  Tears,  it  wou'd  fo  work  upon  his  Nature  that  has  hitherto  been  fo 
**  'morofe  and  fiubborn  to  all  Motions  of  Love  and  Pity,  that  1  am 
«*  fure  he  wou'd  be  fain  as  a  p'eas'd  Child."  This  Word  is  us'd 
in  this  Senfe  by  oar  immortal  Spenjer  in  his  Colin  Clout's  come  heme 
again.    Speaking  of  Tyfulla  he  fays. 

Full  faine  Jhe  hiJ'd  and  ^j,as  helo^^d full  faine 

Of  her  o-<xn  Brother  Rii;er,  Bregzg  bight  ; 
I  forbear  to  mention  what  Junius  has  upon  this  Word  in  his  Gothic 
Gl^'JJary,      chinking  the  Senfe  of  tiiis  Word  plain  from  S^enfer. 

A 
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A  Bowl  containing  feven  Quarts  or  upwards, 

And  let  them  never  leave  till  the  above 

Named  Pot  or  Bowl  become  full ;  then  let  one  of  them 

iStretch  put  her  Arm  and  pour  it  on  his  Head, 

And  Prohatum  eft^  it  will  fetch  him,  for  in 

His  Anger  he  will  run  up,  and  then  let  us 

Alone. 

Clo.  Go  you  and  do  it.  \Exit  Mali. 

Frank,  Good  Clora^  no. 

Oo.  Away  I  fay,  and  do  it ;  never  fear. 
We  have  enough  of  that  Water  ready  diftilPd. 

Frank,  Why  this  will  make  him  mad,  Fahricto^ 
He'll  neither  love  me  drunk,  nor  fober,  now. 

Fah,  I  warrant  you  :  What,  is  the  Wench  come  up  ? 
Enter  Wench  above, 

Clo,  Art  thou  there;  Wench  i* 

Wench.  Ay. 

Fab,  Look  out  then  if  thou  canftfee  him. 

Wench,  Yes  I  fee  him,  and  by  my  troth  he  ftands 
So  fair,  I  could  not  hold  were  he  my  Father ; 
His  Hat's  off  too,  and  he's  fcratching  his  Head. 

Fab,  O  wafh  that  Hand  I  prithee. 

Wench,  God  fend  thee  good  luck,  'tis  the  fecond  time 
I  have  thrown  thee  out  to  Day.    Ha,  ha,  ha  \  juft  on's 

Frank,  Alas!  [Head. 

Fab,  What  does  he  now  ? 

W^nch.    He  gathers  Stones,  God's  light,  he  breaks 
all  the  (58)  Street  Windows. 

(58)   the  Street  Windoivs.'^  This  is  a  Paflage  I  can't  at  all  re- 
concile with  the  Context ;  as  perhaps  not  being  skill'd  enough  in 
Architecture.  For  what  Windows  were  the  Street  ones  ?  High  ones, 
no  doubt ;  becaufe  he  breaks  them  with  Stones.  But  what  were  the 
low  ones  he  is  now  breaking  with  his  Sword  ?  Were  not  thefe  toward 
the  Street  too  ?  If  they  were  not,  why  are  they  not  diftinguiih'd,  and 
if  they  be,  then  there  is  a  Diftinftion  without  a  Difference.  I  fuf- 
pcft  the  Paffage  corrupted,  and  that  to  make  our  Poets  talk  Senfe,  and 
the  whole  Paffage  confillcnt ;  we  ought  to  read, 

 the  Garret  Windonxis.     The  Captain  broke  thofe  with  Stones, 

the  Garret  being  the  Place  from  whence  the  Jordan  was  difcharg'd, 
but  after  his  Ammunition  was  fpent,  like  a  brave  Officer  he  charges  the 
lower  Windows  Sword  in  hand,  and  manfully  makes  a  mighty  breach 
in  the  innocent  and  inoffenlive  grouud-room  Windows. 

Jac. 
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Jac.  Whores,  Bawds,  your  Windows,  your  Windows.  , 
fVench,  Now  he  is  breaking  all  the  low  Windows  with 
his  Sword,  [at  him  ; 

Excellent  fport,  now  he's  beating  a  Fellow  that  laughed 
Truly  the  Man  takes  it  patiently ;  now  he  goes  down 
the  Street  [laugh; 
Gravely,  looking  on  each  fide,  there's  not  one  more  dare 
Frank,  Does  he  go  on  ? 
Wench,  Yes. 

Frank,  Fabricio^  you  have  undone  a  Maid  [Frank  knuU, 
By  Treachery   know  you  fome  other  better. 
You  would  prefer  your  Friend  to  ?  If  you  do  not 
Bring  him  again,  I  have  no  other  Hope 
But  you,  that  made  me  lofe  hope ;  if  you  fail  me,  * 
I  ne'er  fhall  fee  him,  but  ftall  languifh  out 
A  difcontented  Life,  and  die  contemn'd. 

Fah,  This  vexes  me  \  I  pray  you  be  more  patient. 
If  I  have  any  truth,  let  what  will  happen,  [Lifts  her  up. 
I'll  bring  him  prefently.    Do  you  all  ftand 
At  the  Street  Door,  the  Maids,  and  all  to  watch 
When  I  come  back,  and  have  fome  private  place 
To  fhuffle  me  into,  for  he  fhall  follow 
In  fury,  but  I  know  I  can  out-run  him  : 
As  he  comes  in,  clap  all  faft  hold  on  him, 
And  ufe  your  own  Difcretions. 

Fred,  We  will  do  it. 

Fab,  But  fuddenly,  for  I  will  bring  him  hither. 
With  that  unflop'd  fpeed,  that  he  fhall  run  over 
All  that's  in's  way  :  And  though  my  Life  be  ventured 
•Tis  no  great  matter,  I  will  do't. 

Frank,  I  thank  you. 
Worthy  Fabricio,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  in. 

Enter  Jacomo. 
Jac,  I  ever  knew  no  Woman  could  abide  me. 
But  am  I  grown  fo  contemptible,  by  being  once  drunk 
Amongft  'em,  that  they  begin  to  throw  Pifs  on  my  Head  ? 
For  furely  it  wa^  Pifs  j  huh,  huh.  [Seem  tofmell. 

Enter 
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Enter  Fabricio. 


Fah,  Jacomo^  how  doft  thou  ? 

Jac,  Well  5  fomething  troubled  with  watrifh  Humours. 

Fab,  Foh,  how  thou  ftink^ft ;  prithee  ftand  further 
off  me {A^Y 
Methinks  thefe  Humours  become  thee  better  then  thy 
Cholerick  Humours,  or  thy  Wine-wet  Humours. 

Jac,  Ha !  You're  pleafant  j  but  Fabricio^  know, 
I  am  not  in  the  mood  of  fufFering  Jefts.  [moody  ; 

Fab,  If  you  be  not  i*th*  mood,  I  hope  you  will  not  be 
But  truly  I  cannot  blame  the  Gentlewoman,  you  flood 

Evefdropping 
Under  their  Window,  and  would  not  come  up, 

Jac,  Sir,  I  fufpefl;  now,  by  your  idle  talk. 
Your  hand  was  in't,  which  if  I  once  believe. 
Be  fure  you  fhall  account  to  me.  [you  already. 

Fab.  The  Gentlewoman  and  the  Maids  have  counted  to 
The  next  turn  I  fee  is  mine. 

Jac.  Let  me  die  but  this  is  very  flrange  5  good  Fabricio 
Do  not  provoke  me  fo.  [there's  no 

Fab.  Provoke  you  ?  You're  grown  the  flrangeft  Fellow ; 
Keeping  company  with  you  s  pifh,  take  you  that. 

[Fab.  gives  him  a  Box  o'tF  Ear  fuddenly^  and  throws 
him  from  him ;  and  goes  his  ways,  whilji  Jacomo 
draws  his  Sword, 

Jac.  O  all  the  Devils  ?  Stand,  Slave. 

Fab.  Follow  me  if  thou  dareft. 

Jac.  Stay  Coward,  ftay. —  [Jacomo  runs  after  Fabricio, 


Enter  Frederick,  Frank,  Clora,  Servant  and  Maid. 

do.  Be  ready,  for  I  fee  Fabricio  running, 
And  Jacomo  behind  him. 


SCENE 


IV. 


Enter  Fabricio. 

Fah.  Where's  the  Place? 
Fred.  That  way,  Fabricio. 


[Exit  Fab. 
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Enter  Jacomo. 

Jac,  Where  art  thou,  Treacher? 

[Frederick,  CJora,  and  Maidy  lay  hold  on  Jacomo. 
Whafjj  the  matter.  Sirs? 
Why  do  you  hold  me  ?  I  am  bafely  vvrong'd. 
Torture  and  Hell  be  with  you ;  let  me  go. 

\^pey  drag  him  to  a  Chair ^  and  hold  him  down  in't. 
Fred.  Good  Jacomo  be  patient,  and  but  hear 
What  I  can  fay,  you  know  I  am  your  Friend, 
If  you  yet  doubt  it,  by  my  Soul  I  am. 

Jac,  S'death  (land  away. 
I  would  my  Breath  were  l-'oifon; 

Fred,  As  I  have  life,  that  which  was  thrown  on  you. 
And  this  now  done,  was  but  to  draw  you  hither 
For  Caufes  weighty,  that  concern  yourfelf, 
Void  of  all  Malice,  which  this  Maid,  my  Sifter, 
Shall  tell  you. 

Jac.  Fuh,  a  pox  on  you  all  ;  you  will  not  hold  mc 
For  ever  hei-e,  and  till  you  let  me  go, 
I'll  talk  no  more. 

Frank,  As  you're  a  Gentleman, 
Let  not  this  boldnefs  make  me  be  believ'd 
To  be  im  mod  eft  ;  if  there  were  a  way 
More  filently  to  be  acquainted  with  you, 
God  knows,  that  I  would  chufe ;  but  as  it  is. 
Take  it  in  plainnefs :  I  do  love  you  more 
Than  you  do  your  Content ;  if  you  refufe 
To  pity  me,  I'll  never  ceafe  to  weep; 
And  when  mine  Eyes  be  our,  I  will  be  told 
How  faft  the  Tears  I  fhed  for  you  do  fall ; 
And  if  they  do  not  flow  abundandy, 
rU  fetch  a  Sigh  iLall  make  'em  ftart  and  leap, 
As  if  the  Fire  were  under. 

Jac.  Fine  Mocking,  fine  Mocking. 
Fred.  Mocking?  Look  how  flie  weeps. 
Jac.  Do's  flie  counterfeit  Crying  too  ? 
Fred.  Behold  how  the  Tears  flow,  or  pity  her. 
Or  never  more  be  call'd  a  Man. 

Jac,  How's  this  ?  Soft  you,  foft  you,  my  Mafters :  Is 

Pombli 
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Poflible-,  think  you,  fhe  fliould  be  in  earned  ? 

Clo,  Earneft?  Ay,  inearneft: 
She  is  a  Fool  to  break  fo  many  Sleeps, 
That  would  have  been  found  ones,  and  venture  fucha  Face, 
And  fo  much  Life,  for  e'er  an  humorous  Afs  i'th' World? 

Frank,  Why,  Clora  ?  I  have  known  you  cry  as  much 
For  Julio^  that  has  not  half  his  Worth. 
All  Night  you  write  and  weep,  too  much  I  fear  5 
I  do  but  what  I  fhould. 

Clo.  If  I  do  write, 
I'm  anfwer'd,  Frank, 

Frank,  1  would  I  might  be  fo. 

Jac,  Good  Frederick^  let  me  go,  I  would  fain  try 
If  that  thing  do  not  counterfeit. 

Fred,  Give  me  your  Sword  then. 

Jac,  No,  but  take  my  Word, 
As  I  am  Man,  I  will  not  hurt  a  Creature 
Under  this  Roof,  before  I  have  deliver'd 
Myfelf,  as  I  am  now,  into  your  Hands, 
Or  have  your  full  Confent. 

Fred.  It  is  enough. 

Jac,  Gentlewoman,  I  pray  you  let  me  feel  your  Face ; 
I  am  an  Infidel,  if  fhe  don't  weep: 
Stay,  where's  my  Handkerchief? 
ril  wipe  the  old  Wet  off ;  the  frefli  Tears  come.  Pox  on't, 
I  am  a  handfome  gracious  Fellow  amongft  Women,  and 
Knew't  not.  Gentlewoman,  how  fhould  I  know  thefe 
Tears  are  for  me  ?  Is  not  your  Mother  dead  ? 

Frank,  By  Heav'n  they  are  for  you.  [Morrow 

Jac.  S'light,  ril  have  my  Head  curl'd  and  powder'd  to 
By  Break  of  Day  ;  if  you  love  me,  I  pray  you  kifs  me. 
For  if  I  love  you,  it  lhall  be  fuch  Love  as  I  will  not  be 
Aftiam'd  of ;  if  this  be  a  Mock,  iKifes. 
It  is  the  heartieft  and  the  fweeteft  Mock 
That  e'er  1  tailed  ;  mock  me  fo  again.        [Kijfes  again. 

Fred.  Fie,  Jacomo^  why  do  you  let  her  kneel 
So  long  ? 

Jac.  It  is  true,  I  had  forgot  it,  {Lifts  her  up. 

And  fhould  have  done  this  Twelve-month  :  Pray  you  rile. 

Frederick^ 


g6  The  Captain. 

If  I  could  all  this  while  have  been  perfuaded 
She  could  have  lov'd  me,  doft  thou  think  I  had 
Not  rather  kifs  her  than  another  fhould  ? 
And  yet  you  may  gull  me  for  ought  I  know  ; 
But  if  you  do.  Hell  take  me,  if  I  do  not  cut 
All  your  Throats  fleeping. 

Fred,  Oh,  do  not  think  of  fuch  a  thing. 

Jac,  Otherwife,  if  flie  be  in  earneft,  the  fhort  is,  I  am, 

Frank.  Alas,  I  am, 

Jac.  And  I  did  not  think  it  poflible  any  Woman 
Could  have  lik*d  this  Face;  it's  good  for  nothing,  is't? 

Clo,  Yes,  it  is  worth  forty  Shillings  to  pawn. 
Being  (59)  lin'd  almoft  quite  through  with  Velvet. 

Frank.  *Tis  better  than  your  JuUo*%. 

Jac.  Thou  thinkeft  fo. 
But  otherwife,  in  faith,  it  is  not,  Frank, 

{Whilfi  Jacomo  u  kiting  Frank, 

Enter  Fabricio. 

Fah,  Hift,  Jacomo^  How  doft  thou,  Boy?  Ha! 

Jac.  Why,  very  well,  I  thank  you,  Sir.  [Paflages, 

Fab.  Doft  thou  perceive  the  Reafon  of  Matters  and 
Yet,  Sirrah,  or  no? 

Jac.  'Tis  wondrous  good.  Sir. 

Fab,  I  have  done  fimply  for  you. 
But  now  you're  beaten  to  fome  Underftanding, 
I  pray  you  dally  not  with  the  Gentlewoman, 
But  difpatch  your  Matrimony  with  all  convenient  Speed. 

Fred.  He  gives  good  Counfel. 

Jac.  And  I'll  follow  it. 

Fab.  And  I  you ;  prithee  do  not  take  it  unkindly, 
For  truft  me,  I  boxt  thee  for  thy  Advancement, 
A  foolifh  defire  I  had  to  joggle  thee  into  Preferment. 

(59)  In  A61  3.  Scene  6.  of  this  Play,  Pifo  defcrlbes  y^rczwo  as  one 
that  wore  his  Forehead  in  a  Velvet  Scabbard,  and  Clora  here  fays  his 
Face  is  worth  forty  Shillings  to  pawn  upon  account  of  its  Velvet 
Lining.  If  Lin^d  be  not  a  Latinifm  here,  we  muft  have  the  Lining 
not  on  the  Inftde  as  ufual,  but  on  the  Out.  What  we  may  farther 
remark  from  hence  is,  the  difference  of  Patches  in  the  Poet*s  Days  and 
in  ours.  The  Heroes  of  the  Blade  then  would  have  nothing  lefs  than 
\'elvet,  whereas  "plain  Silk  is  thought  good  enough  bv  thofe  now. 
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^ac,  I  apprehend  you.  Sir,  and  if  I  can  ftudy  out 
a  courfe 

How  a  Baftinading  may  any  ways  raife  your  Fortunes 
In  the  State,  you  fhall  be  fure  on't. 

Fab.  Oh,  Sir,  keep  your  way,  God  fend  you  much  joy. 

Clo,  And  me  my  Julio,  [Julio  [peaks  within. 

O  God  I  hear  his  Voice,  now  he  is  true, 
Have  at  a  Marriage,  Franks  as  foon  as  you. 

[Exeunt  all  hnt  Fred. 


Fred.  What  is  your  hafty  Bufmefs,  Friend  ? 
Mejf,  The  Duke  commands  your  prefent  Attendance 

at  Court. 
Fred,  The  Caufe? 

MeJJ,  I  know  not  in  particular ;  but  this : 
Many  are  fent  for  more,  about  Affairs 
Foreign  I  take  it,  Sir. 

Fred,  I  will  be  there 
Within  this  Hour,  return  my  humble  Service. 

Mejf.  I  will,  Sir.  [Exit  Mejfenger. 

Fred.  Farewel  Friend.    What  News  with  you  ? 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Ser.  My  Miftrefs  would  defire  you,  Sir,  to  follow 
With  all  the  hade  you  can.  She  is  gone  to  Church, 
To  marry  Captain  Jacomo  ;  and  Julio^ 
To  do  as  much  for  the  young  merry  Gentlewoman, 
Fair  Miftrefs  Clora  ? 

Fred.  Julio  marry  Cloraf 
Thou  art  deceiv'd,  I  warrant  thee. 

Ser.  No  fure,  Sir, 
I  faw  their  Lips  as  clofe  upon  the  Bargain 
As  Cockles. 

Fred.  Give  'em  joy,  I  cannot  now  go. 
The  Duke  hath  fent  for  me  in  hafte.  Ser.  This  Note,  Sir, 
When  you  are  free,  will  bring  you  where  they  are. 


Enter  a  Mejfenger, 
Mejfi  Sir,  I  would  fpeak  with  you; 
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\^Exit: 
Fred, 
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Fred,  reads.  Ton  Jhall  find  us  all  at  Sigmor  Angefo^j, 
Where  Pifo,  and  the  worthy  Leiia 
Of  famous  Memory^  are  to  be  Married^ 
And  we  not  far  behind.    Would  I  had  time 
To  wonder  at  this  (60)  laft  Couple  in  HelL 

Enter  Meffenger  again, 

Mejf.  You  are  ftaid  for,  Sir. 
Fred.  I  come,  pray  God  the  Bufinefs 
Hold  me  not  from  this  fport,  I  would  not  lofe  it. 

[^Exeunt. 

(60)   laJiCoufle  in  He  11^  This  is  alluding  to  a  Ruftic 

Diverfion,  called,  I  think,  b/  another  Name  in  our  Poets,  Shake- 
(pear,  and  the  Playwrights  of  that  time,  'viz.  Barlej'break.  Sir  John 
Suckling  has  a  pretty  Poem  wherein  he  defcribes  this  Diverfion,  which, 
for  the  Take  of  my  Readers,  I  have  here  infcrted  ; 

Lo've,  Reafcnt  Hate,  did  once  he/peak 

Three  Mates  to  play  at  Barley  break  ; 

Love,  Folly  took  ;  and  Rea/on,  Fancy  ; 

And  Hate  Conforts  avith  Pride  ;  fo  dance  they  ; 

Lo've  coupled  laji,  and  fo  it  fell 

That  Love  and  Folly  vjere  in  HelL 

They  break,  and  Love  vjould  Reafon  meet^ 
But  Hate  nvas  nimbler  on  her  Feet ; 
Fancy  looks  for  Pride,  and  thither 
Hyes,  and  they  tvoo  hug  together  : 
Yet  this  nevo  Coupling  fiill  doth  tell 
That  Love  and  Folly  vjere  in  HelL 

The  rejl  do  break  again,  and  Pride 
Hath  now  got  Reafon  on  her  fide  ; 
Hate  and  Fancy  ?neet,  and  Jiand 
Untoucht  by  Love  in  Folly  s  Hand ; 
Folly  was  dull,  but  Love  ran  well-,. 
So  Love  and  Folly  <were  in  Hell. 

But  the  Reader  may  find  a  more  exaft  and  minute  Dbfcnptlon  of 
this  Diverfion  ia  Sir  Philip  Sydney  ^  Arcadia, 
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S    C  ,  E   N    E  V. 

Enter  Father^  Pifo,  Angelo,  and  Lclia, 

Jng.  God  give  you  joy,  and  make  you  live  together 
A  happy  Pair. 

Pifo,  I  do  not  doubt  we  fliall.  [Fortune, 
There  was  never  poor  Gentleman  had  fuch  a  fudden 
I  could  thruft  my  Head  betwixt  two  Pales,  and  ftrip  me 
out  of  [faid'ft 
My  old  Skin  like  a  Snake;  will  the  Guefts  come,  thou 
Thou  fenteft  for  to  folemnife  the  Nuptials  ? 

path.  They  will,  I  lookt  for  'em  ere  this. 

Enter  Julio,  Jacomo,  Fabricio,  Frank,  and  Clora, 

Jul.  By  your  leave  all. 
path.  They're  here.  Sir. 
Jul  Efpecially,  fair  Lady, 
I  ask  your  Pardon,  to  whofe  Marriage  Bed 
I  wilh  all  good  Succefs,  I  have  here  brought  you 
1  Such  Guefts  as  can  difcern  your  Happinefs, 
And  belt  do  know  how  to  rejoice  at  it  j 
For  fuch  a  Fortune  they  themlelves  have  run. 
The  worthy  Jacomo^  and  his  fair  Bride, 
Noble  Fabricio^  (whom  this  age  of  Peace 
Has  not  yet  taught  to  love  ought  but  the  Wars, 
1  And  his  true  Friend,)  this  Lady,  who  is  but 
A  piece  of  me. 

LeL  Sir,  you  are  welcome  all. 
Are  they  nor.  Sir  ?  [Exit  Path. 

Pifo.  Bring  in  feme  Wine,  fome  of  the  Wine 
Lodowick  the  Fool  fent  hither :  Whoever  thou  bid'ft 
Welcome,  fhall  find  it 

LeL  An  unexpected  Honour  you  have  done 
To  our  too  hafty  Wedding.  [yours  : 

\     Jac,  Faith,  Madam,  our  Weddings  were  as  hafty  as 
jWe'rc  glad  to  run  up  and  down  any  whither,  to  fee 
where 

We  can  get  Meat  to  our  Wedding. 

Pifo.  That  Lodowick  hath  provided  too,  good  Afs. 

G  2  Ang, 


lOO  ^he  Captain. 

Aug.  I  thought  you,  Julio^  would  not  thus  haVe  ftolen 
a  Marriage, 
Without  acquainting  your  Friends. 

Jul.  Why,  I  did  give  thee  inklings. 

Ang.  If  a  Marriage  Ihould  be  thus  flubber'd  up  in  a 
Play,  ere  almoft  [tors 
Any  body  had  taken  notice  you  were  in  love,  the  Speda- 
Would  take  it  to  be  but  ridiculous. 

Jul.  This  was  the  firft,  and  I  will  never  hide 
Another  Secret  from  you. 

Enter  Father. 

Tath.  Sir,  yonder's  your  Friend  Lodowick^  hide  yourfelf. 
And  'twill  be  the  bed  fport — 

Pifo.  Gentlemen,  1  pray  you  take  no  notice  I'm  here. 
The  Coxcomb  Lodo'wick  is  coming  in. 

Enter  Lodowick.  ' 

Lod,  Is  that  the  Lady  ? 
Fatb.  That  is  my  Lady. 

Lod.  As  I  live  flie's  a  fair  one ;  what  make  all  thefe  here? 

Fdth,  O  Lord  Sir,  fhe  is  fo  pefler'd  

Fal^.  Now  will  the  fport  be,  it  runs  right  as  Julio  told  us. 

Lod.  Fair  Lady,  health  to  you  ;  fome  Words  1  have,  that 
Require  an  utterance  more  private 
Than  this  Place  can  afford. 

Lei.  I'll  call  my  Husband, 
All  Bufinefs  I  hear  with  his  Ears  now. 

Lod.  Good  Madam  no,  but  I  perceive  your  Jeft, 
You  have  no  Husband,  I  am  the  very  Man 
That  walk'd  the  Streets  fo  comely. 

Lei.  Are  you  fo  ? 

Lod.  Yes  faith,  when  Cupid  firft  did  prick  yourHear: 
I  am  not  cruel,  but  the  Love  begun 
rth'  Street,  Pll  fatisfy  i'th'  Chamber  fully.  • 

Lei.  To  ask  a  Mad- man  whether  he  be  mad 
Were  but  an  idle  Queftion,  if  you  be, 
I  do  not  fpeak  to  you,  but  if  you  be  not, 
Walk  in  the  Streets  again,  and  there  perhaps 
I  may  dote  on  you,  here  I  not  endure  you. 

I; 
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Ij)d,  Good  Madam  flay  ;  do  not  you  know  this  Ring  ? 

LeL  Yes,  it  was  mine,  I  fent  it  by  my  Man 
To  change,  and  fo  he  did,  it  has  a  Blemifh, 
And  this  he  brought  me  for  it    did  you  change  it  ? 
Are  you  a  Goldlmith  ? 

Lod.  Sure  the  World  is  mad. 
Sirrah,  did  you  not  bring  me  this  Ring  from  your  Lady  ? 

Path,  Yes  furely  Sir,  did  I ;  but  your  Worlhip  mufl 
e'en  bear  with  me, 
For  there  was  a  miftaking  in  it ;  and  lb,  as  I  was 
Saying  to  your  Worfhip,  my  Lady  is  now  married. 

Lod.  Married  ?  To  whom  ? 

Tath,  To  your  Worfhip's  Friend,  Fifo, 

Lod.  S'death,  to  Fijo  ? 

Pifo  within.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Jng,  Yes,  Sir,  I  can  aflure  you  flie*s  married  to  him, 
I  faw'c  with  thefe  gray  Eyes. 

Lod,  Why  what  a  Rogue  art  thou  then  ?  Thou  had  made 
Me  fend  in  Provifion  too. 

Path,  O,  A  Gentleman   fhould  not  have  fuch  foul 
Words  in's  Mouth  ; 
But  your  Worfliip's  Provifion  could  not  have  come  in  at 

a  fitter  time ; 
Will  it  pleafe  you  to  taft  any  of  your  own  Wine  ? 
It  may  be  the  Vintner  has  cozen'd  you. 

Lod.  Pox,  I  am  mad.  [out. 

Ang,  You  have  always  Plots,  Sir,  and  fee  how  they  fall 

Jac.  You  had  a  Plot  upon  me,  how  do  you  like  this  ? 

Lod.  I  do  not  fpeak  to  you. 

Pab.  Becaufe  you  dare  not.  [in  this  Ring. 

Lod.  But  I  will  have  one  of  that  old  Rogue's  Teeth  ftt 
Path,  Dofl:  not  thou  know  that  I  can  beat  thee  ? 
Dolt  thou  know  it  now  ?  [Di/c overs  himfelf, 

Lod,  He  beat  me  once  ind^d. 

Path,  And  if  you  have  forgot  it,  I  can  call  a  Witnefs. 
Come  forth,  Pifo — remember  you  it  ? 

Pifo.  Faith  I  do  call  to  mind  Tome  fuch  a  matter. 

Path.  And  if  I  cannot  ftili  do't,  you  are  young. 
And  will  alTift  your  Father-in-law. 

Pifo,  My  Faiher-in-Iaw  ? 
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Ang.  Your  Father-in-law,  as  fure  as  this  is  Widow  Lelia. 
Pifo,  How  !  Widow  Lelia  ? 
Tath.  rfaith  'tis  fhe.  Son. 

Lod.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  let  my  Provifion  go,  I'm  glad  I 
Have  mifs'd  the  Woman. 

Pifo,  Have  you  put  a  Whore  upon  me? 

Lei.  By  Heav'n  you  do  me  wrong,  I  have  a  Heart 
As  pure  as  any  Woman's,  and  I  mean 
To  keep  it  fo  for  ever. 

Fath.  There  is  no  ftarting  now.  Son,  if  you  offer' t } 
I  can  compel  you  ;  her  Eftate  is  great. 
But  all  made  o'er  to  me,  before  this  Match : 
Yet  if  you  ufe  her  kindly,  as  I  fwear 
I  think  fhe  will  deferve,  you  fhall  enjoy  it 
During  your  Life,  all  fave  fome  flender  piece 
I  will  referve  for  my  own  maintenance, 
And  if  God  blefs  you  with  a  Child  by  her. 
It  fhall  have  all. 

Fijo,  So  I  may  have  the  Means, 
I  do  not  much  care  what  the  Woman  is : 
Come  my  fweet  Heart,  as  long  as  I  fhall  find 
Thy  Kiffes  fweet,  and  thy  Means  plentiful. 
Let  People  talk  their  Tongues  out. 

L^/.They  may  talk 
Of  what  is  pafs'd,  but  all  that  is  to  come 
Shall  be  without  occafion. 

Jul.  Shall  we  not  make  Pifo  and  Lodowick  Friends  ? 

Jac.  Hang  'em,  they  dare  not  be  Enemies,  or  if  they  be. 
The  Danger  is  not  great.    Welcome  Frederick. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  Firfl  joy  unto  you  all ;  and  next  I  think 
We  fhall  have  Wars. 

Jac.  Give  me  fome  Wine,  I'll  drink  to  that. 

Fab.  ril  pledge.  [Wench; 

Frank.  But  I  fhall  lofe  you  then.  Jac.  Not  a  whit, 
Pll  teach  thee  prefently  to  be  a  Soldier. 

Fred.  Fahricio\  Command,  and  yours,  are  both 
Reftor'd.        Bring  me  four  GlafTes  then.  Fab.  Where 
are  they  ? 
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Ang.  You  lhall  not  drink  'em  here,  'tis  Supper  time. 
And  from  my  Houfe  no  Creature  here  fhall  ftir, 
Thefe  three  Days,  Mirth  fhall  flow  as  well  as  Wine. 

Fath.  Content,  within  Pli  tell  you  more  at  Jarge 
How  much  I  am  bound  to  all,  but  moft  to  you, 
Whofe  undeferved  Liberality 
Muft  not  efcape  thus  unrequited. 

Jac.  'TJs  Happinefs  to  me,  I  did  fo  well  : 
Of  every  noble  Adion,  the  Intent 
Is  to  give  Worth  Reward,  Vice,  Punifhment.  [Examt, 
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J  F  you  mijlike  (  as  you  /hall  ever  be 

Tour  own  free  Judges )  this  Play  utterly^ 
For  your  own  Noblenefs  yet  do  not  hifsy 
But  as  you  go  hy^  fay  it  was  amifs ; 
And  we  will  mend :  Chide  us^  hut  let  it  be 
Never  in  cold  Blood :  O'  my  Honejly 
(If  I  have  any )  this  Pll  fay  for  ally 
Our  Meaning  was  to  pleafe  you  flilly  and  fhalL 
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MEN. 

Charinus,  Emperor  of  Rome. 
Cofroe,  King  of  Perfia. 

Diodes,  of  a  private  Soldier  eleSled  Co-Emperor, 
Maximinian,  Nephew  to  Diocles,  and  Emperor  by  his  Do- 
nation. 

Volutius  Aper,  Murderer  of  Numerianus,  the  late  Em- 
peror. 

Niger,  a  nohle  Soldier^  Servant  to  the  Emperor* 

Camurius,  a  Captain^  and  Creature  of  Aper*j. 

Perfian  Lords. 

Senators. 

Soldiers. 

Guard. 

Suitors, 

Ambaffadors. 

Li^ors. 

Flamen. 

Attendants. 

Shepherd. 

Country-men. 

Geta,  a  Jefter^  Servant  to  Diocles,  a  merry  Knave. 

WOMEN. 
Aurelius,  Sijler  to  Charinus. 

Caffana,  Sifler  to  Cofroe,  a  Captive^  waiting  on  Aurelia. 
Delphia,  a  Prophetefs. 

DrufiUa,  Neice  to  Delphia,  in  love  with  Diocles. 
SCENE  ROME. 
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ACT    I.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Charinus,  Aurelia,  and  Niger. 
Charinus. 

O  U  buz  into  my  Head  ftrange  likelihoods. 
And  fill  me  full  of  Doubts :  But  what  Proofs, 
Niger^  [ther 
What  Certainties,  that  my  moft  noble  Bro- 
Came  to  his  end  by  Murder  ?  Tell  me  that, 
AfTure  me  by  fome  Circumftance. 
Nig.  1  will.  Sir. 
And  as  I  tell  you  truth,  fo  the  Gods  profper  me. 
I've  often  nam'd  this  Aper. 

Cha.  True,  ye  have  done  : 
And  in  myfterious  Senfes  I  have  heard  ye 
Break  out  o'th'  fudden,  and  abruptly. 

Nig,  True,  Sir. 
Fear  of  your  Unbelief,  and  the  Time's  giddinefs. 
Made  me  1  durfl:  not  then  go  farther.    So  your  Grace 
pleafe 

Out 
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(i)  Out  of  your  wonted  Goodnefs  to  give  credit, 
I  fhall  unfold  the  Wonder. 

Jur,  Do  it  boldly  : 
You  lhall  have  both  our  hearty  Loves  and  Hearings. 

Nig.  This  Jper  then,  this  too  much  honour'd  Villain, 
(For  he  defervcs  no  mention  of  a  good  Man) 
Great  Sir,  give  Ear:  This  moft  ungrateful,  fpightful, 
Above  the  memory  of  Mankind  mifchievous, 
With  his  own  bloody  Hands— 

Cha.  Take  heed. 

Nig,  I'm  in.  Sir ; 
And  if  I  make  not  good  my  Story— 

Aiir,  Forward : 
I  fee  a  Truth  would  break  out :  Be  not  fearful. 

Nig.  I  fay,  this  Jper^  and  his  damn*d  Ambition, 
Cut  off  your  Brother's  Hopes,  his  Life,  and  Fortunes: 
Th'  honour'd  Numerianus  fell  by  him. 
Fell  bafely,  moft  untimely,  and  moft  treach'roufly  : 
For  in  his  Litter,  as  he  bore  him  Company, 
Moft  privately  and  cunningly  he  kill'd  him; 
Yet  ftill  he  fills  the  faithful  Soldiers  Ears 
With  ftories  of  his  weaknefs  ;  of  his  Life  ; 
That  he  dare  n't  venture  to  appear  in  open,  ' 
And  fliew  his  warlike  Face  among  the  Soldiers  5 
The  tendernefs  and  weaknefs  of  his  Eyes, 
Being  not  able  to  endure  the  Sun  yet. 
Slave  that  he  is,  he  gives  out  this  Infirmity 
(Becaufe  he  would  difpatch  his  Honour  too ) 

( I )  But  why  muft  he  befpeak  the  Emperor's  Belief,  before  he  had 
told  his  Story  ?  'Tis'cnough  to  hear  it,  and  afterwards  refleft,  whe- 
ther, all  Circumftances  confider'd,  it  be  worthy  of  Credit.  JVIight  we 
not  read  then,  with  greater  Propriety,  the  whole  Paffage  thus  f 

Out  of  your  ^.conted  Goodnefs  to  ginje  Ear  to*t. 
As  a  Confirmation  of  this  Aurelius  anfwers  for  *em  both. 
Do  it  boldly  : 

You  fhall  ha=ve  both  our  hearty  Lonjes,  and  Hearings. 
^Iger  then  proceeds —  But  thinking  Charinus  not  fo  attentive  as  he 
couM  wifh,  he  breaks  off  the  Narative  in  order  to  put  his  Attention 
upon  the  Stretch,  by  crying 

Great  Sir,  give  Ear. 

T'arifc 
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T*  arife  from  Wantonnefs,  and  love  of  Women, 
And  thus  he  juggles  ftili. 

Aur.  O  moft  pernicious, 
Moft  bloody,  and  moft  bafe !  Alas,  dear  Brother, 
Art  thou  accus'd,  and  after  Death  thy  Memory 
Loaden  with  Shames  and  Lies?  Thofe  pious  Tears 
Thou  daily  fhower'dft  upon  my  Father's  Monument, 
(When  in  the  Perfian  Expedition 
He  fell  unfortunately  by  a  ftroke  of  Thunder) 
Made  thy  Defame  and  Sins?  Thofe  wept  out  Eyes, 
The  fair  Examples  of  a  noble  Nature, 
Thofe  holy  Drops  of  Love,  turn'd  by  Depravers 
(Malicious  poifon'd  Tongues)  to  thy  Abufes  ? 
We  muft  not  fuiFer  this. 

Cha,  It  fliows  a  truth  now  : 
And  fure  this  Aper  is  not  right  nor  honeft. 
He  will  not  (1)  now  come  near  me. 

Nig.  No,  he  dare  not  : 
He  has  an  Inmate  here,  that's  calFd  a  Confcience, 
Bids  him  keep  off. 

Cha,  My  Brother  honour'd  him. 
Made  him  firft  Captain  of  his  Guard,  his  next  Friend  5 
Then  to  my  Mother  (to  aflure  him  nearer) 
He  made  him  Husband, 

Nig.  And  withal  Ambitious  : 
For  when  he  trod  fo  nigh,  his  falfe  Feet  itch'd.  Sir, 
To  ftep  into  the  State. 

Aur.  If  ye  believe.  Brother, 
Aper  a  bloody  Knave,  as  'tis  apparent, 
Let's  leave  difputing,  and  do  fomething  Noble. 

Cha.  Sifter,  be  rul'd.   I  am  not  yet  fo  powerful. 
To  meet  him  in  the  Field  :  He  has  under  him 
The  flower  of  all  the  Empire,  and  the  ftrength. 
The  Britain  and  the  German  Cohorts ;  pray  ye  be  patient, 
Niger^  how  ftands  the  Soldier  to  him  ? 

Nig.  In  Fear,  more,  Sir, 
Than  Love  or  Honour  :  He  has  loft  their  fair  Affcftions, 
By  his  moft  covetous  and  greedy  Griping. 

(2)  He  ixjill  not  come  near  me.l  I  have  inferted  the  Particle  No-xu 
into  the  Text,  upon  the  Authority  of  the  Edition  of  1647. 

Are 
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Are  ye  defirous  to  do  fomething  on  him, 

That  all  the  World  may  know  ye  Jov'd  your  Brother  ? 

And  do  it  fafely  too,  without  an  Army  ? 

Cha.  Moil  willingly. 

Nig.  Then  fend  out  a  Profcription, 
Send  fuddenly  :  And  to  that  Man  that  executes  it, 
(I  mean,  that  brings  his  Head)  add  a  fair  Payment, 
No  common  Sum  :  Then  ye  fliall  fee,  I  fear  not,  [him, 
Ev'n  from  his  own  Camp,  from  thofe  Men  that  follow 
Follow,  and  flatter  him,  we  lhall  find  one. 
And  if  he  mifs,  one  hundred  that  will  venture  it. 

Aur.  For  his  Reward,  (it  fhall  be  lb,  dear  Brother, 
So  far  Pll  honour  him  that  kills  the  Villain, 
For  fo  far  runs  my  Love  to  my  dead  Brother,) 
Let  him  be  what  he  will,  bafe,  old,  or  crooked. 
He  fliall  have  me :  Nay,  which  is  more,  Tlllove  him. 
I  win  not  be  denied. 

Cha,  You  fliall  not,  Sifter. 
But  ye  fliall  know,  my  Love  fliall  go  along  too  : 
See  a  Profcription  drawn ;  and  for  his  Recompence, 
My  Sifter,  and  half  Partner  in  the  Empire ; 
And  I  will  keep  my  Word. 

Aur,  Now  ye  do  bravely. 

Nig,  And  though  it  coft  my  Life,  Pll  fee  it  publifli'd. 
Cha.  Away  then,  for  the  Buflnefs. 
Nig.  I  am  gone.  Sir : 
You  fliall  have  all  difpatch'd  to  Night. 
Cha,  Be  profp'rous. 
Aur.  And  let  the  Villain  fall. 

Nig.  Fear  nothing.  Madam.  [Eiiceunt. 

SCENE  IL 

,  EnUr  Ddphh  and  Drafilh. 

Dru.  *Tis  true,  that  Diodes  is  courteous. 
And  of  a  pleafant  Nature,  fweet  and  temperate ; 
His  Coufin  Maximinian^  proud  and  bloody. 

Del  Yes,  and  miftruftful  too,  my  Girl ;  take  heed. 
Although  he  feem  to  love  thee,  and  affeft 

Like 
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Like  the  more  Courtier,  curious  Compliment, 
Yet  have  a  care. 

Dru.  You  know  all  my  Affeclion, 
And  all  my  (3)  Heart's-defire,  is  fet  on  Diodes.. 
But,  Aunt,  how  coldly  he  requites  this  Courtefy, 
How  dull  and  heavily  he  looks  upon  me, 
Although  I  woo  hi^n  fometimes  beyond  Modefty^ 
Beyond  a  Virgin's  Care :  How  ftill  he  flights  me. 
And  pyts  me  ttill  off  with  your  Prophecy, 
And  the  Performance  of  your  jate  Predidion, 
TThat  when  he's  Emp'ror,  then  he'll  rnarry  me: 
Alas,  what  hope  of  that  ? 

DeL  Peace,  and  be  patient. 
For  though  he  be  now  a  Man  mofl:  miferable. 
Of  no  Rank,  nor  no  badge  of  Honour  on  him. 
Bred  low  and  poor,  no  Eye  of  favour  lliining ; 
And  though  my  fure  Prediction  of  his  rifing. 
Which  can  no  more  fail,  than  the  Day  or  Night  does. 
Nay,  let  him  be  afleep,  will  overtake  him. 
Have  found  fome  Rubs  and  Stops,  yet  hear  me,  Neice, 
And  hear  me  with  a  Faith,  it  fha^ll  conae  to  him. 
I'll  tell  thee  the  occafion. 

Dru.  Do,  good  Aunt : 
For  yet  Pm  ignorant. 

Bel.  Chiding  him  one  Day  (4) 
For  being  too  near  and  fparing  for  a  Soldier, 
Too  griping,  and  too  greedy :  He  made  anfwer, 
"When  1  am  C^far^  then  I  will  be  liberal. 
I  prefendy,  infpir'd  with  holy  Fire, 
And  my  prophetick  Spirit  burning  in  me. 
Gave  anfwer  from  the  Gods  ;  and  this  it  was, 
(5)  [^Imperator  ens  RomcS,  am  Jprum  grandem  inter- 
feceris :  ] 

(3)  So  the  oldeft  Folio.    The  other  Copies  read  Heart- deftres, 

(4)  This  whole  Speech,  is  almoft  a  Trandation  from  FopifcuSi 

(5)  I  could  wifh  this  fplendidus  f  annus,  this  Latiii  Piece  of  Patch- 
work, was  not  to  be  found  in  the  oldeft  Edition  :  Jt  might  very 
well^  have  been  fpar'd,  and  the  Author's  Learning  have  fufierM  no 
detriment. 

Vo  L.  VI.  Thou 
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Thou  lhalt  be  Emperor,  O  'Diodes^ 
When  thou  haft  kill'd  a  mighty  Boar.  From  that  time. 
As  giving  Credit  to  my  Words,  h'  has  imploy'd 
Much  of  his  Life  in  hunting.    Many  Boars 
Hideous  and  fierce,  with  his  own  Hands  h'  has  kill'd  too, 
But  yet  not  lighted  on  the  fatal  one. 
Should  raife  him  to  the  Empire :  Be  not  fad,  Niece, 
Ere  long  he  fhall :  Come,  let's  go  entertain  him  ; 
For  by  this  time,  I  guefs,  he  comes  from  hunting  : 
And  by  m,y  Art,  I  find  this  very  inftant 
Some  great  Defign's  afoot. 
Bru,  The  Gods  give  good.  Aunt.  lExeunf. 

SCENE  nr. 

Enter  Diodes,  Maximinian,  and  Geta,  wUb  a  Boar. 

Dio,  Lay  down  the  Boar, 

Geta,  With  all  my  Heart,  I  am  weary  on*t  5 
I  fhall  turn  Jew,  if  I  carry  many  fuch  Burdens. 
Do  you  think,  Mafter,  to  be  Emperor 
With  killing  Swine }  ye  may  be  an  honeft  Butcher, 
Or  ally'd  to  a  feemly  Family  of  Sowfe- wives. 
Can  you  be  fuch  an  Afs,  my  reverend  Mafter, 
To  think  (6)  thefe  Springs  of  Pork  will  fhoot  up  Cafars  f 

Max,  The  Fool  fays  true. 

Dio,  Come  leave  your  fooling.  Sirrah, 
And  think  of  what  thou  fhalt  be  when  I'm  Emperor. 

Geta,  Would  it  would  come  with  thinking,  for  thea 
O'  my  Confcience  I  ftiould  be  at  leaft  a  Senator. 

Max.  A  Sowter ; 
For  that's  a  place  more  fitted  to  thy  Nature, 
If  there  could  be  any  fiich  Expedation. 

(6)  —  thefe  Springs  ofPorkl  Gayton  in  his  feftiyous  Notes  on  Don 
fixate  (p.  96  )  will  well  explain  this  Phrafe,  wliere  telling  a  Story  of 
an  hungry  Scholar  invited  to  a  Feaft,  and  dreaming  the  Night  before 
of  his  next  Day's  Entertainment,  cry'd  oat  in  his  Sleep,  "  Sir,  Sir, 
•*  pray  hand  the  Spring  of  Pork  to  me,  pray  advance  the  Ruitfjp  of 
"  Beef  this  way,  i^'c. 

Or 
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Or  fay  the  Devil  could  perform  this  wonder. 
Can  fuch  a  Rafcal  as  thou'rc  hope  for  Honour  ? 
Such  a  Log- carrying  Lowt  ? 

Gcta.  Yes,  and  bear  it  too. 
And  bear  it  fwimmingly.    J'm  not  the  firft  Afs,  Sir, 
Has  born  good  Office,  and  perform'd  it  reverendly. 
Dio.  Thou  being  the  Son  of  a  Tiler,  canft  thou  hope 

to  be  a  Senator? 
Geta,  Thou  being  the  Son  of  a  Tanner,  canft  thou  hope 

to  be  an  Emperor  ? 
Dio.  Thou  fay'it  true,  Geta^  there's  a  flop  indeed  \ 

But  yet  the  bold  and  virtuous  

Geta,  Y'are  right,  Mafter, 
Right  as  a  Gun :  For  we  the  virtuous^ 
Though  we  be  Kennel-rakers,  Scabs,  and  Scoundrels, 
We  the  difcreet  and  bold  :  And  yet,  now  1  remember  it, 
We  Tilers  may  deferve  well  to  be  Senators  ; 
And  there  we  flep  before  you  thick-skin'd  Tanners, 
For  we  are  born  three  Stories  high  j  no  bafe  ones. 
None  of  your  groundlings,  Mailer. 

T>io.  I  like  thee  well, 
(7)  Thou  haft  as  good  a  Mind  as  I  have  to  this  Honour. 

Geta.  As  good  a  Mind,  Sir,  of  a  fimple  Plaifterer — - 
And  when  I  come  to  execute  my  Office, 
Then  you  lhall  fee. 
Max,  What? 
Geta.  An  Officer  in  fury  : 
An  Officer  as  he  ought  to  be  :  Do  you  laugh  at  it  ? 
Is  a  Senator,  in  hope,  worth  no  more  Reverence  ? 
By  thefe  Hands  Til  clap  you  by  th'  Heels  the  firft  hour  of  it, 
Masc,  O'  my  Confcience,  the  Fellow  believes. 
Tiio,  Ay,  do,  do,  Geta^ 
For  if  I  once  be  Emperor— 

Geta.  Then  will  I, 
(For  wife  Men  muft  be  had  to  prop  the  Republickj 
Not  bate  y'  a  fmgle  Ace  of  a  found  Senator. 
Dio.  But  what  ihall  we  do  th'  whilft  ? 

(7)  Thou  hafi  agoodMindfl  The  Addition  I  have  made  to  thk 
Line  appear  plainly  necefiiiry  to  make  G^/^'s  Anfwer,  and  this  part 
of  DiocUs\  Speech  tally  to  each  otner. 

Vol,  VI.  H  Q^t^i.. 


Get  a.  Kill  Swine,  and  foufe  *em. 
And  eat  'em  when  we've  Bread. 

Max,  Why  did  ft  thou  run  away 
"When  the  Boar  made  toward  thee  ?  art  thou  not  valiant  ? 

Geta,  No  indeed  am  Inotj  and 'tis  for  mine  Honour 
too : 

I  took  a  Tree,  'tis  true,  gave  way  to  th'  Monfter ; 
Hark  what  Dilcretion  fays,  let  Fury  pafs  j 
From  the  Tooth  of  a  mad  Beaft,  and  the  Tongue 
Of  a  Slanderer,  (8)  preferve  thine  Honour. 

Dio.  He  talks  like  a  full  Senator. 
Go,  take  it  up,  and  carry't  in :  'tis  a  huge  one ; 
We  never  kili'd  fo  large  a  Swine;  fo  fierce  too 
I  never  m.et  with  yet. 

Max.  Take  heed,  it  ftirs  again  ; 
How  nimbly  the  Rogue  runs  up !  he  climbs  like  a  Squirrel. 

Dio,  Come  down  ye  Dunce,  is  it  not  dead  ? 

Geta.  I  know  not. 

Dio,  His  Throat  is  cut,  and  his  Bowels  out. 

Geta.  That's  all  one, 
I'm  fure  his  Teeth  are  in ;  and  for  any  thing  I  know. 
He  may^  have  Pigs  of  his  own  Nature  in's  Belly. 

Dio,  Come,  take  him  up  I  fay,  and  fee  him  drefs'd, 
He's  fat,  and  v^ill  be  lufty  Meat    away  with  him. 
And  get  fome  of  him  ready  for  our  Dinner. 

Geta,  Shall  he  be  roafted  whole. 
And  ferv'd  up  in  a  Sowce-tub  ?  a  portly  fervicc, 
I'll  run  i'th'  Wheel  myfelf. 

Max,'S\vv?L\\^  leave  your  prating. 
And  get  fome  piece  of  him  ready  prefently. 
We're  weary  both,  and  hungry. 

Geta,  I'll  about  it. 
What  an  inundation  of  Brewifs  fliall  I  fwim  in  ?  [Exit* 

(8)   thi?ie  Honour.']  To  prtferve  thy  Honour  from  the  Tooth  of ' 

a  mad  Beaji^  is  fcarccly  Senie.  The  dtHciency  of  the  Verfc  gives 
room  to  fufpe^l  that  fomething  Is  dropt.    I  read 

 cf  a  mad  Beaft y  and  the  T ongue  ef 

A  Slanderer  prefet  've  thee  (or  tt^yf elf)  aud  Honour. 

Mr.  Seward. 

Dio. 
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D/^.  Thou'rt  ever  dull  and  melancholy,  Coufin, 
Dirtrullful  of  my  hopes. 

Max.  Why,  can  ye  blame  mc? 
Do  Men  give  credit  co  a  Juggler  P 

Dio,  Tiiou  know'fl  flie  is  a  Prophetefs, 

Max,  A  fmall  one, 
And  as  fmali  Profit  to  be  hop'd  for  by  her. 

Tiio,  Thou  art  the  llrangell  Munj  how  does  thy  hurt? 
The  Boar  came  near  you,  Sir. 

Max.  A  fcratch,  a  fcratch.  [angry, 

'Dio.  It  akes  and  troubles  thee,  and  that  makes  thee 

Max.  Not  at  the  Pain,  but  at  the  Pra6tice,  Uncle, 
The  butcherly  bafe  cuftom  of  our  lives  now  : 
Had  a  brave  Enemy's  Sword  drawn  fo  much  from  me, 
Or  danger  met  me  in  the  head  o'th'  Army, 
T'have  blufh'd  thus  in  my  Blood,  had  been  mine  Honour, 
But  to  live  bafe,  like  Swine-herds,  and  believe  too  ; 
To  be  fool*d  out  with  Tales,  and  old  Wives  Dreams, 
Dreams  when  they're  drunk. 

Dio.  Certain,  you  much  miftake  her. 

Max.y\^\^-dk.t  her }  hang  her  :  To  be  made  herPurveyors, 
To  feed  her  old  Chaps ;  to  provide  her  daily. 
And  bring  in  Feafts,  whilfl  fhe  fits  farting  at  us, 
And  blowing  out  her  Prophecies  at  both  ends. 

Dio.  Prithee  be  wife:  Dofl:  thou  think,  Maximinian^ 
So  great  a  Rev'rence,  and  fo  ftaid  a  Knowledge — 

Max.  Sur-rev'rence,  you  would  fay  :  What  Truth  ? 
What  Knowledge  ? 
What  any  thing,  but  eating,  is  good  in  her? 
*Twould  make  a  Fool  prophecy  to  be  fed  continually  : 
What  do  you  get  ?  your  labour  and  your  danger, 
Whilfl  fhe  fits  bathing  in  her  larded  fury. 
Infpir'd  with  full  deep  Cups,  who  cannot  Prophecy  ? 
A  Tinker,  out  of  Ale,  will  give  Prediftions : 
But  who  believes  .f^ 

Dio,  She  is  a  holy  Druid^ 
A  Woman  noted  for  that  Faith,  that  Piety, 
3elov'd  of  Heav'n. 

Max.  Heav'n  knows,  I  don't  believe  it. 
Indeed,  I  muft  confefs,  they're  excellent  Jugglers  ; 

H  2  Their 
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Their  Age  upon  fome  Fools  too  flings  a  confidence 

But  what  grounds  have  they,  what  elements  to  work  on  ? 

Show  me  but  that    the  Sieve  and  Sheers  ?  a  learn'd  one. 

I  have  no  patience  to  difpute  this  Queftion, 

'Tis  fo  ridiculous;  I  think  the  Devil  does  help  'em  : 

Or  rather,  mark  me  well,  abufe  'em,  Uncle : 

For  they're  as  fit  to  deal  with  him  ;  thefe  old  Women, 

They  are  as  jump  and  fquar'd  out  to  his  nature — — 

Dio.  Thou  haft  a  perfedt  malice. 

Max.  So  I  would  have 
Againft  thefe  purblind  Prophets  ;  for  look  ye,  Sir, 
Old  Women  will  lie  monftroufly  ;  fo  will  th*  Devil, 
(Orelfeh'has  had  much  wrong,)  upon  my  knowledge  ; 
Old  Women  are  malicious,  fo  is  he ; 
They're  proud,  and  covetous,  revengeful,  lech'rous, 
All  which  are  excellent  Attributes  o'th'  Devil. 
They  would  at  laft  feem  holy,  fo  would  he  ; 
And  to  vail  o'er  thefe  Villanies,  they'd  Prophefy ; 
He  gives  them  leave  now  and  then  to  ufe  their  cunnings. 
Which  is  to  kill  a  Cow,  or  blaft  a  Harveft, 
Make  young  Pigs  pipe  themfelves  to  Death,choak  Poultry, 
And  chafe  a  Dairy- wench  into  a  Fever 
With  pumping  for  her  Butter. 
But  when  he  makes  thefe  Agents  to  raife  Emperors, 
When  hedifpofes  Fortune  as  his  Servant, 
And  ties  her  to  old  Wives  Tails  • 

Dio.  Go  thy  ways, 
Thou  art  a  learned  Scholar,  againft  credit. 
You  hear  the  Prophecy  ? 

M^x.  Yes,  and  I  laugh  at  it. 
And  fo  will  any  Man  can  tell  but  twenty. 
That  is  not  blind,  as  you  are  blind,  and  ignorant. 
D'  you  think  fhe  knov/s  your  Fortune  ? 

I)lo.  1  do  think  it. 

Max.  I  know  Ihe  has  the  Name  of  a  rare  Soothfayer, 
But  do  you  in  your  Confcience  believe  her  holy  ? 
Infpired  with  fuch  Prophetick  fire  ? 

Dio.  Yes  in  my  Confcience. 

Max.  And  that  you  muft  upon  neceffity 
From  her  words  be  a  C^efar  ? 
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Bio.  If  I  live  

Max,  There's  one  fi:op  yet. 

Dio,  And  follow  her  Dirc6bions. 

Max.  But  do  not  juggle  with  me. 

Dio,  In  faith,  Coufin, 
So  ful!  a  truth  hangs  ever  on  her  Prophecies, 
That  how  I  fliould  think  otherwife — 

Max,  Very  well,  Sir  ; 
You  then  believe  (for  methinks  *tis  mod  neceflary) 
She  knows  her  own  Fate  ? 

Bio,  I  believe  it  certain. 

Max.  Dare  you  but  be  fo  wife  to  let  me  try  it. 
For  I  (land  doubtful. 

Bio.  How? 

Max.  Come  nearer  to  me ; 
Becaufe  her  cunning  Devil  fhali  not  prevent  me ; 
Clofe,  clofe,  and  hear ;  if  fhe  can  turn  this  Deftiny, 

[JVbifpers  Diodes, 

I'll  be  of  your  Faith  too. 

Bio,  Forward,  I  fear  not. 
For  if  fhe  knows  not  this,  fure  Ihe  knows  nothing. 

Enter  Delphia. 

I  am  fo  confident  

Max.  *Faith  fo  am  I  too, 
That  I  fhall  make  her  Devil's  fides  hum. 

Bio,  She  comes  here. 
Go  take  your  (land. 

Max,  (9)  Now  holly,  or  you  howl  for't.  [_Exit, 

Bio,  'Tis  pity  this  young  Man  fhould  be  fo  ftubborn. 
Valiant  he  is,  and  to  his  Valour  temperate, 
Only  diftruftful  of  Delays  in  Fortune  \ 
I  love  him  dearly  well. 

Bel.  Now  my  Son  Biocles^ 
Are  ye  not  weary  of  your  Game  to  day  ? 

(9)  Nonv  Holly,  £fff.]    I  read  Halloiv  Ye. 

Maximinian  did  not  believe  Delphia  had  any  Divinity  aboat  her, 
and  therefore  when  defigning  to  fhoot  at  her,  (hould  feem  to  fay,  No^ 
Hallonvyou,  i.  c.  render  yourfelf  Holy^  or.  Ton  Hoivlfor  it.  As  to  the 
old  Reading,  I  have  no  Idea  of  it  at  all  j  and  what  I  purpofc  will 
read  in  the  Verfc  as  two  Syllables  only.       Mr.  Scv/ard. 

H  3  .And 
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And  are  ye  well  ? 

Bio,  Yes,  Mother,  well  and  lufty  ; 
Only  ye  make  me  hunt  for  empty  Shadows.        [Day  ; 

Del.  You  muft  have  Patience,  Rome  was  n't  built  in  one 
And  he  that  hopes,  mufl:  give  his  hopes  their  currents. 
You've  kiird  a  mighty  Boar. 

Bio  But  I'm  no  Emperor. 
Wny  do  you  fool  me  thus,  and  make  me  follow 
Your  flattering  Expedation  hour  by  hour  > 
Rife  early,  and  fleep  late?  to  feed  your  Appetites, 
Forget  my  Trade,  my  Arms  ?  forfake  mine  Honour, 
Labour  and  fweat  t'  arrive  at  a  bafe  Memory  ? 
Oppofe  myfelf  to  hazards  of  all  forts. 
Only  to  v/in  che  barb'rous  Name  of  Butcher? 

Del,  Son,  you  are  wife. 

Bio,  But  you  are  cunning,  Mother  ; 
(loj  And  with  that  Cunning,  and  the  Faith  I  give  ye, 
Ye  lead  me  blindly  to  no  End,  no  Honour. 
You  find  ye' re  daily  fed,  you  take  no  Labour, 
Your  Family  at  Eafe,  they  know  no  Market, 
And  therefore  to  maintain  this,  you  fpeak  darkly. 
As  darkly  ftill  ye  nourilh  it,  whiift  I, 
Being  a  credulous  and  obfequious  Coxcomb, 
Hunt  daily,  and  fweat  hourly,  (ii)  to  find  out. 
To  clear  your  Myftery  ;  kill  Boar  on  Boar,  i 
And  make  your  Spits  and  Pots  bow  with  my  Bounties  C\ 
Yet  I  ffill  poorer,  further  ftill   ^ 

Bel,  Be  provident, 
And  tempt  not  the  Gods  Dooms  ;  ftop  not  the  Glory 
They're  ready  to  fix  on  ye,    Y'are  a  Fool  then  ; 

(10)  And  fwith  that  Cannon,]  Wh^t  Great  Guns  have  to  do  with 
Faith,  or  Gun-powder  with  Oracles,  will  not  appear  eafy  to  any 
Reader's  Apprehenfion.  There  has  been  undoubtedly  a  Corruption 
in  the  Old  Copies,  which  the  prefenc  Reading  entirely  amends,  and 
at  the  fame  time  carries  its  conviftion  along  with  it.  Mi.  Seaward 
ofFer'd  the  very  fame  Emendation. 

(11)   -to  Jin  d  out 

To  Clear  your  Myjlery ;  ]  There  is  undoubtedly  a  Fault  in 
this  Paffage,  which  may  yet  be  eafily  refiified,  either  by  inferting 
a  Ccmma,  after  out ,  or  reading  ho^v  inflead  of  it.  But  as  the  for- 
mer is  the  eafier,  1  have  cht>fe  that. 

^  Chearful 

i  - 
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Chearful  and  grateful  Takers  the  Gods  love. 
And  fuch  as  vvaic  their  PJeafurcs  with  full  hopes  ; 
The  doubtful  and  diftruftful  Man  Heav'n  frowns  at. 
What  I  have  told  you  by  my  Inlpiration, 
I  teJI  }e  once  again,  niuft  and  fhall  find  ye. 
Dio,  But  when  ;  or  how  ? 
Del,  Cum  Aprum  interfeceris, 
D/o,  I  have  kiil'd  many. 
Del.  Not  the  Boar  they  point  ye ; 
Nor  mufl:  1  reveal  further,  'till  you  ciear  it. 
The  Jots  of  glorious  Men  are  wrapt  in  Myfteries, 
And  fo  deliver'd  :  Common  and  flight  Creatures, 
That  have  their  Ends  as  open  as  their  Adions, 
Eafy  and  open  Fortunes  follow. 

Max,  I  lhall  try  [From  his  covert  fiand^ 

How  deep  your  Inlpiration  lies  hid  in  ye. 
And  whether  your  brave  Spirit  have  a  Buckler 
To  keep  this  Arrow  off,  I'll  make  you  fmoke  elfe. 

Dio,  Knowing  my  Fortune  fo  prccifely,  pundlually. 
And  that  it  muft  fall  without  contradidion. 
Being  a  Stranger,  of  no  tie  unto  ye, 
Methinks  you  fhould  be  ftudied  in  your  own. 
In  your  own  Deftiny,  methinks,  moft  perfe<5l; 
And  every  hour,  and  every  minute.  Mother, 
So  great  a  care  fliould  Heav'n  have  of  her  Minifters; 
Methinks  your  Fortunes  both  ways  fliould  appear  t'  yc. 
Both  to  avoid,  and  take.    Can  the  Stars  now. 
And  all  thofe  influences  you  receive  into  ye. 
Or  fecret  Infpirations  ye  make  fliew  of, 
If  an  hard  fortune  hung,  and  were  now  ready 
To  pour  itfelf  upon  your  Life,  deliver  ye  ? 
Can  they  now  fay.  Take  heed  ? 

Del,  Ha  ?  pray  ye  come  hither.  [ye. 
Max.  I  would  know  that :  1  fear  your  Devil  will  cozen 
And  fl:and  as  clofe  as  ye  can,  I  fliall  be  with  ye. 
Del,  1  find  a  prefent  111. 
Dio,  How  .? 
Del,  But  I  fcorn  it. 
Max,  Do  ye  fo  ?  do  ye  fo  ? 


DeL  Yes,  and  laugh  at  it.  Diodes. 

H4 


Is 
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Is  it  not  ftrange,  thefe  wild  and  fooliflj  Men 
Should  dare  t'oppofe  the  power  of  Deftiny  ? 
That  .Power  the  Gods  fliake  at  ?  Look  yonder,  Son. 

MciX.  Have  ye  fpy'd  me?  then  have  at  ye, 

Del  Do,  (hoot  boldly. 
Hit  me  and  fpare  not,  if  thou  canft, 

Dio.  Shoot,  Coufin. 

Ma^,  I  cannot,  mine  Arm's  dead,  I  have  no  feeling} 
Or  if  1  could  flioot,  fo  ftrong's  lier  arm'd  Virtue, 
She'd  catch  the  Arrow  flying. 

Del.  Poor  doubtful  People, 
I  pity  your  weak  Faiths. 

Dio,  Your  mercy,  Mother, 
And  from  this  Hour  a  Deity,  I  crown  ye. 

Del.  No  more  of  that. 

Max  O  let  my  Prayers  prevail  too. 
Here  like  a  Tree,  I  dwell  elfe  :  Free  me  Mother, 
And  greater  than  great  Fortune,  PI  I  adore  thee. 

Del,  Be  free  again,  and  have  more  pure  thoughts  in  ye. 

Dio.  Now  1  believe  your  words  moft  conftantly. 
And  when  I  have  the  Power  y'  havepromis-d  to  me — 

Del  Remember  then  your  Vow  :  my  Niece  Druftlla^ 
J  mean,  to  marry  her,  and  then  ye  profper. 

Dio,  I  fhall  forget  my  Life  elle. 

Del.  J  am  a  poor  weak  Woman  ;  to  me  no  Worfliip. 

Enter  Niger,  Geta,  and  Soldiers. 

Ceta.  And  fhall  he  have,  as  you  fay,  that  kills  Jper? 

Del,  Now  mark  and  underftand. 

Nig.  The  Profcription's  up, 
Pth'  Market-place  'tis  up,  there  ye  may  read  it, 
He  fliall  have  half  the  Empire. 

Get,  A  pretty  Farm,  i'faith. 

JSlig,  And  th*  Emperor's  Sifters,  bright  Aurelia^ 
Her  to  his  Wife. 

Get,  Ye  fay  well,  Friend  ;  but  hark  ye, 
Who  fhall  do  this? 

Nig.  You,  if  ye  dare. 

Get,  I  think  fo  : 
Yet  I  could  poifon  him  in  a  Pot  of  Perry, 
■  He 
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He  loves  that  veng^ancely  :  But  when  I've  done  this. 
May  I  lie  with  the  Gentlewoman? 

JSfig,  Lie  with  her  ?  what  elie,  Man  ? 

Get.  Yes,  Man, 
I  have  known  a  Man  married,  that  never  lay  with  his  Wife. 
Thofe  daiicing  days  are  done. 

Nig'  Thele  are  old  Soldiers, 
And  poor,  it  feems.    I'll  try  their  Appetites. 
'Save  ye  brave  Soldiers. 

Max.  Sir,  ye  talk'd  of  Profcriptions  ? 

Nig.  'Tis  true,  there  is  one  fet  up  from  the  Emperor 
Again  ft  Volutins  Aper. 

Bio.  Aper? 

Del.  Now; 
Now  have  ye  found  the  Boar  ? 

Bio.  I  have  the  meaning ; 
And  blefied  Mother.  

Nig.  He  has  fcorn'd  his  M after. 
And  bloodily  cut  off  by  treachery 
The  noble  Brother  to  him.  • 

Dio.  He  lives  here,  Sir, 
Sickly  and  weak. 

Nig.  Did  you  fee  him  ? 

Maic.  No. 

Nig.  He's  murder'd  ; 
So  ye  fhall  find  it  mention'd  from  the  Emperor, 
And  honeft  faithful  Soldiers,  but  believe  it  ; 
For,  by  the  Gods,  you'll  find  it  fo,  he's  murther'd. 
The  manner  how,  read  in  the  large  Profcription. 

Bel.  It  is  moft  true,  Son ;  and  he  cozens  ye, 
Aper'*s  2l  Villain  falfe.  " 

Bio.  I  thank  ye,  Mother, 
And  dare  believe  ye  :  Hark  ye.  Sir,  the  Recompence  ? 
As  ye  related. 

Nig.  Is  as  firm  as  Faith,  Sir  ; 
Bring  him  alive  or  dead. 

Max.  You  took  a  fit  time,  [him  not. 

The  General  being  out  o'th'  Town,  for  though  we  love 
Yet  had  he  known  this  firft,  y'  had  paid  for't  dearly. 

Bio.  'Tis  Niger y  now  I  know  him  j  honeft  NigcTy 

A 


122  iToe  Prophetefs. 

A  true  found  Man,  and  I  believe  him  conftantly  : 
Your  bufinefs  may  be  done,  make  no  great  hurry 
For  your  own  fafety. 

Nig.  No,  I'm  gone,  I  thank  ye.  [Eat//; 

Dio,  Pray,  Maximinian^  pray. 

Max,  ril  pray  and  work  too. 

Dio,  I'll  to  the  Market-place,  and  read  the  Offer, 
And  now  I've  found  the  Boar. 

BeL  Find  your  own  Faith  too. 
And  remember  what  ye  have  vow'd. 

Dio.  O  Mother. 

Del,  Profper. 

GeL  If  my  Mafter  and  I  do  this,  there's  two  Emperors, 
And  what  a  fhow  will  that  make  ?  how  we  fhall  bounce  it  ? 

[^Exieunt, 


ACT    II.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Drufilla  and  Delphia, 

Dru.  T  Eave  us,  and  not  vouchfafe  a  parting  kifs 

-L'  To  her,  that  in  his  hopes  of  Great nefs  lives. 
And  goes  along  with  him  in  all  his  Dangers? 

Del,  I  grant  'twas  moft  inhuman. 

Dru,  O  you  give  it 
Too  mild  a  Name  ;  'twas  more  than  barbarous. 
And  you  a  Partner  in  it. 

Del,  J,  Drufilla  ?  [vaftnefs, 

Dru.  Yes,  you  have  blown  his  fwoln  Pride  to  that 
As  he  believes  the  Earth  is  in  his  Fathom  ; 
This  makes  him  quite  forget  his  humble  Being : 
And  can  I  hope  that  he,  that  only  fed 
With  the  imagin'd  Food  of  future  Empire, 
Difdains  ev'n  thofe  that  gave  him  Means,  and  Life, 
To  nourifh  fuch  Defires,  when  he's  poffeft 
Of  his  ambitious  Ends  (which  muft  fall  on  him. 
Or  your  Predidions  arc  falfe)  will  ever 
Defcend  to  look  on  me  ? 

Del. 
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Bel,    Were  his  Intents 
Perfidious  as  the  Seas  or  Winds  ;  his  Heart 
Compos'd  of  Falfhood  j  yet  the  benefit. 
The  greatnefs  of  the  good  he  has  from  you, 
(For  what  I  have  conkrr'd,  is  thine,  Drufilld) 
Mull  make  him  firm,  and  thankful :  But  if  all 
Remembrance  of  the  Debts  he  ftands  engag'd  for. 
Find  a  quick  Grave  in  his  Ingratitude, 
My  powerful  Art,  that  guides  him  to  this  height. 
Shall  make  him  curfe  the  hour  he  e'er  was  rais'd. 
Or  fink  him  to  the  Center. 

Dm,  I  had  rather 
Your  Art  could  force  him  to  return  that  Ardour 
To  me,  I  bear  to  him  •,  or  give  me  Power 
To  moderate  my  Pafiions :  Yet  I  know  not, 
I  fliouid  repent  your  grant,  though  you  had  fign'd  it, 
(So  well  I  find  he's  worthy  of  all  Service.) 
jBut  to  believe  that  any  check  to  him 
In  his  main  hopes,  could  yield  content  to  me, 
W ere  Treafon  to  true  Love,  that  knows  no  Pleafure, 
The  Objed,  that  it  doats  on,  ill  afiedled. 

Del,  Pretty  Simplicity,  I  love  thee  for't. 
And  will  not  fit  an  idle  looker  on, 
And  fee  it  cozen'd    dry  thy  innocent  Eyes, 
And  call  ofi^  jealous  Fears,  (yet  Promifes 
Are  but  Lip-comforts)  and  but  fancy  ought 
That's  poffible  in  Nature,  or  in  Art, 
That  may  advance  thy  Comfort,  and  be  bold 
To  tell  thy  Soul  'tis  thine,  therefore  fpeak  freely. 

Dm,  You  new  create  me.    To  conceal  from  yon 
My  virgin  Fondnefs,  were  to  hide  my  Sicknels 
From  my  Phyfician.  O  dear  Aunt,  I  languifh 
For  want  of  Diodes*  fight :  He's  the  Sun 
That  keeps  my  Blood  in  a  perpertual  Spring ; 
But  in  his  abfence,  cold  benuming  Winter 
Seizes  on  all  my  Faculties.  Would  you  bind  me 
(That  am  your  Slave  already)  in  more  Fetters, 
And  (in  the  place  of  Service^  to  adore  you  ? 

0  bear  me  then  (but  'tis  impoflible, 

1  fear,  to  be  eff^ecled )  where  I  may 
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See  how  my  Diodes  breaks  th'row  his  Dangers, 
And  in  what  heaps  his  Honours  flow  upon  him, 
That  I  may  meet  him,  in  the  height  and  pride 
Of  all  his  Glories ;  and  there  (as  your  Gift) 
Challenge  him,  as  mine  own. 

Del,  Enjoy  thy  Wifhes  : 
This  is  an  cafy  Boon,  which,  at  thy  years, 
I  could  have  giv'n  to  any  ;  but  now  grown 
Perfeft  in  all  the  hidden  Myfteries 
Of  that  inimitable  Art,  which  makes  us 
Equal  ev'n  to  the  Gods,  and  Nature's  Wonders, 
It  fliall  be  done,  as  fits  my  Skill  and  Glory  : 
To  break  th'row  Bolts,  and  Locks,  a  Scholar's  prize 
For  Thieves  and  Pick-locks:  To  pafs  th'row  an  Army 
Cover'd  with  Night,  or  fome  diiguife,  the  Pradtice 
Of  poor  and  needy  Spies :  No,  my  Drufilla^ 
From  C«?m  I  will  force  her  winged  Dragons, 
And  in  the  Air  hang  over  the  Tribunal  ; 
The  Mufick  of  the  Spheres  attending  on  us. 
There,  as  his  good  Star,  thou  fhalt  Ihine  upon  him. 
If  he  prove  true,  and  as  his  Angel  guard  him. 
But  if  he  dare  be  falfe,  I,  in  a  moment 
Will  put  that  glorious  Light  out,  with  fuch  horrour. 
As  if  th*  eternal  Night  had  feiz'd  the  Sun, 
Or  all  things  were  return'd  to  the  firfl:  Chaos, 
And  then  appear  like  Furies. 

Dru.  I  will  do 
Whate'er  you  fliall  command. 

Del  Reft  then  aflur'd, 
I  am  the  Miftrefs  of  my  Art,  and  fear  not. 

\^Soft  Mufick ,  Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Aper,  Camurius,  Guards  a  Litter  covered, 
Jper,  Your  care  of  your  fick  Emp'ror,  Fellow-foldiers, 
In  colours  to  the  Life,  doth  ihew  your  Love, 
And  zealous  Duty  :  O  continue  in  it ! 
And  though  I  know  you  long  to  fee  and  hear  him. 

Impute 
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Impute  it  not  to  Pride,  or  Melancholy, 

That  keeps  you  from  your  Wifhes  ^  fuch  State- vices 

(Too  too  familiar  with  great  Princes)  are 

Strangers  to  all  the  anions  of  the  Life 

Of  good  JSumerianus  :  Let  your  patience 

Be  the  Phyfician  to  the  wounded  Eyes, 

(Wounded  with  pious  forrow  for  his  Father) 

Which  Time  and  your  flrong  Patience  will  recover. 

Provided  it  prove  conftant.     '        [Goes  to  the  Litter. 

1  Guard,  If  he  counterfeit, 

I  will  hereafter  truft  a  prodigal  Heir, 

When  he  weeps  at  his  Father's  Funeral.  [Husband, 

2  Guard,  Or  a  young  Widow,  following  a  Bed-rid 
(After  a  three  years  groaning)  to  the  Fire. 

3  Guard.  Note  his  Humility,   and  with  what  fofc 

Murmurs 
He  does  enquire  his  Pleafures. 

1  Guard.  And  how  foon 
He  is  inftruded. 

2  Guard.  How  he  bows  again  tob, 

Jper.  All  your  commands  (dread  Ccefar)  Pll  impart 
To  your  mod  ready  Soldier,  to  obey  them  ; 
So  take  your  reft  in  peace.   It  is  the  Pleafure 

[Xurning  from  the  Litter  to  the  Guards. 
Of  mighty  Cafar  (his  thanks  ftill  remembred 
For  your  long  Patience,  which  a  Donative, 
Fitting  his  State  to  give,  fhall  quickly  follow) 
That  you  continue  a  ftrid:  Guard  upon 
His  facred  Perfon,  and  admit  no  Stranger 
Of  any  other  Legion,  to  come  near  him  ; 
You  being  moft  trufted  by  him.    1  receive 
Your  anfwer  in  y#ur  filence.    Now  Camurius^ 
Speak  without  Fiatt'ry  :  Hath  thy  Aper  aded 
This  Paflion  to  the  Life  ? 

Cam.  I  would  applaud  him. 
Were  he  faluted  C^efar  :  But  I  fear 
Thefe  long  protraded  Counfels  will  undo  us ; 
And  'tis  beyond  m.y  Reafon,  he  being  Dead, 
You  fliould  conceal  yourfelf,  or  hope  it  can 
Continue  undifcove^'d, 

j^per. 
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Aper,  That  I've  killed  him. 
Yet  feed  thefe  ignorant  Fools  with  hopes  he  lives. 
Has  a  main  end  in't.    The  Pannonian  Cohorts 
(That  are  my  own,  and  fure)  are  not  come  up. 
The  German  Legions  waver ;  and  Charimis^ 
Brother  to  this  dead  Dog,  (Hells  plagues  on  Niger^) 
Is  jealous  of  the  Murder;  and,  I  hear. 
Is  marching  up  againft  me.  'Tis  not  fafe. 
Till  I  have  power  to  juftify  the  A£t, 
To  fiiew  myfelf  the  Author  :  Be  therefore  careful 
For  an  hour  or  two  (till  I  have  fully  founded 
How  th'  Tribunes  and  Centurions  Hand  afFeded) 
That  none  come  near  th'  Litter.    If  I  find  them 
Firm  on  my  part,  I  dare  profefs  myfelf. 
And  then  live  Aper^s  Equal. 

Cam,  Does  not  the  Body 
Begin  to  putrify : 

Aper,  That  exafts  my  hafte: 
When,  but  ev'n  now,  I  feign 'd  Obedience  to  it. 
As  I  had  fome  great  bufinels  to  impart,  [rious. 
The  Scent  had  almoft  choak'd  me;  be  therefore  {a)  cu- 
All  keep  at  diftance.  [^ExU. 

Cam,  1  am  taught  my  Part; 
Hafte  you,  to  perfed:  yours. 

I  Guar,  I'd  rather  meet 
An  Enemy  i'th'  Field,  than  ftand  thus  nodding 
Like  to  a  Rug-gown'd  Watch-man. 

Enter  Diodes,  Maximinian,  and  Geta. 

Geta.  Th'  Watch  at  Noon  ? 
This  is  a  new  device. 

Cam,  Stand.  « 

Dio,  1  am  Arm'd 
Againft  all  danger. 

Max,  If  I  fear  to  follow, 
A  Coward's,  name  purfue  me. 

Dio,  Now  my  Fate 
Guide  and  diredl  me. 

{a)  I.  e.  Cautious:  ' Tis  not  the  only  place  in  our  Poets,  where 
it  has  this  Senfe.  • 

Cam, 
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Cam,  You  are  rude  and  fawcy, 
With  your  forbidden  Feet  to  touch  this  Ground, 
Sacred  to  defar  only,  and  to  thefe 
That  do  attend  his  Ferfon.  Speak,  what  are  you  ? 

Dio,  What  thou,  nor  any  of  thy  Fadlion  are. 
Nor  ever  were :  Soldiers,  and  honell:  Men. 

Cam,  So  blunt  ? 

Geta,  Nay,  you  lhall  find  he's  good  at  the  fharp  too. 
Dio.  No  inftruments  of  Craft,  Engines  of  Murder, 
That  ferve  the  Emperor  only  with  oiPd  Tongues, 
Sooth  and  applaud  his  Vices,  play  the  Bawds 
To  all  his  Appetites ;  and  when  you've  wrought 
So  far  upon  his  Weaknefs,  that  he's  grown 
Odious  to  the  Subjedl  and  himfelf. 
And  can  no  further  help  your  wicked  Ends, 
You  rid  him  out  o'th'  way. 
Cam,  Treafon  ? 
Bio.  'Tis  truth. 
And  I  will  make  it  good. 

Cam,  Lay  Hands  upon  'em. 
Or  kill  them  fuddenly. 

Geta,  I'm  out  at  that ; 
I  do  not  like  the  Sport. 

Bio,  What's  he  that  is 
Owner  of  any  Virtue  worth  a  Roman ; 
Or  does  retain  the  mem'ry  of  the  Oath 
He  made  to  C^far,  that  dares  lift  his  Sword 
Againft  the  Man  that  (carelefs  of  his  Life) 
Comes  to  difcover  fuch  a  horrid  Treafon, 
As  when  you  hear't,  and  underftand  how  long 
You\e  been  abus'd,  will  run  you  mad  with  Fury  ? 
I  am  no  Stranger,  but  (like  ycu)  a  Soldier, 
Train'd  up  one  from  my  Youth  :  And  there  are  fomc 
With  whom  I've  ferv'd,  and  (not  to  praife  myfeJfj 
Mud  needs  confefs  they  have  feen  Diodes 
In  the  late  Britain  Wars,  both  dare  and  do 
Beyond  a  common  Man. 

1  Guard.  Bioclesf 

2  Guard,  I  know  him. 

The  braveft  Soldier  of  the  Empire. 

Cam. 
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Cam,  Stand; 
If  thou  advance  an  Inch,  thou'rt  dead. 

Bio.  Die  thou,  [^Stabs  Camurius. 

That  durft  oppofe  thyfelf  againft  a  Truth 
That  will  break  out,  thougii  Mountains  cover  it. 

Geta,  I  fear  this  is  a  fucking  Pig ;  no  Boar, 
He  falls  fo  eafy. 

Dio.  Hear  me,  fellow  Soldiers  ; 
And  if  I  make  it  not  apparent  to  you 
This  is  an  Adl  of  Juftice,  and  no  Murther, 
Cut  me  in  Pieces:  I'll  difperfe  the  Cloud 
That  hath  lb  long  obfcur'd  a  bloody  A6b 
Ne'er  equal'd  yet    You  all  know  with  what  Favourfi 
The  good  Numerianus  ever  graced 
The  Provoft  Aper? 

Guard.  True. 

Dio.  And  that  thofe  Bounties 
Should  have  contain'd  him  (if  he  e'er  had  learn'd 
The  Elements  of  Honelty  and  Truth) 
In  Loyal  Duty  :  But  Ambition  never 
Looks  backward  on  Defert,  but  with  blind  hafte 
Boldly  runs  on.  But  I  lofe  time.  You're  here 
Commanded  by  this  Apcr  to  attend 
The  Emp'ror's  Perfon,  to  admit  no  Stranger 
To  have  accefs  to  him,  or  come  near  his  Litter, 
Under  pretence,  forfooth,  his  Eyes  are  fore 
And  his  Mind  troubled  ;  no,  my  Friends,  you're  cozen'd, 
The  good  Numerianus  now  is  paft 
The  Senfe  of  Wrong  or  Injury. 

Guard.  How  ?  Dead  ? 

Bio.  Let  your  own  Eyes  inform  you.  [Opens  the  Litter. 

Geta.  An  Emperor's  Cabinet  ? 
Fough,  I  have  known  a  Charnel-houfe  fmell  fweeter. 
If  Emperor's  Flctli  luve  this  favour,  what  will  mine  do. 
When  I  am  rotten  ? 

1  Guard,  Moft  unheard  of  Villany. 

2  Guard.  And  with  all  Cruelty  to  be  reveng'd. 

3  Guard.  Who  is  the  Murderer  ^  Name  him,  that 

we  may 
Punifta  it  in  his  Family. 

Die, 
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Bio,  Who  but  Aper? 
The  barbarous  and  mod  ingrateful  Aper  ? 
His  defperate  Poniard  printed  on  his  Bread 
This  deadly  Wound  ;  Hate  to  vow'd  Enemies 
Finds  a  full  Satisfaction  in  Death, 
And  Tyrants  feek  no  farther.    He,  a  Subjedr^ 
And  bound  by  all  the  Ties  of  L.ove  and  Duty, 
Ended  not  fo  *,  but  does  deny  his  Prince, 
(Whofe  Ghoft  forbad  a  PafTage  to  l)is  reft. 
Mourns  by  the  Stygian  Shore,)  his  Funeral-Rites. 
Nay,  weep  not;  let  your  Loves  fpeak  in  your  Anger, 
And,  to  confirm  you  gave  no  Suffrage  to 
The  damned  Plot,  lend  me  your  helping  Hands 
To  wreak  the  Parricide ;  and  if  you  find 
That  there  is  Worth  in  Diodes  to  deferve  it, 
Make  him  your  Leader. 

Guard,  A  Diodes^  a  Diodes,  [Stars, 
Dio.  We'll  force  him  from  his  Guards.  And  now  my 
If  you  have  any  good  for  me  in  ftore, 
Shew  it,  when  I  have  flain  this  fatal  Boar.  [_Exeunt. 

SCENE  in. 

Enter  Delphia  and  Drufilla  in  a  Tbrone  drawn  hy 
Dragons, 

Del,  Fix  here,  and  reft  a  while  your  (12)  Sail-ftretch*d 
Wings 

That  have  out-ftript  the  Winds ;  the  Eye  of  Heav'n 

[ii]  ——'^  Sail Jir etch' d  Winds']  I  can't  forbear  traofcribing  a 
Stanza  out  of  our  inimitable  Spenfer^  which  whether  our  Poets  had  in 
their  Eye  or  no  here,  the  Reader -mult  judge.    B.  i.  C.  11.  Stan.  10. 

His fiaggy  Wings  ivhen  forth  he  did  difplay^ 
Were  like  tnxjo  Sails y  in  nvhich  the  holh^v  Wind 
Is  gathered  fully  and  <worketh  fpeedy  uoay  : 
And  eke  the  Fens  that  did  his  Pinions  hindy 
Were  like  Main-yardsy  <voith  flying  Can'vas  lirid ; 
With  'which,  njuhen  as  hi7n  lift  the  Air  to  beat. 
And  there  hy  force  unKJOonted  Pajfage  find, 
The  Clouds  before  him  fed  for  Terror  great  y 
And  all  the  Heauens  food  full  amazed  ^uoith  his  Threat. 

Vol.  VI.  I  Durft 
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Durft  not  behold  your  Speed,  but  hid  itfelf 

Behind  the  groffeft  Clouds  5  and  the  pale  Moon 

Pluckt  in  her  filver  Horns,  trembling  for  fear 

That  my  ftrong  Spells  fliould  force  her  from  her  Sphere  ; 

Such  is  the  Power  of  Art. 

Dru.  Good  Aunt,  where  are  we  ? 

BeL  Look  down,  Drufilla^  on  thefe  lofty  Towers, 
Thefe  fpacious  Streets,  where  every  private  Houfe 
Appears  a  Palace  to  receive  a  King  : 
The  Site,  the  Wealth,  the  Beauty  of  the  Place, 
Will  foon  inform  thee  'tis  imperious  Rome^ 
Rome^  the  great  Miftrefs  of  the  conquer'd  World. 

Dru.  But  without  Diodes^  it  is  to  me 
Like  any  Wildernefs  we  have  pafs'd  o'erj 
Shall  I  not  fee  him  ? 

Del.  Yes,  and  in  full  Glory, 
And  glut  thy  greedy  Eyes  with  looking  on 
His  profperous  Succels  :  Contain  thyfelf ; 
For  though  all  things  beneath  us  are  tranfparent. 
The  fharpeft  fighted,  were  he  Eagle-ey*d, 
Cannot  difcover  us  ^  nor  will  we  hang 
Idle  Spectators  to  behold  his  Triumph. 

Enter  Diodes,  Maximinian,  Guards  Aper,  Senators, 
Geta,  Officers^  uuith  Litter. 

But  when  Occafion  fhall  prefent  itfelf, 

Do  fomething  to  add  to  it.    See,  he  comes.  [Grace, 

(13)  Dru.  How  God-like  he  appears  ?  With  fuch  a 
The  Giants  that  attempted  to  fcale  Heav'n, 
When  they  lay  dead  on  the  Phlegrean  Plain, 
Mars  did  appear  to  Joue,    Del  Forbear. 

Dio.  Look  on  this. 
And  when  with  Horror  thou  haft  view'd  thy  Deed, 
Thy  moft  accurfed  Deed,  be  thine  own  Judge, 
And  fee  (thy  Guilt  conHdet'd)  if  thou  canft 
Perfwade  thyfelf,  whom  thou  ftand'ft  bound  to  hate. 
To  hope  or  plead  for  Mercy. 

(13}  ThisPafTage.  for  the  bold  Ordination  of  the  Words,  may  ftand 
in  Compeut'on  with  any  in  Milton,  and  has  not  ic§  fellovv,  throughout 
the  \JioIe  Coilection  of  our  Authors  Plays.. 

Jper. 
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Aper.  I  confefs 
My  Life's  a  Burden  to  me. 

Dio.  Thou  art  like  thy  Name, 
A  cruel  Boar,  whofe  Snout  hath  rooted  up 
The  fruitful  Vineyard  of  the  Common- Wealth  : 
I  long  have  hunted  for  thee,  and  fince  now 
Thour't  in  the  Toil,  it  is  in  vain  to  hope 
Thou  ever  /halt  break  out  *,  thou  doft  deferve 
The  Hangman's  Hook,  or  to  be  punifhed 
More  Majorum^  whipt  with  Rods  to  Death, 
Or  any  way,  that  were  more  terrible. 
Yet,  fmce  my  future  Fate  depends  upon  thee. 
Thus  to  fulfil  great  Delphia\  Prophecy, 
Aper  (thou  fatal  Boar)  receive  the  Honour 
To  fall  by  Diodes  Hand.    Shine  clear,  my  Stars, 
That  ufher'd  me  to  tafte  this  common  Air, 
In  my  Entrance  to  the  World,  and  give  Applaufe 
To  this  great  Work.  [Mif/ick, 

Del,  Strike  Mufick  from  the  Spheres. 

Dru,  O  now  you  honour  me. 

Dio.  Ha In  the  Air  ? 

AIL  Miraculous. 

Max.  This  (hews  the  Gods  approve 
The  Perfon,  and  the  Ad :  Then  if  the  Senate 
I  '  (For  in  their  Eyes  I  read  the  Soldiers  Love) 
j  Think  Diodes  worthy  to  lupply  the  Place 
I  Of  dead  Numerianus^  as  he  ftands 

His  Heir  in  his  Revenge,  with  one  Confent 
Salute  him  Emperor. 

Sen.  Long  live  Diodes^ 
Auguftus^  Pater  Patri^^  and  all  Titles 
"    That  are  peculiar  only  to  the  defarsy 
We  gladly  throw  upon  him. 

Guard,  'We  confirm  it. 
And  will  defend  his  Honour  with  our  Swords 
Againft  the  World  ;  raife  him  to  the  Tribunal. 
'       I  Sen.  Fetch  the  Imperial  Robes,  and  as  a  Sign 
We  give  him  abfolute  Power  of  Life  and  Death, 
Bind  this  Sword  to  his  fide. 

I  \  2  Sri. 
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2  Sen.  Omit  no  Ceremony  ■ 
That  may  be  for  his  Honour. 

SONG. 

Max.  Still  the  Gods 
Exprefs  that  they  are  pleas'd  with  this  Eleftion. 

Geta.  My  Mafter  is  an  Emperor,  and  I  feel 
A  Senator's  Itch  upon  me  :  Would  I  could  hire 
Thefe  fine  invifible  Fidlers  to  play  to  me 
At  my  Inftalment. 
,  Dio.  I  embrace  your  Loves, 
And  hope  the  Honours  that  you  heap  upon  me. 
Shall  be  with  Strength  fupported.    It  fhall  be 
My  Study  to  appear  another  Jilas, 
To  ftand  firm  underneath  this  Heav'n  of  Empire, 
And  bear  it  boldly.    I  defire  no  Titles, 
But  as  I  fhall  deferve  'em.    I  will  keep 
The  Name  I  had,  being  a  private  Man, 
Only  with  fome  fmall  Difference ;  I  will  add 
To  Diodes  but  f  14)  two  fhort  Syllables, 
And  be  call'd  Dioclefianus. 

Geta.  That  is  fine ; 
I'll  follow  th'  Fafhion  5  and  when{rm  a  Sehator, 
I  will  be  no  more  plain  Geta^  but  be  call'd 
Lord  Getianus. 

Dru.  He  ne'er  thinks  of  me. 
Nor  of  your  Favour. 

Enter  Niger. 

Del,  If  he  dares  prove  falfe. 
Thefe  Glories  fliall  be  to  him,  as  a  Dream, 

(14)  I'uf  ituo  fhort  Syllables^ 

And  he  call'd  Dioclefianus .]  Thus  run  all  the  Copies  Ancient 
and  Modern  :  It  was  doubtleisfor  want  of  Attention  in  our  Authors 
that  this  Paflage  has  come  down  to  us  fo  incorred  :  For  if  we  muft 
read  tnvo  Jhort  Syllables,  what  muft  we  do  with  Dioclefianus,  which 
is  certainly  an  Addition  of  three  ?  And  if  we  read  Dloclejian,  which 
is  much  mere  agreeable  to  the  Meafure,  we  fhall  be  embarafs'd  with 
that  unlucky  Addition  of  Geta^  to  be  call'd  Getiajius.  I  am  however 
upon  the  whole,  for  reading  Dioclcfian,  becaufe  the  Verfe  will  run 
better,  and  becaufe  he  is  call'd  (J  through  the  reft  of  the  Play. 
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Or  an  enchanted  Bdnquet.  (15)  Nig.  From  CharinuSy 

From  great  Charinus^  who  with  Joy  hath  heard 

Of  your  Proceedings,  and  confirms  your  Honour  ; 

He,  with  his  beauteous  Sifter,  fair  Aurelia^ 

Are  come  in  Perfon,  like  themfelves  attended, 

To  gratulate  your  Fortune.  {^Loud  Mufick. 

Enter  Charinus,  Aureh'a  and  Attendants, 

Dio.  For  thy  News, 
Be  thou  in  France  Pro-Conful;  let  us  meet 
The  Emperor  with  all  Honour,  and  embrace  him, 
•  Dru,  O  Aunt  I  fear  this  Princefs  doth  eclipfe 
Th'  Opinion  of  my  Beauty,  though  I  were 
Myfelf  to  be  the  Judge. 

Del.  Rely  on  me. 

Char,  'Tis  Virtue,  and  not  Birth  that  makes  us  noble  : 
Great  Adlions  fpeak  great  Minds,  and  fuch  fliould  govern  ; 
And  you  are  grac'd  with  both.    Thus,  as  a  Brother, 
A  Fellow,  and  Co- partner  in  the  Empire, 
I  do  embrace  you  ;  may  we  live  fo  far 
From  Difference,  or  emulous  Competition, 
That  all  the  World  may  fay,  Although  two  Bodies, 
We  have  one  Mind. 

Aur.  When  I  look  on  the  Trunk 
Of  dear  Numerianus^  I  fhould  wafh 
His  Wounds  with  Tears,  and  pay  a  Sifter's  Sorrow 
To  his  fad  Fate  \  but  fince  he  lives  again 
I  n  your  moft  brave  JR.e venge,  I  bow  to  you. 
As  to  a  Power  that  gave  him  fecond  Life, 
And  will  make  good  my  promife.    If  you  find 
That  there  is  worth  in  me  that  may  deferve  you. 
And  that  in  being  your  Wife,  I  ftiall  not  bring 
Difquiet  and  Diftionour  to  your  Bed, 
('Although  my  Youth  and  Fortune  ftiould  require 

(15)  Or  an  Inchanted  Banquet. 

Nig.  From  Charinus  n)oho  lAJith,  kc."]  The  Addition  I  have 
made  to  the  preknt  Text,  (which  is  no  inconfidexab'e  one)  is  from 
the  Copy  of  1647.  It  fupplies  the  Hemillich  afcer  Delphian  Speech, 
and  fills  up  the  Hobiing  Line  which  begun  that  of  Niger  in  all  the 
other  Editions. 

I  3  Both 
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Both  to  be  fu'd  and  fought  to,)  here  I  yield 
Myfelt  at  your  Devotion. 

Dio.  O  you  Gods, 
Teach  me  how  to  be  thankful ;  you  have  pour'd 
All  Bleffings  on  me,  that  ambitious  Man 
Could  ever  fancy  :  'Till  this  happy  Minute 
I  ne'er  faw  Beauty,  or  believ'd  there  could  be 
Perfedtion  in  a  Woman.    I  fliall  live 
To  ferve  and  honour  you,  upon  my  Knees 
I  thus  receive  you ;  and,  fo  you  vouchfafe  it. 
This  day  Pm  doubly  married,  to  the  Empire, 
And  your  befl:  felf. 

DeL  Falfe  and  perfidious  Villain.  ' 

Dru,  Let  me  fall  headlong  on  him  :  O  my  Stars ! 
This  I  forefavv  and  fear'd. 

Cha.  Call  forth  a  Flamen. 
This  Knot  fhall  now  be  ty'd. 

DeL  But  I  will  loofe  it. 
If  Art  or  Hell  have  any  ftrength. 

Enter  a  Flamen,        [Thunder  and  Lightning. 

Cha.  Prodigious  ! 

Max.  How  foon  the  day's  o'ercaft  ? 

Fla.  The  figns  are  fatal ; 
Juno  fmiles  not  upon  this  Match,  and  fhews  too 
iihe  has  her  Thunder. 

Dio.  Can  there  be  a  flop 
In  my  full  Fortune  ^ 

Cha.  We're  too  violent, 
And  I  repent  the  hade  :  we  firft  fhould  pay 
Our  lateft  duty  to  the  dead,  and  then 
Proceed  difcreedy.    Let's  take  up  the  Body, 
And  when  we've  plac'd  his  Alhes  in  his  Urn, 
We'll  try  the  Gods  again;  for  wife- Men  fay. 
Marriage  and  Obfequies  don't  fuic  one  day.        [Sen.  Ex, 

Del  So,  'tis  defer'd  yet,  in  defpight  of  falfhood  : 
Comfort,  Dru/illa^  for  he  fhall  be  thine, 
(i6)  Or  wifti,  in  vain,  he  were.  Note,  I  will  punifii 

(i6)  Or  ^ifh  in  fuain  he  unere  not.  I  ivill punijh  ]  To  talk  thui; 
was  not  talking  like  a  Prophetefs,  or  like  a  Perfon  of  common  Seni'e. 
fie/hall  be  yours,  fays  (he  to  Druftlh,  or  'wijh  in  n^ain,  he  vjere  not. 

His 
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His  Perjury  to  th*  height,    {a)  Mount  up,  my  Birds ; 
Some  Rites  I'm  to  perform  to  Hecate^ 
To  perfeft  my  defigns  ;  which  once  perform*d. 
He  lhall  be  made  obedient  to  thy  Cafl, 
I    Or  in  his  Ruin  I  will  bury  all.       [Jfcends  in  the  thront. 


ACT    III.     SCENE  L 

Enter  Maximinian,  folus. 

Max,  \yC7Hat  powerful  Star  fhin'd  at  this  Man*s  Na- 

▼  ▼  tivity. 
And  blefs'd  his  homely  Cradle  with  full  Glory 
What  throngs  of  People  prefs  and  buz  about  him, 
And  with  their  humming  flatteries  ling  him  Ctefar^ 
Sing  him  aloud,  and  grow  hoarle  with  laluting  him  ? 
How  the  fierce-minded  Soldier  fteals  in  to  him, 
Adores  and  courts  his  Honour  ?  at  his  Devotion 
Their  Lives,  their  Virtues  and  their  Fortunes  laying  ? 
Charinu$  fues,  the  Emperor  entreats  him. 
And  as  a  brighter  flame,  takes  his  Beams  from  him : 
The  blefs'd  and  bright  Aurelia^  Ihe  doats  on  him. 
And  as  the  God  of  Love,  burns  Incenfe  to  him ; 
All  Eyes  live  on  him.    Yet  Pm  ftill  Maximinian^ 
Sdll  the  fame  poor  and  wretched  thing,  his  Servant, 
What  have  1  got  by  this  ?  where  lies  my  Glory  ? 

Why  fo  ?  What  Occafion  for  Diodes  to  wifh  in  vain  that  he  was  not 
hers  ?  Since  'twas  fad  that  he  was  not  :  The  Alteration  I  have  made, 
depends  only  upon  the  Change  of  a  Point,  and  the  Addition  ofa  fmgle 
Letter,  one  of  which  might  be  eafily  overlook'd,  and  the  other  dropt. 

Mr.  Seward,  upon  my  laying  my  Finger  cn  this  Paffage,  agreed 
it  was  corrupt,  and  oftcr'd  to  read  Nonv  for  Note :  The  Reader  is  letc 
to  his  Choice,  feeing  both  are  at  his  Service. 

i^a)   Mount  up  my  Birds.'}  She  means  Dragons.    Thus  what 

has,  or  is  fuppos'd  to  have.  Wings,  as  the  Dragons  here,  is  by  our 
Poets  cairda  Bird.  Shake/pear  takes  much  the  fiimekind  of  Liberty 
in  his  Antony  Cleopatra,  when  he  calls  his  Afpics  Worms  of 
and  Milton,  in  Imitation  of  his  great  Mailer,  gives  the  Serpent  in 
Paradife  Loji  the  fame  Name,  as  coming  I  fuppofe  under  the  Deno- 
mination of  Repiiles. 

I  4  How 
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How  am  I  raised  and  honour'd  ?  I  have  gone  as  far 
To  woo  this  purblind  Honour,  and  have  pafs'd 
As  many  dangerous  Expeditions, 
As  noble,  and  as  high  ;  nay,  in  his  Deftiny, 
Whilft  'twas  unknown,  have  run  as  many  hazards. 
And  done  as  much,  fweat  thorough  as  many  Perils ; 
Only  the  Hangman  of  Volutius  Apr^ 
Which  I  miftook,  has  made  him  Emperor, 
And  me  his  Slave. 

Enter  Delphia,  and  Drufilla. 

Del.  Stand  ftill,  he  cannot  fee  us, 
"Till  I  pleafe;  mark  him  well,  this  difcontentment 
I've  forc'd  into  him,  for  thy  caufe,  Drufilla. 

Mas,  Can  the  Gods  fee  this, 
See  it  with  juftice,  and  confer  their  bleflings 
On  him,  that  never  flung  one  grain  of  Incenfe 
Upon  their  Altars  ?  never  bow'd  his  Knee  yet ; 
And  I  that  have  marched  foot  by  foot,  ftruck  equally, 
And  whilft  he  was  a  gleaning,  have  been  praying. 
Contemning  his  bafe  covetous  

DeL  Now  we'll  be  open. 

Maic,  Blefs  me,  and  with  all  Reverence. 

Del.  Stand  up.  Son, 
And  wonder  not  at  thy  ungrateful  Uncle  ; 
I  know  thy  thoughts,  and  1  appear  to  eafe  'em. 

Max.  O  Mother,  did  I  ftand  the  tenth  part  to  ye 
Engag'd  and  fetter'd,  as  mine  Uncle  does. 
How  would  I  ferve,  how  would  I  fall  before  ye  ? 
The  poorer  Powers  we  worfhip  

Del.  Peace,  and  flatter  not ; 
Ncceflity  and  Anger  draws  this  from  ye. 
Of  both  v/hich  I  will  quit  ye  :  For  your  Uncle 
I  fpoke  this  Honour,  and  it  fell  upon  him, 
Fell  to  his  full  content :  he  has  forgot  me. 
For  all  my  care,  forgot  me  and  his  Vow  too  \ 
As  if  a  Dream  had  vamfh'd,  fo  h'as  loft  me. 
And.  I  him,  let  him  now  ftand  faft.    Come  hither. 
My  care  is  now  on  3^ou. 

May;.  O  bleftcd  Mother! 
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Del.  Stand  ftill,  and  let  me  work.  So  now,  Maximinian^ 
Go,  and  appear  in  Court,  and  eye  Aurelia  ; 
Believe  what  I  have  done,  concerns  ye  highly. 
Stand  in  her  view,  make  your  Addrefles  to  her  ; 
She  is  the  Stair  of  Honour.    1*11  fay  no  more. 
But  Fortune  is  your  Servant:  go. 

Max,  With  Reverence, 
All  this  as  holy  Truths——  {Exit. 

Bel,  Believe,  and  profper. 

Dru,  Yet  all  this  cures  not  me,  but  as  much  credit, 
As  much  belief  from  Dioclefian 

Enter  Geta,  Li5forSy  and  Suitors  with  Petitions, 

Del,  Be  not  dejeded  j  I  have  warn'd  ye  often  ; 
The  proudeft  thoughts  he  has,  I'll  humble.    Who's  this? 

0  'tis  the  Fool  and  Knave  grown  a  grave  Officer. 
Here's  hot  and  high  Preferment. 

Geta.  What's  your  Bill  ? 
For  Gravel  for  the  Appian  way,  and  Pills  \ 
Is  the  way  Rheumatick  ? 

I  Suit,  'Tis  Piles,  and't  pleafe  you. 

Geta,  Remove  me  thofe  Piles  to  (17)  Port  Efquiline^ 
Fitter  the  Place,  my  Friend :  you  lliall  be  paid. 

I  Suit,  I  thank  your  Worfhip. 

Geta,  Thank  me  when  ye  have  it. 
Thank  me  another  way,  ye  are  an  Afs  elfe. 

1  know  my  Office  ;  you  are  for  the  Streets,  Sir. 
Lord,  how  ye  throng  !  that  Knave  has  eaten  Garlick, 
Whip  him  and  bring  him  back. 

(17)   For/ Efquiline,]  So  our  great  Spencer,  from  vvhom 

this  Paflage  feems  to  have  been  taken.  B.  2.  C.  9,  Stan.  32, 

But  all  the  Liquor y  ^jjhich  nx)as  foul  and  <wajle. 
Not  good  nor  ferwiceable  elfe  for  ought , 
They  in  another  great  round  Veffel  placed, 

ill  by  a  Conduit-Pipe  it  the/ice  noere  brought  : 
And  all  the  rejiy  that  nayous  nvas  and  nought. 
By  fecret  uaays  that  none  might  it  efpy. 
Was  clofe  connjefdy  and  to  the  hack  Gate  brought, 
That  cleped  ivas  Port  Efquiline,  ivhereby 
It  "xas  a'voided  quite,  and  thro"Mn  out ^ri'vily. 


3  Suit, 
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3  Suit.  I  befeech  your  Worfhip, 

Here's  an  old  reckoning  for  the  Dung  and  Dirt,  Sir. 

Geta.  It  ftinks  like  chee,  away.    Yet  Jet  him  tarry, 
His  Bill  fliall  quit  his  Breath.    Give  your  Petitions 
In  feemly  fort,  and  keep  your  Hats  off,  decently. 
For  Icowring  the  Water-courfes  thorow  the  Cities  ; 
A  fine  Periphrafis  of  a  Kennel-raker. 
Did  ye  fcour  all,  my  Friend  ?  ye  had  fome  bufinefs; 
Who  fhall  fcour  you.?  you're  to  be  paid,  I  take  it, 
When  Surgeons  fwear  you  have  performed  your  Office. 

4  Suit.  Your  Worlhip's  merry. 
Geta.  We  mule  be  fometimes  witty. 

To  nick  a  Knave ;  'tis  as  ufeful  as  our  Gravity. 
I'll  take  no  more  Petitions,  I  am  pefter'd. 
Give  me  fome  reft. 

4  Suit.  I've  brought  the  Gold,  and't  plcafe  ye. 
About  the  Place  ye  promifed. 

Geta.  See  him  enter'd. 
How  does  your  Daughter  ? 

4  Suit.  Better  your  Worlliip  thinks  of  her.  [ter. 

Geta.  This  is  with  theleaft.  But  let  me  fee  your  Daugh- 
•Tis  a  good  forward  Maid,  I'll  join  her  with  ye. 
I  do  befeech  ye  leave  me, 

U5i.  Ye  fee  the  Edile's  bufy. 

Geta,  And  look  t'  your  Places,  or  I'll  make  ye  fmoak  elfe. 
Sirrah,  I  drank  a  Cup  of  Wine  at  your  Houfe  Yefterday, 
A  good  fmart  Wine. 

Li^.  Send  him  the  piece,  he  likes  it. 

Geta.  And  eat  the  beft  wild  Boar  at  that  fame  Farmer's. 

2  Suit.  I've  half  left  yet :  your  Worftiip  fhall'  com- 
mand it. 

Geta.  A  bit  will  ferve ;  give  me  fome  reft ;  Gods  help  rae, 
How  fhall  I  labour  when  I  am  a  Senator  ? 

Del.  'Tis  a  fit  place  indeed.  'Save  your  Mafterfhip  j 
Do  you  know  us,  Sir  } 

Geta.  Thefe  Women  are  ftill  troublefome. 
There  be  Houfes  providing  for  fuch  wretched  Women, 
And  fome  fmall  Rents,  to  fet  ye  a  Spinning. 

Dru.  Sir, 

We  are  no  Spinfters  5  nor,  if  you  look  on  us, 

So 

I 
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So  wretched  as  you  take  us. 

DeL  Does  your  Mightinefs, 
That  is  a  great  deftroycr  of  your  Memory, 
Yet  underiland  our  Faces  ? 

Geta.  Prithee  keep  off,  Woman ; 
It  is  not  fic  I  fhould  know  every  Creature. 
Although  I've  been  familiar  with  thee  heretofore, 
I  muft  not  know  thee  now,  my  Place  negledls  thee. 
Yet,  'caufe  I  deign  a  glimpfe  of  your  remembrances. 
Give  me  your  Suits,  and  wait  me  a  Month  hence. 

DeL  Our  Suits  are,  Sir,  to  fee  the  Emperor, 
The  Emperor  Diocleftan^  to  fpeak  to  him, 
And  not  to  wait  on  you.    We've  told  you  all.  Sir. 

Geta,  I  laugh  at  your  fimplicity,  poor  Women  5 
See  the  Emperor?  Why  you  are  dcceiv'd  ;  now 
The  Emperor  appears  but  once  in  feven  Years, 
And  then  he  fhines  not  on  fuch  Weeds  as  you  are. 
Forward,  and  keep  your  State,  and  keep  Beggars  from 
me. 

Dru,  Here  is  a  pretty  Youth..  \^Exeunt. 
Enter  Dioclefian.  * 

Bel,  He  fhall  be  pretty, 
Or  I  will  want  my  will,  fince  y'  are  fo  high.  Sir, 
I'll  raife  ye  higher,  or  my  Art  fhall  fail  me. 
Stand  dole,  he  comes. 

Bio,  How  am  I  crofs'd*  and  tortur'd? 
My  mod  wifli'd  Happinefs,  my  lovely  Miftrefi, 
That  muft  make  good  my  hopes,  and  link  my  Greatnefs, 
Yet  fever'd  from  mine  Arms  ?  Tell  me,  high  Heav'n, 
How  have  I  fm'd,  that  you  lliould  fpeak  in  Thunder, 
In  horrid  Thunder,  when  my  Heart  was  ready 
To  leap  into  her  Breaft  ?  the  Prieft  was  ready  ^ 
The  joyful  Virgins  and  the  young  Men  ready  ^ 
When  Hymen  llood  with  all  his  flames  about  him 
Blefling  the  Bed?  the  Houfe  with  full  joy  fweating? 
And  expedlation,  like  the  Roman  Eagle, 
Took  ftand,  and  call'd  all  Eyes  ?  Ic  was  your  Honour  \ 
And  e'er  you  give  it  full^  do  you  deftroy  it  ? 

*  Enter  Diccles.]  See  Note  30th. 

Or 
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Or  was  there  fome  dire  Star  ?  fome  DeviJ  that  did  it  ? 
Some  fad  mah'gnant  Angel  to  mine  Honour  ? 
With  you,  I  dare  not  rage. 

Del.  With  me  thou  canft  not. 
Though  it  was  I.    Nay,  look  not  pale  and  frighted, 
I'll  fright  thee  more.    With  me  thou  canil  not  quarrel ; 
I  rais'd  the  Thunder  to  rebuke  thy  falfhood ; 
Look  here,  to  her  thy  falfhood.    Now  be  angry. 
And  be  as  great  in  Evil  as  in  Empire. 

T>io,  Blefs  me,  ye  Powers. 

Del  Thou  haft  full  need  of  Blcfilng. 
'Twas  I,  that  at  thy  great  Inauguration, 
Hung  in  the  Air  unfeen  :  'twas  I  that  honour'd  thee 
With  various  Muficks,  and  fweet  founding  Airs  j 
'Twas  I  infpir'd  the  Soldier's  Heart  with  wonder. 
And  made  him  throw  himfelf  with  Love  and  Duty, 
Low  as  thy  Feet  \  'twas  I  that  fix'd  him  to  thee. 
But  why  did  I  all  this  }  To  keep  thy  Konefty, 
Thy  Vow  and  Faith;  that  once  forgot  and  flighted, 
Aurelia  in  regard,  the  Marriage  ready. 
The  Prieft  and  all  the  Ceremonies  prefent, 
*Twas  I  that  thundred  loud,  'twas  I  that  threatned, 
'Twas  I  that  caft  a  dark  Face  over  Heav'n, 
And  fmote  yc  all  with  terror. 

Dm,  Yet  confider, 
As  ye  are  noble,  as  I  have  deferv'd  ye ; 
For  yet  y'are  free:  If  neither  Faith  nor  Promife, 
The  Deeds  of  elder  Times,  may  be  remembred. 
Let  thefe  new-dropping  Tears ;  for  I  ftill  love  ye, 
Thefe  Hands  held  up  to  Heav'n  ,  ' 

Dio,  I  mult  not  pity  ye ; 
'Tis  not  wife  in  me. 

DeL  How  ?  Not  wife 

Dio.  Nor  honourable. 
A  Princefs  is  my  Love,  and  doats  upon  me: 
A  fair  and  lovely  Princefs  is  my  Miftrefs. 
I  am  an  Emperor  *,  confider,  Prophetefs, 
Now  my  Embraces  are  for  Queens  and  Princefles, 
For  Ladies  of  high  Mark,  for  divine  Beauties : 
To  look  fo  low  as  this  cheap  common  Sweetnefs, 
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Would  fpeak  me  bafe,  my  Names  and  Glories  nothing. 
I  grant  I  made  a  Vow,  what  was  I  then  ? 
As  flie  is  now,  of  no  fort,  (Hope  made  me  promife) 
(18)  But  as  I'm  now;  to  keep  this  Vow,  were  monllrous, 
A  mad nefs,  and  a  low  inglorious  fondnefs. 

Del.  Take  heed,  proud  Man. 

Dru.  Princes  may  love  with  Titles, 
But  I  with  Truth. 

Del,  Take  heed  ;  here  (lands  thy  Deftiny  ; 
Thy  Fate  here  followeth. 

Dio.  Thou  doating  Sorcerefs, 
Would'ft  have  me  love  this  Thing,  that's  not  worthy 
To  kneel  unto  my  Saint  ?  To  kiis  her  Shadow  ? 
Great  Princes  are  her  Slaves  \  felefted  Beauties 
Bow  at  her  beck,  the  mighty  Perftan's  Daughter 
(Bright  as  the  breaking  Eaft,  as  th*  Mid-day  Glorious) 
Waits  her  Commands,  and  grows  proud  in  her  Pleafures. 
I'll  fee  her  honoured  j  fome  Watch  1  fliall  think  of. 
That  fhall  advance  ye  both ;  mean  time  Til  favour  ye. 

Del.  Mean  time  Pll  haunt  thee.    Cry  not,  Wench, 
be  confident, 
E'er  long,  thou  fhalt  more  pity  him  (obferve  me) 
And  pity  him  in  truth,  than  now  thou  feek'ft  him  : 
My  Art  and  I  are  yet  Companions,  Come,  Girl.  [^Exeunt, 

S     C     E     N     E   .  IL 

Enter  Geta,  and  Lidors. 

Geta.  I  am  too  merciful,  I  find  it.  Friends, 
And  of  too  foft  a  Nature  to  be  an  Officer ; 
I  bear  too  much  Remorfe, 

I  i/^.  'Tis  your  own  fault,  Sir  ; 
For  look  you,  one  fo  newly  warm  in  Office 
Should  lay  about  him  blindfold,  like  true  Juftice, 

(18)  But  noi'j  I  afn]  Now  I  am  what  ?  of  no  fort,  ^ffr.  tobefure. 
But  this  is  not  what  he  meant  to  fay,  but,  as  it  feems,  quite  the  Con- 
trary.  And  accordingly  I  have  reformed  the  Text. 

Mr,  Seward  offer'd  the  fame  Conjedure. 

Hit 
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Hit  where  it  will,  the  more  ye  whip  and  hang,  Sir, 
(Though  without  caufe  5  Jet  that  declare  'tfclf  afterward) 
The  more  ye  are  admired. 

Geta.  I  think  I  fhall  be.  ■■ 

2  Li5f,  Your  Worfiiip  is  a  Man  of  a  fpare  Body, 
And  prone  to  Anger. 

Geta.  Nay,  1  will  be  angry. 
And,  the  beft  is,  I  need  not  Ihew  my  Reafon. 

2  Licl.  You  need  not.  Sir,  your  Place  is  without  Reafon  5 
And  what  you  want  in  Growth  and  full  Proportion, 
Make  up  in  Rule  and  Rigour. 

Geta.  A  rare  Counfellor; 
Inftrud  me  further.  Is  it  fit,  my  Friends, 
The  Emperor  my  Mafter  Biocleftan 
Should  now  remember  or  the  Times  or  Manners 
That  caird  him  plain  down  Diodes  ? 

1  Li^,  He  mull  not. 

It  (lands  not  with  his  Royalty. 

Geta.  I  grant  ye, 
I  being  then  the  Edile  Getianus^ 
A  Man  of  Place,  and  Judge,  is*t  held  requifitc 
I  fliould  commit  to  my  confideratioa 
Thole  Rafcals  of  removed  and  ragged  Hours, 
That  with  unrev'rend  Mouths  call'd  me  Slave  Geta  ? 

2  Li^.  You  muft  forget  their  Names ;  your  Honour 

bids  ye.  « 

Geta,  I  do  forget  'cm ;  but  I'll  hang  their  Natures : 
I  will  afcend  my  Place,  which  is  of  Juftice ; 
And  Mercy,  I  forget  thee. 

Suit,  A  rare  Magiftrate  ; 
Another  Solon  fure. 

Geta.  Bring  out  th*  Offenders.  [be. 

I  Li5i,  There  are  none  yet.  Sir,  but  no  doubt  there  will 
But  if  you  pleafe  touch  fome  things  of  thofe  Natures. 

Geta.  And  am  I  ready,  and  mine  Anger  too  ? 
The  Melancholy  of  a  Magiftrate  upon  me. 
And  no  Offenders  to  execute  my  Fury  ? 
Ha  ?  No  Offenders,  Knaves  .^^ 

I  Li5t,  There  are  Knaves  indeed.  Sir, 
But  we  hope  fliortly  t'  have  'em  'fore  yOur  Worlhip. 

Geta. 
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Geta,  No  Men  to  hang  or  whip  ?  Are  you  good  Officers, 
That  provide  no  Fuel  for  a  Judge's  Fury  ?  [ye. 
In  this  Place  fomething  muft  be  done ;  this  Chair,  I  tell 
When  I  fit  down,  muft  favour  of  Severity  : 
Therefore  I  warn  ye  all,  bring  me  lewd  People, 
Or  likely  to  be  lewd  ;  Twigs  muft  be  cropc  too  j 
Let  me  have  evil  Perfons  in  abundance, 
Or  make  'em  evil ;  'tis  all  one,  do  but  fay  (b. 
That  I  may  have  fit  matter  for  a  Magiftrate  ; 
And  let  me  work.  If  I  fit  empty  once  more. 
And  lofe  my  longing,  as  I  am  true  Edik^ 
And  as  I  hope  to  re£tify  my  Country,  [wealth  : 

You  are  thofe  Scabs  Pll  fcratch  off  from  the  Common- 
You  are  thofe  Rafcals  of  the  State  (19J  Pll  tread  on, 
And  you  ftiall  find  and  feel  

2  Li^,  You  ftiall  have  many. 
Many  notorious  People. 

Geta.  Let  'em  be  People, 
And  take  ye  notorious  to  yourfel ves.  Mark  me,  my  Liftors, 
And  you  the  reft  of  my  Officials ; 
If  1  be  angry,  as  my  Place  will  ask  it. 
And  want  fit  matter  to  difpofe  my  Authority, 
Pll  hang  a  hundred  of  ye  :  Pll  not  ftay  longer. 
Nor  enquire  no  further  into  your  Ofi^ences  ; 
It  is  fufficient  that  I  find  no  Criminals, 
And  therefore  I  muft  make  fome  ;  if  I  cannot, 
Suff^er  myfelf ;  for  fo  runs  my  Commiffion. 

Suit.  An  admirable,  zealous  and  true  Juftice. 

I  Li^.  1  cannot  hold ;  if  there  be  any  People, 

Of  what  degree  loever,  or  what  quality. 

That  would  behold  the  wonderful  works  of  Juftice 

In  a  new  Officer,  a  Man  conceal'd  yet. 

Let  him  repair,  and  fee,  and  hear,  and  wonder 

At  the  moft  wife  and  gracious  Getianus. 
• 

{19)  1  treat  of^  The  old  Reading  is  Senfc,  but  very  flat.  He  had 
us'd  a  ftrong  Metaphor  in  the  Line  before,  and  his  Humoar  ihould 
require  another  Itrong  one  in  this,  which  1  have  given  him  by  a 
flight  Change.  It  might  pofiibly  have  been —  I  threaten,  which  was 
xny  firll  Conje6lure,  but  the  latter  feems  preferable. 

Mr.  Sezvard. 

Enkr 
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Delphia,  W  Drufilla. 

Geta,  This  qualifies  a  little.  What  are  thefe  ? 

Bel  You  fhall  not  mourn  ftilJ :  Times  of  Recreation, 
T' allay  this  fadnefs,  mud  be  fought.  What's  here  ? 
A  fuperftitious  Flock  of  fenfeJefs  People 
Worlhiping  a  Sign  in  Office? 

Geta.  Lay  hold  on  her,  {Guards  feize  her. 

And  hold  her  faft. 

She'll  flip  thorow  your  Fingers  like  an  Eel  cJfe  ; 
I  know  her  tricks  5  hold  her,  I  fay,  and  bind  her. 
Or  hang  her  firft,  and  then  111  teJi  her  wherefore. 

Del,  What  have  I  done  ? 

Geta.  Thou'ft  done  enough  t*  undo  thee  ; 
Thou  haft  preffed  to  the  Emperor's  Prefence  without  my 

Warrant, 
1  being  his  Key  and  Image. 

Del.  You  are  an  Image  indeed. 
And  of  the  coarfeft  fluff,  and  the  worft  making 
That  e'er  I  look'd  on  yet ;  I'll  make  as  good  an  Image 
of  an  Afs. 

Geta,  Befides,  thou  art  a  Woman  of  a  lewd  Life. 

Del,  I  am  no  Whore,  Sir,  nor  no  common  Fame 
Has  yet  proclaim'd  me  to  the  People,  vitious. 

Geta.  Thou  art  to  me  a  damnable  lewd  Woman, 
Which  is  as  much  as  all  the  People  fwore  it ; 
I  know  thou  art  a  keeper  of  tame  Devils  : 
And  whereas  great  and  grave  Men  of  my  Place 
Can  by  the  Laws  b'  allow'd  but  one  apiece. 
For  their  own  Services  and  Recreations ; 
Thou,  like  a  traiterous  Quean,  keep'ft  twenty  Devils ; 
Twenty  in  ordinary. 

Del,  Pray  ye,  Sir,  be  pacified. 
If  that  be  all ;  and  if  ye  want  a  Servant, 
You  fhall  have  one  of  mine  fhall  ferve  for  nothing. 
Faithful,  and  diligent,  and  a  wife  Devil  too  ; 
Think  for  what  End. 

Geta.  Let  her  alone,  'tis  ufeful ;  [The  Guards  releafe  her. 
We  Men  of  Bufinefs  muft  ufe  fpeedy  Servants  ; 

Let 
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Let  me  fee  your  Family. 

Del,  Think  but  one,  he  is  ready. 

Geta,  A  Devil  for  inteJligence  ?  No,  no, 
HeMl  He  beyond  all  Travellers.    A  State-devil? 
Neither  ;  he  will  undo  me  at  mine  own  Weapon. 
For  Execution  ?  He  will  hang  me  too. 
Pd  have  a  handfom,  plealant,  and  a  fine  She-deviJ, 
To  entertain  the  Ladies  that  come  to  me ; 
A  travelled  Devil  too,  that  fpeaks  the  Tongues, 
And  a  neat  carving  Devil.  \MuficL 

Enter  a  She-devil. 
Del.  Be  not  feat*ful. 

Gela.  A  pretty  brown  Devil'faith ;  may  I  not  kifs  her  ? 
Del,  Yes  and  embrace  her  too  ;  (he  is  your  Servant. 
Fear  not,  her  Lips  are  cool  enough. 
Geta.  She  is  marvellous  well  mounted  5  what's  her  Name  ? 
Del.  Lucifera. 

Geta,  Come  hither,  Lucifera^  and  kifs  me. 
Del.  Let  her  fit  on  your  Knee. 
Geta.  The  Chair  turns,  hey-boys  : 
Pleafant  i'faith,  and  a  fine  facetious  Devil.  [pance^' 
Del.  She  would  whifper  in  your  Ear,  and  tell  ye 
wonders. 

(20)  [Geta.  Come  what's  her  Name  ?  Del.  Lucifer a.'\ 
Geta,  Come,  Lucie^  come  fpeak  thy  Mind.  I  am  cer- 
tain burnt  to  Afhes.  \Exemt. 

I  have  a  kind  of  Glafs-houfe  in  my  Cod-piece. 

Are  thefe  the  flames  of  State  ?  Pm  roafted  over, 

Over,  and  over-roafied.    Is  this  Office? 

The  pleafures  of  Authority?  Pll  no  moreon't. 

Till  I  can  puniih  Devils  too  ;  I'll  quit  it. 

Some  other  Trade  now,  and  fome  courfe  lefs  dangerous. 

Or  certainly  1*11  Tile  again  for  two-pence.  [Exit. 

(20)  This  Queftion  and  Anfwer  I  would  rejeft  as  an  idle  Tauto- 
logy }  otherwife  the  Fault  of  a  very  Ihort  Memory,  muft  be  laid  xm 
fomebody's  Charge, 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Charinus,  Aurelia,  Caffana,  AmbaJjadorSy 
and  Attendants. 

Aur.  Never  difpute  with  me,  you  cannot  have  her. 
Nor  name  the  greatnefs  of  your  King  ;  I  fcorn  him  : 
Your  Knees  to  me  are  nothing;  Ihould  he  bow  too. 
It  were  his  Duty,  and  {21)  my  Power  to  flight  him. 

Cha,  She  is  her  Woman  ;  never  fue  to  me. 
And  in  her  Power  to  render  her,  or  keep  her; 
And  flie,  my  Sifter,  not  to  be  compelled, 
Nor  have  her  own  fnatch'd  from  her. 

Amb.  We  defire  not, 
But  for  what  Ranfom  fhe  fhall  pleafe  to  think  of ; 
Jewels,  or  Towns,  or  Provinces. 

Aur.  No  ranfom. 
No,  not  your  King's  own  Head,  his  Crown  upon  it. 
And  all  the  low  Subjeftions  of  his  People. 

Amb,  Fair  Princes  fhould  have  tender  Thoughts. 
Aur.  Is  fhe  too  good 
To  wait  upon  the  mighty  Emperor's  Sifter  ? 
What  Princefs  of  that  Sweetnefs,  or  that  Excellence, 
Sprung  from  the  proudeft,  and  the  mightieft  Monarchs, 
But  may  be  highly  bleft  to  be  my  Servant  ? 
Caf,  'Tis  moft  true,  mighty  Lady. 
Aur.  Has  my  fair  Ufage 
Made  you  fo  much  defpife  me  and  your  Fortune, 
That  ye  grow  weary  of  my  Entertainments  ? 
Henceforward,  as  ye  are,  I  will  command  ye. 
And  as  you  were  ordain'd  my  Prifoner, 
My  Slave,  and  one  I  may  difpofe  of  any  way. 
No  more  my  fair  Companion  ^  tell  your  King  fo : 

(21)  ?ny  Poivery  &c.]  Perhaps  this  Reading  may  be  explained  'mt9 
Senfe,  and  fo  I  have  not  diiturb'd,  or  difplac'd  it:*  But  I  have  all 
along  fufpedled  we  Ihould  read  thus  j 

//  ivere  his  Duty,  and  my  Part  to  flight  him. 
By  this  Alteration,  Jurelia\  Pride  is  mounted  to  its  highefl:  pitch, 
and  llie  fooths  her  Vanity  at  the  Expence  of  no  Lefs  a  Man  than  the 
Gxeat  King,  the  King  of  Perfla. 

And 


The  Prophetefs.  147 

And  if  he  had  more  Sifters,  I  would  have  'em. 
And  life  'eai  as  I  pleafe.    You  have  your  Anfwer. 

Amb,  We  muft  take  fome  other  way.  Force  muft 
compel  it.  [Exmii. 
Enter  Maximinian. 

Max,  Now  if  thou  be' ft  a  Prophetefs,  and  can' ft  do 
Things  of  that  Wonder  that  thy  Tongue  deHvers, 
Can'ft  raife  me  too,  I  lhall  be  bound  to  fpeak  thee  : 
I  half  believe,  confirm  the  other  to  me. 
And  Monuments  to  all  fucceeding  Ages, 
Of  thee,  and  of  thy  Piety. — Now  fhe  eyes  me. 
Now  work  great  Power  of  Art ;  ftie  moves  unto  me  : 
How  fweet,  how  fair,  and  lovely  her  Afpedts  are  }  [me. 
Her  Eyes  are  like  bright  {22)  Eoan  Flames  ftiot  through 

Aur,  O  my  fair  Friend,  where  have  you  been  ? 

Max,  What  am  I  ? 
What  does  flie  take  me  for    Work  ftill,  work  ftrongly. 

w4«r.  Where  have  you  fled,  my  Loves  and  my  Embraces  ? 

Max,  I  am  beyond  my  Wits. 

Aur,  Can  one  poor  Thunder, 
Whofe  Caufes  are  as  common  as  his  Noife, 
Make  ye  defer  your  lawful  and  free  Pleafures  ? 
Strike  Terror  to  a  Soldier's  Heart,  a  Monarch's  ? 
Th'row  all  the  Fires  of  angry  Heav'n  ;  th'rowTempefts, 
That  fmg  of  nothing  but  Deftrudlion, 
Ev'n  underneath  the  Bolt  of  Jove^  then  ready. 
And  aiming  dreadfully,  I  would  feek  you. 
And  flie  into  your  Arms. 

Max,  I  ftiall  be  mighty, 
And  (which  I  never  knew  yet^  I  am  goodly; 
For  certain,  a  moft  handfome  Man. 

Cha,  Fie,  Sifter, 
What  a  forgetful  Weaknefs  is  this  in  ye  ? 
What  a  light  Prefence  ^  Thefe  are  Words  and  Offers 
Due  only  to  your  Husband,  Diodefian^ 
This  free  Behaviour  only  his. 

(22)   like  bright  loan  Flames]  This  nonfenfical  Corruption 

runs  through  the  Folio  of  1647,  and  the  Odavo  of  171 1.  The 
Reading  (which  is  undoubtedly  the  true  one)  ia  the  prefent  Text, 
1  have  inferted  from  the  Folio  of  1679. 

K  2  Aur. 
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A'^-^.  'T:s  ftrange, 
T  n:  c.-'y  empr\'  Names  compel  Afeftions : 
T -  is  Mm,  ye  fee,  give  him  what  Name  or  Tide, 
Let  it  be  ne'er  fo  poor,  ne*er  lb  dcfpis'd.  Brother, 
This  lovely  Man-  

Max.  Though  I  be  hang'd,  I'll  forward  ; 
For,  certain,  I  am  excellent,  and  knew  doc.  [Sir. 

Awr.  This  rare  and  fwcet  young  Man,  fee  how  he  looks. 

Max.  rU  juftle  hard,  dear  Uncle 

Awr.  This  Thing,  I  lay. 
Let  him  be  what  he  will,  or  bear  what  Fortune, 
This  moft  unequaU*d  Man,  this  ipring  of  Beauty, 
Dderves  the  Bed  of  Juno, 

Cba,  You're  not  mad. 

Max.  I  hope  (he  be ;  I'm  fore  I'm  little  better. 
Jwr.  O  fair,  fweet  Man ! 

CSa.  For  ihame  refrain  this  Impudence.      [Blefling  : 
Max.  Would  I  had  her  atone,  that  I  might  feal  this 
Sure,  lure  fhe  fliould  not  beg  :  If  this  contiiu^. 
As  I  hope  Heav'n  it  will.  Uncle,  I'll  nick  ye, 
rU  nick  ye,  by  this  lift.    Some  would  fear  killing 
In  the  Pur&it  now  of  lb  rare  a  Venture  : 

Enter  Diodes. 

I'm  cofvetous  to  die  for  fuch  a  Beauty. 

Mine  Urnie  comes ;  now,  if  Ihc  ftand,  Pm  happy. 

Cka,  Be  right  again,  for  Honour's  lake. 
Bio.  Fair  Miftrels  

Awr.  What  Man  is  this  r  Awav.  What  fawcy  Fellow  ? 
Dare  any  fuch  bale  Groom  prels  to  lalute  me  I 

Die,  Have  ye  forgot  me.  Fair,  or  do  you  jeft  with  me  ? 
V\\  teii  ye  what  I  am:  Come,  pray  ye  kx>k  lovely. 
Nothing  bet  Frowns  and  Scorns  ? 

A'jr.  Who  is  this  FeUow  ? 

Bio.  I'il  tell  ye  who  I  am ;  I  am  your  Husband. 

Akr,  Husband  to  me  ? 

Bio.  To  you.    I'm  DiacUfioM. 

Max.  More  of  thisSp(Ht,andI  am  made,  eld  Mother  : 
YStdi  but  this  thou  haft  begun. 

Bic.  I'm  he,  Lady, 

Reveng'd 
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Reveng'd  your  Brother's  Death  ;  flew  cruel  Jper : 
Vm  he  the  Soldier  courts,  tlie  Empire  honours. 
Your  Brother  loves;  am  he,  my  lovely  Miftrels, 
Will  make  you  Emprefs  of  the  World. 

Max.  Still  excellent  : 
Now  I  fee  too>  mine  Uncle  may  be  cozen'd. 
An  Emperor  may  fuffer  like  another. 
Well  faid,  old  Mother,  hold  but  up  this  Miracle. 

^ur.  Thou  ly'ft,  thou  art  not  he ;  thou  a  brave  Fellow  ? 

Cba,  Is  there  no  Shame,  no  Modefty  in  Women? 

Jur,  Thou  one  of  high  and  full  Mark? 

Dio,  Gods,  what  ails  ihe  ? 

Jur.  Generous  and  noble  ?  Fie  thou  liefl:  moft  bafely. 
Thy  Face,  and  all  Afped  upon  thee,  tells  me 
Thou  art  a  poor  Dalmatian  Slave,  a  low  thing 
Not  worth  the  Name  of  Roman :  Stand  off  farther. 

Dio.  What  may  this  mean? 

j^ur.  Come  hither,  my  Endymion  ; 
Come,  ihew  thyfelf,  and  all  Eyes  be  blefs'd  in  thee. 

Dio.  Hah  ?  what  is  this  ? 

jiur.  Thou  fair  Star  that  I  live  by. 
Look  lovely  on  me,  break  into  full  Brightnefs: 
Look,  here's  a  Face  now,  of  another  making. 
Another  Mold  ;  here's  a  divine  Proportion, 
Eyes  fit  for  Phesbus  felf,  to  gild  the  World  with  ; 
And  there's  a  Brow  arch'd  like  the  State  of  Heav'n  \ 
Look  how  it  bends,  and  with  what  Radience, 
As  if  the  Synod  of  the  Gods  fate  under  ; 
Look  there,  and  wonder ;  now  behold  that  Fellow, 
That  admirable  thing,  cut  with  an  Ax  out. 

Max.  Old  Woman,  though  I  cannot  give  thee  re- 
compence, 

Yet,  certainly,  I'll  make  thy  Name  as  glorious. 

Dio,  Is  this  in  truth  ? 

Cha.  She's  mad,  and  you  mud  pardon  her. 

Dio,  She  hangs  upon  him,  fee. 

Cha,  Her  fit  is  ftrong  now  : 
Be  not  you  paffionate. 

Dio.  She  kifles. 

K  3  Cha. 
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Cha,  Let  her ; 
'Tis  but  the  Fondnefs  of  her  Fit. 

Dio.  I'm  foord. 
And  if  I  fuffer  this. 

Cha.  Pray  ye.  Friend,  be  pacify 'd. 
This  will  be  off  anon  :  She  goes  in.         [Exit  Aurelia. 

Dio.  Sirrah. 

Max,  What  fay  you,  Sir  ? 

Dio.  How  dare  thy  Lips,  thy  bafe  Lips  ? 

Max,  I  am  your  Kinfman,  Sir,  and  no  fuch  bafe  one : 
I  fought  no  Kiffes,  nor  I  had  no  Reafon 
To  kick  the  Princefs  from  me ;  *twas  no  Manners : 
I  never  yet  compelled  her,  of  her  Courtefie 
What  fhe  bellows,  Sir,  I  am  thankful  for. 

Dio.  Be  gone.  Villain. 

Max.  I  will,  and  I  will  go  off  with  that  Glory, 
And  magnifie  my  Fate.  lExit. 

Dio.  Good  Brother  leave  me, 
I'm  to  myfelf  a  trouble  now. 

Cba.  Pm  forry  for't. 
You'll  find  it  but  a  Woman-Fit  to  try  ye. 

Dio.  It  may  be  fo ;  I  hope  fo. 

Cha.  I  am  afham*d,  and  what  I  think  I  blufli  at.  [Exii. 

Dio.  What  Mifery  hath  my  great  Fortune  bred  me  ? 
And  how  far  muft  I  furfer  ?  Poor  and  low  States, 
Though  they  know  Wants  and  Hungers,  know  not  thcfe. 
Know  not  thefe  killing  Fates :  Little  contents  them. 
And  with  that  little  they  live  Kings,  commanding 
And  ordering,  both  their  Ends  and  Loves.  O  Honour  I 
How  greedily  Men  feek  thee ;  and  once  purchafed, 
How  many  En'mies  to  Man's  Peace  bring'ft  thou  ? 
How  many  Griefs  and  Sorrows,  that  like  Sheers, 
Like  fatal  Sheers,  are  Iheering  off  our  Lives  ftill  ? 
How  many  fad  Eclipfes  do  we  fhine  through  ? 

Enter  Delphia,  and  Drufilla  veil'd. 

When  I  prefum'd  I  wasblefs*d  in  this  fair  Woman. 

Del.  Behold  him  now,  and  tell  me  how  thou  lik'fl:  him. 

Dio.  When  all  my  Hopes  were  up,  and  Fortune  dealt  me 
Ev'n  for  the  greateft  and  the  happieft  Monarch, 

Then 
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Then  to  be  cozen'd,  to  be  cheated  ba/ely  ? 
By  mine  own  Kinfman  crofs'd  ?  O  Villain  Kinfman ! 
Curie  of  my  Blood  ;  becaufe  a  Jitde  younger, 
A  little  fmoother  fac'd  :  O  falfe,  falfe  Woman, 
Falfe  and  forgetful  of  thy  Faith;  Di  kill  him. 
But  can  I  kill  her  Hate  too  ?  No,  he  woes  not. 
Nor  worthy  is  of  Death,  becaufe  fhe  follows  him, 
Becaufe  fhe  courts  him:  Shall  I  kill  an  Innocent  ? 

0  Diodes  !  Would  thou  hadft  never  known  this. 
Nor  furfeited  upon  this  fweet  Ambition, 

That  now  lyes  bitter  at  thy  Heart :  O  Fortune, 
That  thou  haft  none  to  fool  and  blow  like  Bubbles, 
But  Kings,  and  their  Contents  ! 
.   Del.  What  think  ye  now.  Girl  ? 

Dru,  Upon  my  Life,  I  pity  his  Misfortune, 
See  how  he  weeps ;  I  cannot  hold. 

Del,  Away  Fool  ; 
He  muft  weep  bloody  Tears  before  thou  haft  him. 
How  fare  you  now,  brave  Dioclefian  ? 
What  ?  Lazy  in  your  Loves  ?  Flas  too  much  pleafure 
Duird  your  moft  mighty  Faculties  ? 

Dio,  Art  thou  there  ? 
More  to  torment  me  ?  Doft  thou  come  to  mock  me  ? 

DeL  I  do,  and  I  do  laugh  at  all  thy  fufferings. 

1  that  have  wrought  'em,  come  to  fcorn  thy  wailings; 
I  told  thee  once,  This  is  thy  Fate,  this  Woman, 
And  as  thou  ufeft  her,  fo  thou  fhalc  profper. 

It  is  not  in  thy  power  to  turn  this  Deftiny, 

Nor  ftop  the  torrent  of  thofe  Miferies 

(If  thou  neglea'ft  her  ftili;  ftiall  fall  upon  thee. 

Sigh  that  thou  art  dilhoneft,  falfe  of  Faith, 

Proud,  and  doft  think  no  Power  can  crofs  thy  Pleafures; 

Thou'lt  find  a  Fate  above  thee. 

Dru,  Good  Aunt,  fpeak  mildly  ; 
See  how  he  looks  and  fuffers. 

Dio,  I  find  and  feel,  Woman, 
That  I  am  miferable. 

DeL  Thou'rt  moft  miferable. 

Dio,  That  as  I  am  the  moft,  I  am  moft  miftrible. 
But  didft  thou  work  this  ? 

K  4  Del. 
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Del  Yes,  and  will  purfue  it. 

Dio,  Stay  there,  and  have  fome  pity ;  fair  DrufiUa^ 
Let  me  perfwade  thy  Mercy,  thou  haft  lov'd  me. 
Although  I  know  my  Suit  will  found  unjuftly. 
To  make  thy  Love  the  means  to  lofe  itfelf. 
Have  pity  on  me. 

Dru,  I  will  do. 

Bel  Peace,  Neice. 
Although  this  foftnefs  may  become  your  Love, 
Your  Care  muft  fcorn  it.  Let  him  ftill  contemn  thee. 
And  ftill  ril  work;  the  fame  AfFedion 
He  ever  fliews  to  thee,  be't  fweet  or  bitter. 
The  fame  Aurelia  fhall  fhew  him ;  no  further : 
Nor  fliail  the  wealth  of  all  his  Empire  free  this. 

Dio,  I  muftfpeak  fair.  Lovely  young  Maid,  forgive  mc. 
Look  gently  on  my  Sorrows :  You  (23)  that  grieve  too, 
I  fee  it  in  your  Eyes,  and  thus  I  meet  it. 

Dru,  O  Aunt,  Pm  blefs'd. 

Dio»  Be  not  both  young  and  cruel. 
Again  I  beg  it,  thus. 

Enter  Aurelia, 

Dru,  Thus,  Sir,  I  grant  it. 
He*s  mine  own  now,  Aunt. 

Del  Not  yet.  Girl ;  thou'rt  cozen'd.  [tience  ? 

Aur.  O  my  dear  Lord,  how  have  I  wrongM  your  Pa- 
How  wander'd  from  the  truth  of  my  Affeftions  ? 
How,  like  a  wanton  Fool,  fliun'd  that  I  lov'd  moft  ? 
But  you  are  full  of  Goodnefs  to  forgive.  Sir, 
As  I  of  Grief  to  beg,  and  Shame  to  take  it : 
Sure  I  was  not  mylelf,  fome  ftrange  lUufion, 
Or  what  you  pleafe  to  pardon. 

Dio.  All,  my  Deareft  ; 
All  my  Delight;  and  with  more  pleafure  take  thee, 

(23)   Tou  that  grie've  too,"]  The  Particle  that,  feems  to  have 

no  Right  of  Place  here  :  If  we  muft  have  a  iMonofyllable  to  fill  qp, 
it  feems,  as  if  tho/e  was  a  more  fignificant  one  than  the  prefent  that, 
and  ought  to  agree  with  Sorro'voj  as  the  Antecedent.  However,  as  no 
great  Matter  depends  upon  it,  I  leave  it  to  every  one's  Judgment, 
whi^h  way  he  will  read. 

Than 
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Than  if  there  had  been  no  fuch  Dream  ;  for  certain. 
It  was  no  more. 

Aur,  Now  you  have  feal'd  Forgivenefs, 
I  take  my  leave,  and  the  Gods  keep  your  goodnefs. 

{Exit. 

Del  You  fee  how  kindnefs  profpers ;  be  but  fo  kind 
To  marry  her,  and  fee  then  what  new  Fortunes, 
New  Joys,  and  Pleafures  ;  far  beyond  this  Lady, 
Beyond  her  Greatnefi  too. 

Dio,  I'll  die  a  Dog  firft. 
Now  I  am  reconcil'd,  I  will  enjoy  her 
In  fpight  of  all  thy  Spirits,  and  thy  Witchcrafts, 

Bel  Thou  flialt  not.  Fool. 

Bio.  I  will,  old  doating  Devil  5 
And  wert  thou  any  thing  but  Air  and  Spirit, 
My  Sword  fliould  tell  thee. 

Bel,  I  contemn  thy  Threatnings, 
And  thou  fhalt  know  I  hold  a  Power  above  thee. 
We  muft  remove  Aurelia:  Come,  farewel  Fool, 
When  thou  flialt  fee  me  next,  thou  fhalt  bow  to  me. 

Bio.  Look  thou  appear  no  more  to  crofs  my  Pleafures. 


A  C  T    IV.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Chorus. 

SO  full  of  Matter  is  our  Hiftory^ 
Tet  mix'd^  I  hope^  with  fweet  Variety, 
The  Accidents  not  vulgar  too,  but  rare^ 
And  fit  to  beprefentedy  that  there  wants 
Room  in  this  narrow  Stage,  and  'Time  t*  exprefs 
In  Action  to  the  Life,  our  Dioclefian 
In  his  full  Luftre  :  Tet  {as  the  Statuary, 
That  hy  the  large fize  ^/Alcides*  Foot, 
Guefs'd  at  his  whole  proportion )  fo  we  hope. 
Tour  apprehenfive  Judgments  ivill  conceive 
Gut  of  the  Shadow  we  can  only  fhew^ 

How 
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How  fair  the  Body  was :  and  will  be  pkafed^ 
Out  of  your  wonted  Goodnefs^  to  behold^ 
As  in  a  filent  Mirror^  what  we  cannot 
With  fit  conveniency  of  Time^  allow'' d 
For  fuch  Prefentments^  cloath  in  Vocal  Sounds. 
Tet  with  fuch  Art  the  Suhje5i  is  convefd^ 
^hat  every  Scene  and  Paffage  fhall  he  clear 
Ev*n  to  thegroffefl  Underfiander  here, 

[Loud  Mufick. 

Dumb  Shew. 

Enter  (at  one  Door)  Belphia^  Ambaffadors^  they  whifper 
together ;  they  take  an  Oath  upon  her  Hand  \  She  cir- 
cles them  (kneeling)  with  her  Magick  Rod  j  They  rife 
and  draw  their  Swords.  Enter  ( at  the  other  Door ) 
Diocleftan^  Charinus^  Maximinian^  Niger^  Amelia^  Caf 
fana^  Guard  \  Charinus  and  Niger  perfwading  Aurelia  ; 
She  offers  to  imbrace  Maximinian^  Diodes  draws  his 
Sword,  keeps  off  Maximinian,  turns  to  Aurelia^  kneels 
to  her,  lays  his  Sword  at  her  Feet,  flie  fcornfully  turns 
away  :  Delphia  gives  a  fign  ;  the  Ambaffadors  and  Sol- 
diers rufh  upon  them,  feize  on  Aurelia^  CaJJana^  Charinus^ 
and  Maximinian\  Diode/tan  and  others  offer  to  refcue 
them,  Delphia,  raifes  a  Mift :  Exeunt  Ambaffadors  and 
Prifoners,  and  the  reft  difcontented. 

^he  skilful  Delphia  finding  by  fure  Proof 
'the  Pre  fence  of  Aurelia  dim^d  the  Beauty 
Of  her  Drufilla  ;  and  in  fpight  of  Charms^ 
*The  Emperor  her  Brother^  Great  Charinus, 
Still  urg'd  her  to  the  Love  of  Dioclefian, 
Deals  with  the  Perfian  Legats^  that  were  bound 
For  th^  Ranfom  of  Caffana,  to  remove 
Aurelia,  Maximinian,  and  Charinus 
Out  of  the  fight  of  Rome  j  but  takes  their  Oaths 
.   (In  lieu  of  her  Ajfiftance )  that  they  fhall  not^ 
On  ariy  terms^  when  they  were  in  their  Power^ 
Prefume  to  touch  their  Lives  :  This  yielded  tOj 
They  lie  in  Ambufh  for  'em.  Dioclefun 
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SHU  fnad  for  fair  Aurelia,  that  doated 

As  much  on  Maximinian,  twice  had  killed  him. 

But  that  her  Frown  reftrain^d  him  :  He  purfues  her 

With  all  Humility^  but  Jhe  continues 

Proud  and  difdainful.  The  Sign  given  by  Delphia, 

ne  Perfians  break  th^row^  and  feize  upon 

Charinus  and  his  Sifter,  with  Maximinian, 

jindfree  Caflana.  For  their  fpeedy  Refcue^ 

Enraged  Dioclefian  draws  his  Sword^ 

And  bids  his  Guard  qffiji  him  :  Then  too  weak 

Had  been  all  Oppojition  and  Refijlance, 

The  Perfians  could  have  made  againji  their  Fury^ 

ij^Delphia  by  her  Cunning  had  not  raised 

A  foggy  Mifi,  which  as  a  Cloud  concealed  them^ 

Deceiving  their  Purfuers.    Now  be  pleas'* 

That  your  Imaginations  may  help  you 

To  think  them  fafe  in  Ferfia,  and  Dioclefian 

For  this  T>if after  circled  round  with  Sorrow^ 

Tet  mindful  of  the  wrong.    Their  future  Fortunes 

We  will  prefent  in  ASiion ;  and  are  bold 

In  that  which  follows,  that  the  moft  fhall  fay, 

'Twas  well  begun,  but  the  End  crowned  the  Play, 

[Ex 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  Diodes,  Niger,  Senators^  and  Guard, 

Bio,  Talk  not  of  Comfort ;  I  have  broke  my  Faith 
And  the  Gods  fight  againfl:  me  :  And  proud  Man, 
However  magnified,  is  but  as  Dufl: 
Before  the  raging  Whirlwind  of  their  Juftice. 
"What  is  it  to  be  great  ?  Ador'd  on  Earth  ? 
When  the  immortal  Powers  that  are  above  us 
Turn  all  our  Bleflings  into  horrid  Curfes, 
And  laugh  at  our  Refifi:ance,  or  Prevention 
Of  what  they  purpofe  ?  O  the  Furies  that 
I  feel  within  me !  Whip'd  on,  by  their  Angers^, 
For  my  Tormentors.    Could  it  elfe  have  been 
In  Nature,  that  a  few  poor  fugitive  Perfians, 
Unfriended,  and  unarm'd  too,  could  have  rob*d  me 


156  The  Prophet efs. 

(In  RomCy  the  World's  Metropolis^  and  her  Glory ; 
In  Rome^  where  I  command,  inviron'd  round 
With  fuch  invincible  Troops  that  know  no  fear. 
But  want  of  noble  Enemies)  of  thofe  Jewels 
I  priz'd  above  my  Life,  and  I  want  Power 
To  free  them,  if  thofe  Gods  I  have  provok'd 
Had  not  giv*n  fpirit  to  the  Undertakers, 
And  in  their  deed  protefted  *em  i 

Nig,  Great  defar^ 
Your  Safety  does  confirm  you  are  their  care. 
And  that,  howe'er  their  pradlices  reach  others. 
You  ftand  above  their  Malice. 

1  Sen,  Rom  in  us 

Offers  (as  means  to  further  your  Revenge) 

The  Lives  of  her  beft  Citizens,  and  all 

They  ftand  poiTefs'd  of.   i  Guard.  Do  but  lead  us  on  , 

With  that  invincible  and  undaunted  Courage 

Which  waited  bravely  on  you,  when  y' appeared 

The  Minion  of  Conqueft,  married  rather 

To  glorious  Vidtory,  and  we  will  drag 

(Though  all  the  Enernies  of  Life  confpire 

Againft  our  Undertakings)  the  proud  Perfian 

Out  of  his  ftrongeft  hold. 

2  Guard,  Be  but  yourfcJf, 
And  do  not  talk  but  do. 

3  Guard,  You've  Hands  and  Swords, 
Limbs  to  make  up  a  well  proportion'd  Army, 
That  only  want  in  you  an  Head  to  lead  us. 

Dio,  The  Gods  reward  your  Goodnefs  5  and  believe, 
Howe'er  (for  fome  great  Sin)  I  am  mark'd  out 
The  object  of  their  Hate,  though  Jove  ftood  ready 
To  dart  his  three-fold  Thunder  on  this  Head, 
It  could  not  fright  me  from  a  fierce  Purfuit 
Of  my  Revenge ;  I  will  redeem  my  Friends, 
And  with  my  Friends  mine  Honour ;  at  leait  fall 
Like  to  myfelf,  a  Soldier. 

Nig.  Now  we  hear 
Great  Dioclefian  fpeak. 

Dio,  Draw  up  our  Legions. 
And  let  it  be  your  care,  my  much  lov'd  Niger ^ 

To 
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To  haften  the  remove :  And  Fellow-foldiers, 
Your  love  to  me  will  teach  you  to  endure 
Both  long  and  tedious  Marches. 

I  Guard,  Die  he  accurs'd 
That  thinks  of  Reft  or  Sleep,  before  he  fets 
His  Foot  on  Perfian  Earth. 

Nig.  We  know  our  Glory, 
The  Dignity  of  Rome^  and  what's  above 
All  can  be  urg'd,  the  Quiet  of  your  Mind, 
Depends  upon  our  hafte. 

Dio,  Remove  to  Night ; 
Five  days  (hall  bring  me  to  you. 

AIL  Happinefs 
To  Cafar^  and  glorious  Vidory.  [_Exeunt, 

Dio,  The  chearfulnefs  of  my  Soldiers  gives  affurance 
Of  good  fuccefs  abroad  ;  if  firil  I  m.ake 
My  Peace  at  home  here.  There  is  fomething  chides  me^ 
And  (harply  tells  me,  that  my  breach  of  Faith 
To  Belphia  and  Bruftlla,  is  the  ground 
Of  my  Misfortunes :  And  I  muft  remember. 
While  I  was  lov'd,  and  in  great  Delphia'^  Grace, 
She  was  as  my  good  Angel,  and  bound  Fortune 
To  profper  my  Defigns  ;  I  muft  appeafe  her  : 
Let  others  pay  their  Knees,  their  Vows,  their  Prayers 
To  weak  imagined  Powers ;  (he's  my  All, 
And  thus  I  do  invoke  her.  Knowing  Delphia^  [Kneels. 
Thou  more  than  Woman,  and  though  thou  vouchfafeft 
To  grace  the  Earth  with  thy  celeftial  Steps, 
And  tafte  this  grolTer  Air,  thy  heav'nly  Spirit 
Hath  free  accels  to  all  the  fecret  Counfels 
Which  a  full  Senate  of  the  Gods  determine 
When  they  confider  Man :  The  Brafs-leav*d  Book 
Of  Fate  lies  open  to  thee,  where  thou  read* ft. 
And  faftiioneft  the  Deftinies  of  Men 
At  thy  wilh'd  pleafure :  Look  upon  thy  Greet  Jre, 
And  as  thou  twice  haft  pleafed  to  appear 
To  reprehend  my  Falftiood,  now  vouchfafe 
To  fee  my  low  Submiflion.    [Delphia  and Drufilla  ap'pear^^ 

Del.  What's  thy  Will.? 
Falfe,  and  unthankful,  (and  in  that  deferving 

All 
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AlThuman  Sorrows)  dar'ft  thou  hope  from  me 
Relief  o^Comfort  ? 

Dio.  renitence  does  appeafe 
Th'  incenfed  Powers,  and  Sacrifice  takes  off 
Their  heavy  Angers ;  thus  I  tender  both  : 
The  Matter  of  great  Rome,  and  in  that.  Lord 
Of  all  the  Sun  gives  heat  and  being  to, 
Thus  fues  for  Mercy  :  Be  but  as  thou  wert. 
The  Pilot  to  the  Bark  of  my  good  Fortunes, 
And  once  more  fteer  my  Adions  to  the  Port 
Of  glorious  Honour,  and  if  I  fall  off 
Hereafter  from  my  Faith  to  this  fweet  Virgin, 
Join  with  thofe  Powers  that  punifli  Perjury, 
To  make  me  an  Example,  to  deter 
Others  from  being  falfe. 

Dm.  Upon  my  Soul 
You  may  believe  him ;  nor  did  he  e'er  purpofe 
To  me  but  nobly  ;  he  made  Tryal  how 
I  could  endure  Unkindnefs  ;  I  fee  Truth 
Triumphant  in  his  Sorrow.    Deareft  Aunt, 
Both  credit  him,  and  help  him  ;  and  on  aflurance 
That  what  I  plead  for,  you  cannot  deny, 
I  raife  him  thus,  and  with  this  willing  Kifs 
I  feal  his  Pardon. 

Bio,  O  that  I  e'er  look'd 
Beyond  this  Abftra6t  of  all  Womans  goodnefs. 

Del,  Pm  thine  again ;  thus  I  confirm  our  League 
I  know  thy  Wiflies,  and  how  much  thou  fuffer'ft 
In  Honour  for  thy  Friends ;  thou  ihalt  repair  all. 
For  to  thy  Fleet  I'll  give  a  fore-right  wind 
To  pafs  tht  Perjian  Gulf ;  remove  all  lets 
That  may  moleft  thy  Soldiers  in  their  March 
That  pafs  by  Land ;  and  Deftiny  is  falfe. 
If  thou  prove  not  Vidorious ;  Yet  remember, 
W  hen  thou  art  rais'd  up  to  the  higheil  point 
Of  human  Happinefs :  fuch  as  move  beyond  it 
Muft  of  necefTity  defcend.  Think  on't. 
And  ufe  thofe  Bleflings  that  the  Gods  pour  on  you 
With  moderation. 

Dio.  As  their  Oracle 
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I  hear  you,  and  obey  you,  and  will  follow 
Your  grave  direftions. 

Del.  You  will  not  repent  it.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Niger,  Geta,  Guards  Soldiers^  and  Enfigm, 

Nig,  How  do  you  like  your  entrance  to  the  War? 
When  the  whole  Body  of  the  Army  moves. 
Shews  it  not  glorioufly  ? 

Geta.  'Tis  a  fine  May-game; 
But  eating  and  drinking  I  think  are  forbad  in't, 
(I  mean,  with  leifure)  we  walk  on,  and  feed 
Like  hungry  Boys  that  hafte  to  School ;  or  as 
We  carried  Filh  to  th'  City,  dare  flay  no  where. 
For  fear  our  Ware  fliould  (link. 

I  Guard.  That's  the  necelTity 
Of  our  fpeedy  March. 

Geta.  Sir,  I  do  love  my  eafe. 
And  though  I  hate  all  Seats  of  Judicature, 
I  mean  i'  th'  City,  for  conveniency, 
I  ftill  will  be  a  Juftice  in  the  War, 
And  ride  upon  my  Foot-cloth.    I  hope  a  Captain 
(And  a  Gown'd  Captain  too)  may  be  difpens'd  with. 
I  tell  you,  and  don't  mock  me,  when  I  was  poor, 
1  could  endure  like  others,  Cold  and  Hunger  5 
But  fince  I  grew  rich,  let  but  my  Finger  ake. 
Or  feel  but  the  leaft  Pain  in  my  great  Toe, 
Unlefs  1  have  a  Do6lor,  mine  own  Doctor, 
That  may  aflure  me :  I  am  gone. 

Nig,  Come,  fear  not ; 
You  fhall  want  nothing. 

1  Guard.  We  will  make  you  fight 
As  you  were  mad. 

Geta.  Not  too  much  fighting.  Friend ; 
It  is  thy  Trade,  that  art  a  common  Soldier; 
We  Officers,  by  our  place,  may  fhare  the  Spoil, 
And  never  fweat  for'c. 

2  Guard.  You  fhall  kill  for  praftice 
But  your  dozen  or  two  a  Day. 

Geta, 
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Geta,  Thou  talk'fl  as  if 
Thou  wert  loufmg  thy  Tel  f ;  but  yet  I  will  make  danger. 
If  I  prove  one  o'th'  Worthies,  fo;  However^ 
ril  have  the  fear  of  the  Gods  before  my  Eyes, 
And  do  no  hurt,  I  warrant  you. 

Nig*  Come,  march  on. 
And  humour  him  for  our  Mirth. 

I  Guard,  'Tis  a  fine  Pea-goofe  *. 

Nig,  But  one  that  fools  to  the  Emperor,  and  in  that, 
A  wife  Man,  and  a  Soldier. 

I  Guard.  True  Morality.  {^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV, 

Enter  Cofroe,  CafTana,  Perfians ;  and  Charinus,  Maxi- 
minian,  Aurelia,  (bound)  with  Soldiers, 

Cof,  Now,  by  the  Per/tan  Gods,  mod  truly  welcome, 
Encompafs'd  thus  with  Tributary  Kings, 
I  entertain  you.    Lend  your  helping  Hands 
To  feat  her  by  me;  and  thus  rais'd,  bow  all. 
To  do  her  Honour :  O,  my  bed  Caffana^ 
Sifter,  and  Partner  of  my  Life  and  Empire, 
"We'll  teach  thee  to  forget  with  prefcnt  Pieafures 
Thy  late  Captivity  5  and  this  proud  Reman^ 
That  us'd  thee  as  a  Slave,  and  did  difdain 
A  Princely  Ranfom,  fhall,  if  fhe  repine. 
Be  forc'd  by  various  Tortures  to  adore 
What  fhe  of  late  contemn'd. 

Caf,  All  Greatnefs  ever 
Attend  Cofroe :  Though  Perjia  be  ftil'd 
The  Nurfe  of  Pomp  and  Pride ;  we'll  leave  to  Rome 
Her  Native  Cruelty.    For  know,  Aurelia^ 
A  Roman  Princefs,  and  a  Cafar^s  Sifter, 
Though  now,  (24)  like  me  captiv'd,  1  can  forget, 
Thy  barb'rous  Ufage :  and  though  thou  to  me. 
When  I  was  in  thy  Power,  didft  fhew  thy  felf 

*  f.  e.  a  filly  Creatare. 

(24)  like  thee  capti'v'd,']  So  run  the  other  Copies ;  But  the  confidc- 
rate  and  attentive  Reader  will  eafily  fee  that  the  prefent  Text,  from 
Mr.  Se^juariTs  and  ray  Conje^lure,  muft  have  been  the  original  one. 

A 
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A  moft  infulting  Tyrannefs,  I  to  thee 
May  prove  a  gentle  Miftrels. 

Aur.  O  my  Stars ! 
A  Miftrefs?  (25)  can  I  Jive,  and  owe  that  Name 
To  Flelh  and  Blood  ?  1  was  born  to  command, 
Train'd  up  in  Soveraignty ;  and  I,  in  Death, 
Can  quit  the  Name  of  Slave :  She  that  fcorns  Life, 
May  mock  Captivity. 

Cha,  Rome  will  be  Rome 
When  we  are  nothing;  and  her  PowVs  the  fame 
Which  you  once  quak'd  at. 

Max,  Diodejtan  Jives ; 
Hear  it,  and  tremble ;  Lives,  thou  King  of  Terfia^ 
The  Mailer  of  his  Fortune,  and  his  Honour : 
And  though  by  devilifh  Arts  we  were  furpriz'd. 
And  made  the  Prey  of  Magick  and  of  Theft, 
And  not  won  nobly,  we  fhaJl  be  redeemed. 
And  by  a  Roman  War  ;  and  every  Wrong 
We  fuffer  here,  with  intereft  be  return'd 
On  the  infulting  Doer. 

1  Per,  Sure  thefe  Romans 
Are  more  than  Men. 

2  Per,  Their  great  Hearts  will  not  yield. 
They  cannot  bend  to  any  adverfe  Fate, 
Such  is  their  Confidence. 

Cof,  They  then  (hall  break.' 
Why,  you  rebellious  Wretches,  dare  you  ftlU 
Contend,  when  the  Jeaft  breath,  or  nod  of  mine 
(26)  Marks  you  or  for  the  fire?  or  to  be  made 
The  Prey  of  Wolves  or  Vultures  ?  The  vain  Name 
Of  Roman  Legions,  I  flight  thus,  and  fcorn ; 
And  for  that  boafted  Bug- bear.  Diode fian^ 
Which  you  prefume  on,  would  he  were  the  Matter 
But  of  the  Spirit,  to  meet  me  in  the  Field, 

(25)  can  I  lo've,]  The  Correflion  of  /ive  for  lo've,  Mr.  TheohaU^ 
Mr.  Senxjard  and  myfelf  all  feverally  hit  upon,  and  the  Senfe  of  the 
Context  manifeftly  requires  it, 

(26)  Marks  you  Q\xtfor\  The  Reduplication  of  or,  as  I  have  altcr'd 
the  Text,  gives  a  Dignity  to  the  Language,  which  the  old  Reading 
wants.  Mr.  Seward. 

VoL.VL  L  H? 
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He  foon  fhall  find,  that  our  {b)  immortal  Squadrons, 

That  with  full  Numbers  ever  are  fupply'd, 

(Could  it  be  poffible  they  fhould  decay) 

Dare  front  his  boldeft  Troops,  and  fcatter  *em. 

As  an  high-tow'ring  Falcon  on  her  Stretches, 

Severs  the  fearful  Fowl.    And  by  the  Sun, 

The  Moon,  the  Winds,  the  nourifhers  of  Life, 

And  by  this  Svvord,  the  inftrument  of  Death, 

Since  that  you  fly  not  humbly  to  our  Mercy, 

But  yet  dare  hope  your  liberty  by  Force  i 

If  Diocleftan  dare  not  attempt 

To  free  you  with  his  Sword,  all  Slavery 

That  Cruelty  can  find  out  to  make  you  wretched, 

Falls  heavy  on  you. 

Max,  If  th*  Sun  keeps  his  Courfe, 
And  th'  Earth  can  bear  his  Soldiers  March,  I  fear  not. 

Jur.  Or  Liberty,  or  Revenge. 

Cha,  On  that  I  build  too.  frumpet^ 

jlur,  A  Roman  Trumpet ! ' 

Maii.  'Tis :  Comes  it  not  like 
A  Pardon  to  a  Man  condemn'd? 

Enter  Niger. 

Co[.  Admit  him. 
The  purpofe  of  thy  coming  ? 

Nig,  My  great  Mafter, 
The  Lord  of  Rome^  (in  that  all  Power  is  fpoken) 
Hoping  that  thou  wilt  prove  a  noble  Enemy, 
And  (in  thy  bold  Refiftance)  worth  his  Conqueft, 
Defies  thee,  Cofroe, 

Max,  There  is  fire  in  this. 

Nig.  And  to  encourage  thy  laborious  Powers 
To  tug  for  Empire,  dares  thee  to  the  Field, 
With  this  afiurance,  if  thy  Sword  can  win  him. 
Or  force  his  Legions  with  thy  barbed  Horfe, 
But  to  forfake  their  Ground,  that  not  alone 
Wing'd  Vidory  fhall  take  Hand  on  thy  Tent, 
But  all  the  Provinces  and  Kingdoms  held 

{i)  Thefe  were  a  Body  of  Perjian  Soldiers,  whofe  Number,  Hero- 
iotus  fays,  was  never  more  or  lefs  than  ten  thoufand.  The  Reafon  of 
th€  Name  our  Authors  give  themfelves. 

^hat  ivitb  full  Numbers  B<ver  are  fupplfd. 
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By  th'  Roman  Garrifons  in  this  Eaftern  World, 

Shall  be  delivered  up,  and  he  himlelf 

Acknowledge  thee  his  Sovereign.    In  return 

Of  this  large  Offer,  he  asks  only  this. 

That  'till  the  doubtful  Dye  of  War  determine 

Who  has  moft  Power,  and  fhould  command  the  other. 

Thou  wouldft  entreat  thy  Prifoners  like  their  Births, 

And  not  their  prefent  Fortune  5  and  to  bring  'em 

Guarded,  into  thy  Tenc,  with  thy  beft  Strengths, 

Thy  ableft  Men  of  War,  and  thou  thy  felf 

Sworn  to  make  good  the  Place.    And  if  he  fail 

(Maugre  all  Oppofition  can  be  made) 

In  his  own  Perfon  to  compel  his  Way, 

And  fetch  them  fafely  off,  the  Day  is  thine. 

And  he,  like  thefe,  thy  Prifoner. 

Cof,  Though  I  receive  this 
But  as  a  Roman  Brave,  I  do  embrace  it. 
And  love  the  Sender.    Tell  him,  I  will  bring 
My  Pris'ners  to  the  Field,  and  without  odds, 
Againft  his  fingle  Force,  alone  defend  'em  ; 
Or  elfe  with  equal  Numbers.    Courage,  noble  Princes, 
And  let  Pofterity  record,  that  we 
This  memorable  Day  reftor'd  to  Perfia^ 
That  Empire  of  the  World,  great  Fhilip\  Son 
Ravilh'd  from  us,  and  Greece  gave  up  to  Rome, 
{2y)  'Tis  our  ftrong  Comfort,  that  we  cannot  fall 
Inglorioufly,  fince  we  contend  for  all.  [Exeunf„ 


Enter  Geta,  Guard  and  Soldiers, 

Geta,  PU  fwear  the  Peace  againft  'em,  I  am  hurt. 
Run  for  a  Surgeon,  or  I  faint. 

I  Guard,  Bear  up  Man, 
'Tis  but  a  fcratch. 

Geta,  Scoring  a  Man  o'er  the  Coxcomb 

Is  but  a  fcratch  with  you :  o'your  Occupation, 

Your  fcurvy  fcuffling  Trade :  I  was  told  before 

{27)  This  our  Jfrcng  Comfort. '\   This  flight  Alteration  reftores  th©. 


{Flourijh^  Alarms. 


SCENE  V. 


Verb  here,  without  which  the  Sentence  woul 

L  2 
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My  Face  was  bad  enough  ;  but  now  I  look 

Like  bloody  Bone,  and  raw  Head,  to  fright  Children  ; 

1  am  for  no  ufe  elfe. 

2  Guard.  Thou  flialt  fright  Men.  * 

1  Guard.  You  look  fo  terrible  now  ;  but  fee  your  Face 
r  th'  Pummel  of  my  Sword. 

Ge^a.  I  die,  I'm  gone. 
Oh  my  fweet  Phyfiognomy. 

Enter  three  Perfians. 

2  Guard,  They  come  ; 
Now  fight,  or  die  indeed. 

Geta.  I  will  fcape  this  way : 
I  cannot  hold  my  Sword :  What  would  you  have 
Of  a  maim'd  Man  ? 

1  Guard.  Nay,  then  I  have  a  Goad 
To  prick  you  forward.  Ox. 

2  Guard.  Fight  like  a  Man, 
Or  die  like  a  Dog. 

Geta.  Shall  I,  like  Ca^/ar,  fall 
Among  my  Friends?  No  Mercy?  Et  tu  Brute? 
You  fhall  not  have  the  Honour  of  my  Death, 
ril  fall  by  th'  En'my  firft. 

I  Guard,  O  brave,  brave  [Perfians  ^/nx;^« 

He  plays  the  Devil  now. 

Enter  Niger. 

Niger.  Make  up  for  Honour, 
The  Per/tans  fiirink ;  The  Pafiage  is  laid  open  ; 
Great  Diockfian  like  a  fecond  Mars^ 
(His  ftrong  Arm  governed  by  the  fierce  Bellona,) 
Performs  more  than  a  Man :  His  Shield  ftruck  full 
Of  Perfian  Darts,  which  now  are  his  Defence 
Againft  the  Enemies  Swords,  ftill  leads  the  way. 
Of  all  the  P^;7^^»  Forces,  one  ftrong  Squadron, 

[_Alarms  continued. 
In  which  Cofroe  in  his  own  Perfon  fights, 
Stands  firm,  and  yet  unroutcd:  Break  through  that. 
The  Day,  and  all  is  ours.  [Retreat, 

yf//.  Viftory,  Vidlory.  {Exeunt.  Flourijh. 

^  SCENE 
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SCENE  VI. 


Enter  (in  T mmph  with  Roman  Enftgns)  Guards  Diocle- 
fian,  Charinus,  Aureiia,   Maximinian,  Niger,  Geta ;  • 
Cofroe,   Caflana,  Perfians,  as  Prifoners ;  Delphia, 
Drufilla  privately. 

Bio,  I  am  rewarded  in  the  Ad :  Your  Freedom 
To  me's  ten  thoufand  Triumphs:  You,  Sir,  fhare 
In  all  my  Glories.    And  unkind  Aureiia^ 
From  being  a  Captive,  ftill  command  the  Vidor. 
Nephew,  remember  by  whofe  gift  you  are  free. 
You  I  afford  my  pity  ;  bafer  Minds 
Infult  on  the  afflidled  :  You  fhall  know. 
Virtue  and  Courage  is  admir'd  and  lov'd 
In  Enemies    but  more  of  that  hereafter. 
Thanks  to  your  Valour  j  to  your  Swords  I  owe 
This  Wreath  triumphant.    Nor  be  thou  forgot, 
My  fir  ft  poor  Bondman.    Geta^  I  am  glad 
Thou'rt  turn'd  a  Fighter. 

Geta,  'Twas  againft  my  Will  j 
But  now  I  am  content  witli't. 

Char,  But  imagine 
What  Honours  can  be  done  to  you  beyond  thefe, 
Tranfcending  all  Example  j  'tis  in  you 
To  will,  in  us  to  ferve  it. 

Nig,  We  will  have 
His  Statue  of  pure  Gold  fet  in  the  Capitol, 
And  he  that  bows  not  to  it  as  a  God, 
Makes  forfeit  of  his  Head. 

Max,  I  burft  with  Envy ; 
And  yet  thefe  Honours,  which  conferr'd  on  me. 
Would  make  me  pace  on  Air,  fcem  not  to  move  him. 

Dio.  Suppofe  this  done,  or  were  it  pofTible 
I  could  rife  higher  ftill,  I  am  a  Man, 
And  all  thefe  Glories,  Empires  heap'd  upon  me, 
Confirmed  by  conftant  Friends  and  faithful  Guards, 
Cannot  defend  me  from  a  ftiaking  Fever, 
Or  bribe  the  uncorrupted  Dart  of  Death 
To  fpare  me  one  fliort  Minute.    Thus  adorn*d 
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In  thefe  triumphant  Robes,  my  Body  yields  not 

A  greater  Shadow  than  it  did  when  I 

Liv'd  both  poor  and  obfcure  j  a  Sword's  (harp  Point 

Enters  my  Flefh  as  far;  Dreams  break  my  Sleep 

As  wh«n  I  was  a  private  Man  >  my  PalTions 

Are  Wronger  Tyrants  on  me;  nor  is  Greatnefs 

(28)  A  faving  Antidote  to  keep  me  from 

A  Traitor's  Poi Ion.    Shall  1  praife  my  Fortune,' 

Or  raifc  the  building  of  my  Happinefs 

On  her  uncertain  Favour  ?  Or  prefume 

She  is  my  own,  and  fure,  that  yet  was  never 

Conftant  to  any  ?  Should  my  Reafon  fail  me 

(As  fiatt'ry  oft  corrupts  it)  here's  an  Example 

To  fpeak,  how  far  her  Smiles  are  to  be  trulled  ; 

The  rifing  Sun,  this  Morning,  faw  this  Man 

The  Perfean  Monarch,  and  thofe  Subjefts  proud 

That  had  the  Honour  but  to  kifs  his  Feet ; 

And  yet  e'er  his  diurnal  Progrefs  ends. 

He  is  the  fcorn  of  Fortune  :  But  you'll  fay. 

That  flie  forfook  him  for  his  want  of  Courage, 

But  never  leaves  the  Bold.    Now  by  my  hopes 

Of  Peace  and  Quiet  here,  I  never  met 

A  braver  En'my :  And  to  make  it  good, 

Cofroe^  Caffana^  and  the  reft,  be  free. 

And  Ranfomelefs  return. 

Cof.  To  fee  this  Virtue 
Is  more  to  me  than  Empire  ;  and  to  be 
O'ercome  by  you,  a  glorious  Vidory. 

Max,  What  a  Devil  means  he  next  ? 

Dio*  I  know  that  Glory 
Is  like  Alcides^  Shirt,  if  it  ftay  on  us 
Till  Pride  hath  mix'd  it  with  our  Blood  ;  nor  can  we 
Part  with't  at  PJeafure;  when  we  would  uncafe. 
It  brings  along  with  it  both  Flefli  and  Sinews, 
And  leaves  us  living  Monfters. 

(28)  A  facing  Antidote  to  keep  me^  &c»]  A fa^ving  Antidote^  to  five 
er  keepme^  &c.  fecms  to  be  too  inaccurate  (not  to  fay  tautological) 
an  Expreffion,  for  fuch  correft  Authors  as  ours;  I  with  Submiffion 
wou'd  read  thus 

A  Sovereign  Antidote^  &c. 

Max, 
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Max^  Would't  were  come 
To  my  turn  to  put  it  on,  I'd  run  the  hazard. 

Bio.  No,  I  will  not  be  pluck'd  out  by  the  Ears 
Out  of  this  glorious  Caftle  5  uncompell'd 
I  will  lurrender  rather:  Let  it  luffice, 
I've  touch'd  the  height  of  human  Happinefs, 
And  here  I  fix      ultra.  Hitherto 
I've  Hv'd  a  Servant  to  ambitious  Tiioughts, 
And  fading  Glories ;  what  remains  of  Life, 
I  dedicate  to  Virtue;  and  to  keep 
My  Faith  untainted,  farewel  Pride  and  Pomp ; 
And  circumftance  of  glorious  Majefty, 
Farewel  for  ever.  Nephew,  I  have  noted. 
That  you  have  long  with  fore  Eyes  look'd  upon 
My  flourifhing  Fortune;  you  (hall  have  pofleflion 
Of  my  Felicity  :  I  deliver  up 
My  Empire,  and  this  Gem  I  priz'd  above  it. 
And  all  things  elfe  that  made  me  worth  your  Envy, 
Freely  unto  you.  Gentle  Sir,  your  Suffrage, 
To  ftrengthen  this  ;  the  Soldiers  love  I  doubt  not ; 
His  Valour,  Gentlemen,  will  deferve  your  Favours, 
W'hich  let  my  Prayers  further.    All  is  yours. 
But  I  have  been  too  lib'ral,  and  giv'n  that 
I  mud  beg  back  again. 

Max,  What  am  I  fain  from  ? 

Bio,  Nay,  ftart  not :  It  is  only  the  poor  Grange, 
The  Patrimony  which  my  Father  left  me, 
I  would  be  Tenant  to. 

Max,  Sir,  1  am  yours^: 
I  will  attend  you  there. 

Bio,  N05  keep  the  Court, 
Seek  you  in  Rome  for  Honour :  I  will  labour 
To  find  content  elfewhere.    DifTwade  me  not. 

By  ^  I  am  refolv'd.    And  now,  Brujilla^ 

Being  as  poor  as  when  I  vow'd  to  make  thee 
My  Wife,  if  thy  Love  fince  hath  felt  no  change, 
I'm  ready  to  perform  it. 

Bru.  I  ftill  lov'd 
Your  Perfon,  not  your  Fortunes  •,  in  a  Cottage, 
Being  yours,  I  am  an  Emprefs. 
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Bel.  And  Pll  make 
The  Change  mod  happy.  •  ^ 

Bio.  Do  me  then  the  Honour, 
To  kit  my  Vow  perform'd.    You  but  attend  ' 
My  Glories  to  the  Urn  ;  where  be  it  Arties, 
Welcome  my  mean  Eftate  ;  and  as  a  due, 
"JVifli  Reft  to  me,  I  Honour  unto  you. 


ACTV.     SCENE  1. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Cho.  np  HE  War  with  Glory  ended^  and  Cofroe, 

A    Jcknowledging  his  Fealty  to  Charinus, 
Difmifs'd  in  Peace y  returns  to  Perfia  : 
refi^  arriving  fafely  unto  Rome, 
jire  entertained  with  Triumphs  :  Maximinian, 
By  th^  grace  and  inter cejjlon  of  his  Uncle^ 
Saluted  Caefar  :  but  (29)  good  Dioclefian, 
fVeary  of  Pomp  and  State^  retires  himfelf 
With  a  fmall  Irain^  to  a  moft  private  Grange 
(jo)  In  Lombardy  ;  where  the  glad  Country  Jlrives 

(29)  I  have  a  fmall  quarrel  againll  this  Epithet,  as  thinking  it  far 
beyond  the  Defert  of  fuch  a  Wretch  as  he  was.  Though  our  divine 
Poet  Spenfer^  if  this  be  any  Excufe  to  our  par  Fratrum,  has  appliecj 
the  fame  Epithet  to  Claudius  Caefar,  who  as  little  deferv'd  it,  as  Dio^ 
(Icfian  heie.    B.  2.  C.  10.  Stan.  51.  , 

Good  Claudius,  that  next  n.i'as  Emperor, 
An  Army  brought,  and  nx^ith  him  Battle  fought  ^ 
In  'which  the  King  luas  by  a  Treachetour 
Difgui/ed  Jtain,  e'er  any  thereof  thought  : 
Tet  ceafed  not  the  bloody  fight  for  ought ; 
Tor  Arvirage  his  Brother^.  Place  fupplfd 
In  Arms,  and  eke  in  Crouun  ;  and  by  that  Draught 
Did  dri've  the  Romans  to  the  iveaker fide. 
That  they  to  Peace  agreed.    Sq  all  'was  pacify  d. 

(30)  7«  Lombardy]  Dalmatia  was  the  real  Country,  to  which 
Dioclefian  retir'd :  But  Lombardy  being  a  £ner  Climate  for  a  Farmer, 
was,  1  fuppofe,  the  Rcafon  why  our  Poets  have  chofc  to  fix  him  there. 

With 
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Wtth  Rural  Sports  to  give  him  Entertainment : 

With  which  delighted^  he  with  eafe  forgets 

All  fpecious  'Trifles^  and  fecurely  taftes 

7'he  certain  Pleafures  of  a  private  Life. 

But  oh  Ambition^  that  eats  into^ 

With  venom' d  ^eeth^  true  'Thankfulnefs  and  Honour^ 

And  to  fupport  her  Greatnefs^  fafhions  Fears ^ 

Doubts^  and  Preventions  to  decline  all  dangers^ 

Which  in  the  place  of  Safety^  prove  her  Ruin  : 

All  which  he  pleased  to  fee  in  Maximinian, 

To  whom^  his  confer' d  Sovereignty  was  like 

A  large  Sail  fill*  d  full  ivith  a  fore-right  Wind^ 

*Ihat  drowns  a  fmaller  Bark :  And  he  once  faWn 

Into  Ingratitude^  makes  no  flop  in  Mifchief 

But  violently  runs  on.    Allow  Maximiniaa  ally 

Honour^  and  Empire^  ahfolute  Command ; 

Tet  bein^  illy  long  Great  he  cannot  ftand.  [Exit, 

S    C    E   N   E  11. 

Enter  Maximinian  and  Aurelia. 

Aur,  Why  droops  my  Lord,  my  Love,  my  Life,  my 

C^ar  ? 

How  ill  this  dulneis  doth  comport  with  Greatnefs  ? 
Does  not,  with  open  Arms,  your  Fortune  court  you  I 
Rome  know  you  for  her  Mafter  ?  I  myfelf 
Confefs  you  for  my  Husband?  love,  and  ferve  you  ? 
If  you  contemn  not  thefe,  and  think  them  Curfes, 
I  know  no  Bleflings  that  ambitious  Flefli 
Could  wifh  to  feel  beyond  'em. 

Max.  Beft  Aurelia^ 
The  Parent  and  the  Nurfe  to  all  my  Glories, 
'Tis  not  that  thus  embracing  you,  1  think 
There  is  a  Heav'n  beyond  it,  that  begets 
Thefe  fad  Retirements ;  but  the  fear  to  lofe 
What  it  is  Hell  to  part  with  :  Better  t'  have  liv'd 
Poor  and  obfcure,  and  never  fcal'd  the  top 
Of  hilly  Empire,  than  to  die  with  fear 
To  be  thrown  headlong  down,  almoft  as  foon 

As 
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As  we  have  reach'd  it. 

Aur.  Thefe  are  Panick  Terrors 
You  fafhion  to  yourfeJf :  Is  not  my  Brother 
(Your  Equal  and  Co-partner  in  the  Empire) 
Vow'd  and  confirm*d  your  Friend  ?  the  Soldier  Gonftant? 
Hath  not  your  Uncle  iDioclefian  taken 
His  lad  farewel  o'th'  World  ?  What  then  can  fhake  ye  ? 

Maii.  The  Thought  I  may  be  fhaken,  and  aflurancc 
That  what  we  do  poflefs  is  not  our  own. 
But  has  dependance  on  another's  favour : 
For  nothing's  more  uncertain,  my  Aurelia^ 
Than  Power  that  ftands  not  on  his  proper  Bafis, 
But  borrows  his  Foundation.    I'll  make  plain 
My  caufe  of  doubts  and  fears ;  for  what  fhould  I 
Conceal  from  you,  that  are  to  be  familiar 
With  my  moft  private  Thoughts?  Is  not  the  Empire 
My  Uncle's  gift?  and  may. he  not  refume  it 
Upon  the  leafl:  diftafte  ?  Does  not  Charinus 
Crofs  me  in  my  defigns?  And  what  is  Majefty 
When  'tis  divided?  Does  not  th'  infolent  Soldier 
Call  my  Command  his  Donative?  And  what  can  take 
More  from  our  Honour  ?  No,  my  wife  Aurelia^ 
If  I  to  you  am  more  than  all  the  World, 
As  fure  you  are  to  me  ;  as  we  defire 
To  be  fecure,  we  muft  be  abfolute, 
And  know  no  Equal ;  when  your  Brother  borrows 
The  little  Splendor  that  he  has  from  us. 
And  we  are  ferv'd  for  fear,  not  at  entreaty. 
We  may  live  fafe ;  but  'till  then,  we  but  walk 
With  heavy  burthens  on  a  Sea  of  Glafs, 
And  our  own  v/eight  will  fink  us.  ■ 

Aiir,  Your  Mother  brought  you 
Into  the  World  an  Emp'ror  ;  you  perfwade 
But  what  I  would  have  counfel'd :  Nearnefs  of  Blood, 
Refpeft  of  Piety,  and  Thankfulnefs, 
And  all  the  holy  dreams  of  virtuous  Fools, 
Muft  vanifli  into  nothing,  when  Ambition, 
The  maker  of  great  Minds,  and  nurfe  of  Honour, 
Puts  in  for  Empire.    On  then,  and  forget 
Your  fimple  Uncle  5  think  he  was  the  Mafter 
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(In  being  once  an  Emp'ror)  of  a  Jewel, 

Whofc  worth  and  ufe  he  knew  not :  For  Charinus^ 

No  more  my  Brother,  if  he  be  a  flop 

To  what  yoa  purpole    he  to  me's  a  Stranger, 

And  fo  to  be  remov'd. 

Max,  I'hou  more  than  Woman, 
Thou  mafcuhne  Greatnefs,  to  whofe  foaring  Spirit 
To  touch  the  Stars  feems  but  an  eafie  flight, 

0  how  I  glory  in  thee  !  thofe  great  Women 
Antiquity  is  proud  of,  thou  but  nam'd. 
Shall  be  no  more  remembred  :  but  perfever. 
And  thou  lhalt  fhine  among  thofe  leffer  lights. 

Enter  Charinus,  Niger,  and  Guard. 

To  all  Pofterity,  like  another  Phebe^ 
And  be  ador'd  as  flie  is. 

Aur.  Here's  Charinus, 
His  brow  furrow*d  with  anger. 

Max.  Let  him  ftorm, 
And  you  fhall  hear  me  Thunder. 

Cha,  Hedifpofeof 
My  Provinces  at's  Pleafure  ?  and  confer 
Thofe  honours,  that  are  only  mine  to  give. 
Upon  his  Creatures  ? 

Nig.  Mighty  Sir,  afcribe  it 
To  his  aflurance  of  your  Love  and  Favour, 
A'nd  not  to  Pride  or  Malice. 

Cha.  No,  good  Niger, 
Courtefie  fhall  not  fool  me  ;  he  fhall  know 

1  lent  a  Hand  to  raife  him,  and  defend  him, 
While  he  continues  good  \  but  the  fame  Strength, 
If  Pride  make  him  ufurp  upon  my  Right, 

Shall  ftrike  him  to  the  Center.    You're  well  met.  Sir. 

Max,  As  you  make  the  Encounter  :  Sir,  I  hear. 
That  you  repine,  and  hold  yourfelf  much  griev'd, 
In  that,  without  your  good  leave,  I  beftow'd 
The  Gallian  Proconfulfhip  upon 
A  Follower  of  mine. 

Cha,  'Tis  true,  and  wonder 
You  durft  attempt  it. 

Max, 
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Max.  Durft,  Charinus  ? 

Cba.  Durft  ; 
Again  I  fpeak  it:  Think  you  me  fo  tame. 
So  leaden  and  unaftive,  to  fit  down 
With  fuch  Dilhonour  ?  Bur,  recall  your  Grant, 

And  fpeedily  ;  or  by  the  Rovian  

Thou  trip'ft  thine  own  Heels  up,  and  haft  no  part 
In  Rome.,  or  in  the  Empire. 

Ma:<.  Thou  haft  none. 
But  by  permifiion :  Alas,  poor  Charinus^ 
Thou  fhadovv  of  an  Emperor,  1  fcorn  thee, 
Thee,  and  thy  foolifti  Threats  :  The  Gods  appoint  him 
The  abfolute  Difpofer  of  the  Earth, 
That  has  the  fh^rpeft  Sword.    Tm  fure,  Charinus., 
Thou  wear' ft  one  wkhout  edge.    When  cruel  Aper 
Had  kiird  Numerianus.  thy  Brother, 
(An  a6l  that  would  have  made  a  trembling  Coward 
More  daring  than  AlcideSy)  thy  bafe  fear 
Made  thee  wink  at  it;  then  rofe  up  my  Uncle, 
For  th'  Honour  of  the  Empire,  and  of  RomCy 
Againft  the  Traytor,  and  among  his  Guards 
Punifli'd  the  Treafon  :  This  bold  daring  ad 
Got  him  the  Soldiers  Suffrages  to  be  defar. 
And  howfoever  his  too  gentle  Nature 
Allow'd  thee  the  Name  only,  as  his  Gift, 
I  challenge  the  Succeflion. 

Cba.  Thou  art  cozen'd. 
When  the  Receiver  of  a  courtefie 
Cannot  fuftain  the  weight  it  carries  with  it, 
(jl)  'Tis  but  aTryal,  not  a  prefent  Ad. 
Thou  haft  in  a  few  days  of  thy  ftiort  Reign, 
In  over- weening  Pride,  Riot  and  Lufts, 
Sham'd  noble  Diocle/ian,  and  his  Gift ; 
Nor  doubt  I,  when  it  ftiall  arrive  unto 
His  certain  knowledge,  how  the  Empire  groans 

(31)  "T//  iuf  aTryal,']  The  Senfe  defignM  is  certainly,  not  at  pre- 
fent, or  as  yet  an  irrevocable  A3  or  Deed.  If  the  Words  do  not  feem 
to  the  Reader  to  convey  this  Senfe,  a  flight  Change  will :  He  may  read 

  not  a  perfect  Act, 

Bat  I  would  not  have  the  Text  diilurb*d.  Mr.  Seivard, 

Under 
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Under  thy  Tyranny,  but  he  will  forfake 

His  private  Life,  and  once  again  refume 

His  laid-by  Majefty  ;  or  at  Jeafl:,  make  choice 

Of  fuch  an  Jtlas  as  may  bear  this  burthen, 

Too  heavy  for  thy  Shoulders.    To  cfFcft  this, 

Lend  your  afliftance.  Gentlemen,  and  then  doubt  not 

But  that  this  Mulhroom,  fprung  up  in  a  Night, 

Shall  as  foon  wither.    And  for  you,  Aureiia^ 

If  you  efteem  your  Honour  more  than  Tribute 

Paid  to  your  loathfome  Appetite,  as  a  Fury 

Fly  from  his  loofe  Embraces  j  lb  farewel : 

E*cr  long  you  lhall  hear  more.  [^Exeunt. 

Jur.  Are  you  ftruck  Dumb, 
That  you  make  no  Reply  ? 

Max.  Sweet,  I  will  do. 
And  after  talk  :  I  will  prevent  their  Plots, 
And  turn  them  on  their  own  accurfed  Heads. 
My  Uncle  ?  good,  I  muft  not  know  the  Names 
Of  Piety  or  Pity.    Steel  my  Heart, 
Defire  of  Empire,  and  inftru6t  me,  that 
The  Prince  that  over  others  would  bear  fway. 
Checks  at  no  Let  that  ftops  him  in  his  way.  [ExeuMf^ 

SCENE  IIL 

EnUr  three  Shepherds^  and  two  Countrymen, 

1  Shep,  Do  you  think  this  great  Man  will  continue  here  ? 

2  Shep,  Continue  here  ?  what  clfe  ?  h'as  bought  the 

great  Farm ; 
A  great  Man,  with  a  great  Inheritance, 
And  all  the  Ground  about  it,  all  the  Woods  too. 
And  ftock'd  it  like  an  Emperor.  Now, all  our  fports  again. 
And  all  our  merry  Gambols,  our  May-Ladies, 
Our  Evening  Dances  on  the  Green,  our  Songs, 
Our  Holiday  good  chear,  our  Bagpipes  now,  Boys, 
Shall  make  the  wanton  Lafles  skip  again, 
Our  Sheep-fhearings,  and  all  our  knacks. 

3  Shep,  But  hark  ye. 

We  muft  not  call  him  Emp*ror. 

I  Cot4Hir. 


I  74  Prophetefs. 

1  Coimtr.  That's  all  one, 

He's  the  King  of  good  Feiiows,  that's  no  Treafon; 
And  fo  I'll  call  him  ftijl,  though  I  be  hang'd  for't. 
I  grant      h'as  giv'n  his  Honour  to  another  Man, 
He  cannot  give  his  Humour  ^  he's  a  brave  Fellow, 
And  will  love  us,  and  we'll  love  him.  Come  hither,  Ladon^ 
What  new  Songs,  and  what  Geers  ? 

3  Shep,  Enough  ;  Til  tell  ye. 
He  comes  abroad  anon  to  view  his  Grounds, 
And  with  the  help  of  T'hiyjhy  and  old  EgGn^ 
(IPs  whorfon  Cold  be  gone)  and  ArnaryiliSy 
And  fome  few  more  o'ch'  Wenches,  we  will  meet  him. 
And  ftrike  him  fuch  new  (r)  Springs,  and  fuch  free 
Welcomes, 

Shall  make  him  fcorn  an  Empire,  forget  Majefty, 
And  m.ake  him  bleis  the  hour  he  liv'd  here  happy. 

2  Count','.  And  we  will  fecond  ye,  we  honefl  Carters, 
We  Lads  o'th'  lafh,  with  fome  blunt  Entertainment, 
Our  Teams  to  two-pence,  we*ll  give  him  fome  content. 
Or  we'll  bawl  fearfully. 

3  Sbep.  He  can't  expect  now 

His  courtly  Entertainments,  and  his  rare  Muficks, 
And  Ladies  to  delight  him  with  their  Voices; 
Honefl  and  chearful  Toys  from  honeft  Meanings, 
And  the  befl  Hearts  they  have.  We  mufl:  be  neat  all ; 
On  goes  my  RufTec  Jerkin  with  bhk  Buttons.  [net, 
I  Ship.  And  my  green  flops  I  was  marry 'd  in ;  myBon- 
With  my  Carnation  Point  with  filver  Tags,  Boys; 
You  know  where  I  won  it. 

(r)  Stri?:cj  here  means  Tunes.  So  Bifhop  D^glafs  in  his  Tranila- 
tion  of  yirgil.  Bcok  6.  Page  167. 

Q:f  Orphcns  mfcht  reduce  agane  I gefs 

From  Hill  bis  Spoufe  s  Goijl,  uuitb  his  fuiU  Stringeis, 

Pla-jand  m  his  Harp  e/Trs^ce  fa  pUafar.d  Springis. 

So  Cbaucfr  Hovfe  of  fame ,    Book  3,  Line  143,  CT"'. 

Ihere  JanM  I  fanous  OiJ  ar.d  Tauno 
Piperis  cf  the  Duche  Ti?/;^, . 
To  lerning  Li-je  dauncis  and  $pnilgr9> 
Regis  arj  the  fira'^ngc  thirgii^, 

1  Conntr* 
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I  Countr.  Thou  wilt  ne'er  be  old,  Jlexis.  [vours, 
I  Sbep.  And  I  lhall  find  Tome  Toys  that  have  been  fa* 

^nd  Nofc-gays,  and  fuch  Knacks  •,  for  there  be  Wenches. 
3  Sbep,  My  Mantle  goes  on  too  I  play*d  young  Parts  in. 

And  the  new  Garters  Amaryllis  fent  me.       [our  Faces  : 

1  Countr,  Yes,  yes ;  we'll  all  be  handfome,  and  wafli 
Neighbour,  I  fee  a  Remnant  of  March  Duft 

That's  hatched  into  your  Chaps :  I  pray  you  be  careful. 

Enter  Geta. 

And  mundifie  your  Muzzel. 

2  Countr,  I'll  to  th'  Barbers, 

It  fhall  coft  me  I  know  what.  Who's  this  ? 

3  Shep.  Give  room,  Neighbours, 

A  great  Man  in  our  State-,  God  blefs  your  Worfhip. 

2  Countr,  Encreafe  your  Mafterfhip. 
Geta,  Thanks,  my  good  People ; 

Stand  off,  and  know  your  Duties :  As  I  take  it 

You  are  the  lab'ring  People  of  this  Village, 

And  you  that  keep  the  Sheep.  Stand  farther  off  yet. 

And  mingle  not  with  my  Authority, 

I  am  too  mighty  for  your  Company.  [ftiip 

3  Shep.  We  know  it,  Sir ;  and  we  defire  your  Wor^ 
To  reckon  us  amongft  your  humble  Servants, 

And  that  our  Country  Sports,  Sir,  » 

Geta.  For  your  Sports,  Sir, 
They  may  be  fecn,  when  I  fhall  think  convenient. 
When  out  of  my  Diferetion,  I  fliall  view  'em, 
And  hold  'em  fit  for  Licence.   Ye  look  on  me. 
And  look  upon  me  ferioufly,  as  you  knew  me: 
*Tis  true,  I've  been  a  Rafcal,  as  you  are, 
A  Fellow  of  no  mention,  nor  no  mark, 
Juft  fuch  another  Piece  of  Durt,  fo  fafhion'd  : 
But  Time,  that  purifies  all  things  of  Merit, 
Has  fet  another  Stamp.  Come  nearer  now. 
And  be  not  fearful :  I  take  off  my  Aufterity  ; 
And  know  me  for  the  great  and  mighty  Steward 
Under  this  Man  of  Honour  ;  know  ye  for  my  Vaffals, 
And  at  my  Pleafure  I  can  difpeople  ye. 
Can  blow  you  and  your  Cattle  out  o'th*  Country : 
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But  fear  me,  and  have  Favour.     Come,   go  along 
with  me. 

And  I  will  hear  your  Songs,  and  perhaps  like  *em. 

3  Shep,  I  hope  you  will,  Sir. 

Geta.  'Tis  not  a  thing  impoflible. 
Perhaps  Pll  fing  myfelf,  the  more  to  grace  ye. 
And  if  I  like  your  Women. 

3  Shep,  We'll  have  the  bcft,  Sir, 
Handfome  young  Girls. 

Geta.  The  handfomer,  the  better. 

Enter  Delphia. 

*May  bring  your  Wives  too,  'twill  be  all  one  Charge 
to  ye ; 

For  I  muft  know  your  Families. 

Del  'f  is  well  faid, 
*Tis  well  faid,  honeft  Friends    I  know  y'are  hatching 
Some  plcafurable  Sports  for  your  great  Landlord  ; 
Fill  him  with  Joy,  and  win  him  a  Friend  to  ye. 
And  make  this  little  Grange  feem  a  large  Empire, 
Let  out  with  home  Contents :  I'll  work  his  Favour, 
Which  daily  fhall  be  on  ye. 

3  Shep.  Then  we'll  fmg  daily. 
And  make  him  the  beft  Sports. 

Del.  Infl:ru6t  'em,  Geta^ 
And  be  a  merry  Man  again. 

Geta.  Will  ye  lend  me  a  Devil, 
That  we  may  dance  a  while  ? 

Del.  rii  lend  thee  two. 
And  Bag-Pipes  that  (hall  blow  alone. 

Geta.  I  thank  ye; 
But  I'll  know  your  Devils  of  a  cooler  Complexion  firft. 
Come,  follow,  follow  ;  I'll  go  fit  and  fee  ye.  [Exeunt. 

(32)  Enter  Dioclefian  Drufilla. 

Del.  Do  ;  and  be  ready  an  Hour  hence,  and  bring  'em  ; 
For  in  the  Grove  you'll  find  him. 

{32)  Enter  Diodes  and  Drufilla.]  Though  the  Emperor  had  quit- 
ted his  Imperial  Dignity,  and  redrea  to  his  Farm,  it  does  not  appear 
by  any  Accounts,  that  he  ever  reduc'd  his  Name,  as  our  Editors 

Dio, 
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hio.  Come  Bru/My 
The  Partner  of  my  bell:  Contents :  I  hope  now 
You  dare  behcve  me. 

JDru.  Yes,  and  dare  fay  to  ye, 
I  rhiiik  ye  now  mod  happy. 
'  Dio.  You  fay  true,  Sweer, 

For  by  my  — I  find  now  by  Experience, 

Content  was  never  Courtier. 

Dru.  I  pray  ye  walk  on,  Sir  ; 
The  cool  Shades  of  the  Grove  invite  ye. 

Dio.  O  my  deareft  ! 
When  Man  lias  caft  off  his  ambitious  Great|iefsj 
And  funk  into  the  Sweetnefs  of  himfelf ; 
Built  his  Foundation  upon  honeft  Thoughts, 
Not  great,  but  good  Defires  his  daily  Servants  j 
How  quietly  he  Sleeps !  How  joyfully 
He  wakes  again,  and  looks  on  his  PoflelTions, 
And  from  his  willing  labours  feeds  with  Pleafure? 
Here  hang  no  Comets  in  the  lliapes  of  Crowns, 
To  fhake  our  fweet  contents ;  nor  here,  Drujillay 
Cares,  like  Eclipfes,  darken  our  Endeavours  : 
We  love  here  without  Rivals,  kifs  with  Innocence  5 
Our  Thoughts  as  gentje  as  our  Lips,  our  Children 
The  double  Heirs  both  of  our  Forms  and  Faiths. 

Dru,  I'm  glad  ye  make  this  right  ufe  of  this  fweetnefs^ 
This  fweet  Retired nefs. 

Dio,  'Tis  fweet  indeed.  Love, 
And  every  Circumftance  about  it,  fliews  it. 
How  iib'ral  is  the  Spring  in  every  place  here  ? 
The  artificial  Court  fliews  but  a  Shadow, 
A  painted  imitation  of  this  Glory. 
Smell  to  this  Flower,  here  Nature  has  her  excellence: 
Let  all  the  Perfumes  of  the  Empire  pafs  this. 
The  carefuU'ft  Lady's  Cheek  rfiew  fuch  a  Colour  % 
They're  gilded  and  adulterate  Vanities. 
And  here  in  Poverty  dwells  noble  Nature* 

have  done  for  him  here,  to  pure  plain  Diodes,  I  fay  the  Editors^ 
noc  the  Poets,  becaufe  in  the  Conclufion  of  this  Aft  the  Soldiers  giv* 
him  his  Imperial  Addition, 

Long  live  the  pood  and  £racious  DiocUflilR^ 

Vol.  VI.  M  Wf>a« 
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What  pains  we  take  to  cool  our  Wines,  t'allay  us, 

iMu/ickhehwl 
And  bury  quick  the  fuming  God  to  quench  us, 
Methinks  this  Chryftal  Well  ?  Ha  f  What  ftrange  Mufick  ? 
^Tis  underneath,  fure  ;  how  it  ftirs  and  joys  me  ? 
How  all  the  Birds  fct  on  ?  The  Fields  redouble 
Their  odorif 'rous  fweets  ?  Hark  how  the  Echoes-*— 

Enter  a  Spirit  from  the  Well. 

Bru.  See,  Sir,  thofe  Flowers 
From  out  the  Well,  fpring  to  your  Entertainment, 

Enter  Delphia. 

Bio.  Blefs  me. 

Bru.  Be  not  afraid,  'tis  fomc  good  Angel 
That's  come  to  welcome  ye. 

BeL  Go  near  and  hear.  Son.  • 

SONG. 

Bio.  O  Mother,  thank  ye,  thank  ye,  this  was  your 
Will. 

Bel  You  fhall  not  want  delights  to  blefs  your  Prefence. 
Now  ye  are  honeft,  all  the  Stars  (hall  honour  ye. 

Enter  Shepherds  and  Bancers. 

Stay,  here  are  Country- fliepherds,  here's  fome  fport  too, 
And  you  muft  grace  it.  Sir  5  *twas  meant  to  welcome  ye  > 
A  King  fhall  never  feel  your  Joy.  Sit  down.  Son. 

A  Dance  of  Shepherds  and  Shepherdejfes  \  Pan  leading 
the  Meny  Ceres  the  Maids, 
Hold,  hold,  my  Meflenger  appears  5  leave  off.  Friends, 
Leave  off  a  while,  and  Breathe. 

Bio,  What  News  ?  Ye*re  pale.  Mother. 

Bel.  No,  I  am  careful  of  thy  lafety.  Son, 
Be  not  affrighted,  but  fit  ftill  5  Tm  with  thee. 

Enter  Maximinian,  Aurelia,  and  Soldiers. 

And  now  dance  out  your  Dance.   D'  you  know  that 
Perfon  ? 


Be 
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Be  not  amaz*d,  but  let  him  fhew  his  dreadfulleft. 

Max.  How  confident  he  firs  amongft  his  Pkafures, 
And  what  a  chearfijl  colour  fhews  in*s  Face, 
And  yet  he  fees  me  too,  the  Soldiers  with  me. 

j^ur.  Be  fpeedy  in  your  work,  (you  will  be  ftopt  elfe) 
And  then  you  are  an  Emp'ror. 

Max,  ril  about  it. 

Dio,  My  Royal  Coufin,  how  I  joy  to  fee  ye, 
You  and  your  Royal  Emprefs. 

Max.  You*re  too  kind,  Sir. 
I  come  not  to  eat  with  ye,  and  to  furfeit 
On  thefe  poor  Clownifh  Pleafures ;  but  to  tell  ye 
I  look  upon  ye  like  my  Winding-fheet, 
The  Coffin  of  my  Greacnefs,  nay,  my  Grave: 
For  whilft  you  are  alive  ■ 

Dio.  Ahve,  my  Coufin  ? 

Max,  I  fay.  Alive.    I  am  no  Emperor ; 
I'm  nothing  but  mine  own  difquiet; 

Dio,  Stay,  Sir* 

Max.  1  cannot  fl:ay.    The  Soldiers  doat  upon  yC* 
I  would  fain  fparc  ye ;  but  mine  own  Security 
Compels  me  to  forget  you  are  my  Uncle, 
Compels  me  to  forget  you  made  me  Cafar: 
F  r  whilft  you  are  remembred,  I  am  buried. 

Dio,  Did  not  I  make  ye  Emperor,  dear  Coufin, 
The  tree  gift  from  my  Ipecial  Grace  ^ 

Del,  Fear  nothing. 

Dio.  Bid  not  I  chufe  this  Poverty,  to  raife  you 
Th:it  Royal  Woman  gave  into  your  Arms  too  ? 
Blcf^'d  ye  with  her  bright  Beauty  ^  Gave  the  Soldierj^ 
The  Soldier  that  hung  to  me,  fix'd  him  on  ye  ? 
Gave  ye  the  World's  command  ? 

Max,  This  cannot  help  ye. 

Dio.  Yet  this  (hall  eale  me.  Can  ye  be  fo  bafe,  Coufin^ 
So  far  from  Noblenefs,  fo  far  from  Nature, 
As  to  forget  all  this  ?  To  tread  this  Tie  out  ? 
Raife  Lo  yourfelf  fo.foul  a  Monument 
Tiiat  every  common  Foot  fhall  kick  afunder  ? 
Mult  my  Blood  glue  ye  to  your  Peace  ? 

2^x.  It  muft,  Uncle  5 

M  2  .  I 
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I  (land  too  loofe  elfe,  and  my  Foot  too  feeble : 

You  gone  once,  and  their  Love  retir'd,  I'm  rooted. 

Dio.  And  cannot  this  remov'd  poor  State  obfcure  me  ? 
1  do  not  feck  for  yours,  nor  enquire  ambidoufly 
After  your  growing  Fortunes.  Take  heed,  myKinfman, 
Ungratefulnefs  and  Blood  mingled  together. 
Will,  like  two  furious  Tides  > 

Max,  I  muft  Sail  th'row  *em : 
Let  'em  be  Tides  of  Death,  Sir,  I  muft  ftem  up. 

Dio.  Hear  but  this  laft,  and  wifely  yet  confider  : 
Place  round  about  my  Grange  a  Garrifon, 
That  if  1  offer  to  exceed  my  Limits, 
Or  ever  in  my  common  talk  name  Emperor, 
Ever  converfe  with  any  greedy  Soldier, 
Or  look  for  Adoration,  nay,  for  Couriefie 

Above  the  days  Salute.  Think  who  has  fed  ye, 

Think,  Coufin,  who  I  am.  D'ye  flight  my  Mifery? 
Nay,  then  I  charge  thee;  nay,  I  meet  thy  Cruelty. 

Max,  This  cannot  ferve,  prepare ;    Now  fall  on, 
Soldiers, 

And  all  the  Treafure  that  I  have— 

[^hunder  and  Lightnwg, 

Sold,  The  Earth  fliakes ; 
We  totter  up  and  down  ;  we  cannot  ftand,  Sir  ; 
Methinks  the  Mountains  tremble  too. 

2  Sold.  The  flafhes 
How  thick  and  hot  they  come  ?  We  fhall  be  burn'd  all. 

Bel.  Fall  on,  Soldiers  : 
You  that  fell  innocent  Blood,  fall  on  full  bravely. 

Sold,  We  cannot  ftir. 

Del.  You  have  your  liberty. 
So  have  you.  Lady.  One  of  you  come  do  it. 

Hand  with  a  Bolt  appears  above, 
D'  you  ftand  amaz'd  ^  Look  o'er  thy  Head,  Maximinian^ 
Look,  to  thy  Terror,  what  hangs  over  thee  : 
Nay,  it  will  nail  thee  Dead  >  look  how  it  threatens  thee: 
The  Bolt  for  Vengeance  on  ungrateful  Wretches  ; 
The  Bolt  of  innocent  Blood ;  read  tlfofe  hot  Characters, 
And  fpell  the  will  of  Hcav'n.  Nay,  lovely  Lady, 
You  muft  take  part  too,  as  fpur  to  Ambition. 
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Are  ye  humble  ?  Now  fpeak,  my  part  is  ended. 
Does  all  your  Glory  lhake  ? 

Max.  Hear  us,  great  Uncle, 
Good  and  great  Sir,  be  pitiful  unto  us ; 
Bcrlow  your  Feet  we  lay  pur  Lives,  be  merciful  : 
Begin  you,  Heav'n  will  follow. 

Aur,  Oh,  it  fhakes  ftill. 

Max.  And  dreadfully  it  threatens.  We  acknowledge 
Ourbafe  and  foul  intentions.    Stand  between  us; 
For  faults  con fefs'd,  they  fay,  are  half  forgiven. 
We're  forry  for  our  Sins.    Take  from  us.  Sir, 
That  glorious  weight  that  made  us  fwell,  cJiat  poifon'd  us  j 
That  mafs  of  Majefty  I  labour'd  under, 
(Too  heavy  and  too  mighty  for  my  Manage) 
That  my  poor  innocent  Days  may  turn  again. 
And  my  Mind,  pure,  may  purge  me  of  thefe  Curfes ; 
By  your  old  Love,  the  Blood  that  runs  between  us. 

\T^e  Hand  taken  in. 

Aur,  By  that  Love  once  ye  bare  to  me,  by  that,  Sir, 
That  blefled  Maid  enjoys—— 

Dio.  Rife  up,  dear  Coufin, 
And  be  your  Words  your  Judges  :  I  forgive  yc. 
Great  as  ye  are,  enjoy  that  Greatnefs  ever, 
Whilft  I  mine  own  Content  make  mine  own  Empire, 
Once  more  I  give  ye  all  ;  learn  to  deferve  it. 
And  live  to  love  your  Good  more  than  your  Greatnefi. 
Now  fhevv  your  Loves  to  entertain  this  Emperor, 
My  honeft  Neighbours.    Geta^  fee  all  handfome. 
Your  Grace  muft  pardon  us,  our  Houfe  is  little  j 
But  fuch  an  ample  welcome  as  a  poor  Man 
And  his  true  Love  can  make  you  and  your  Erfnprefs— - 
Madam,  we  have  no  Dainties. 

Aur,  *Tis  enough,  Sir ; 
We  fliall  enjoy  the  riches  of  your  Goodnefs. 

Sold,  Long  live  the  good  and  gracious  Dioclefian, 

Dio,  I  thank  ye,  Soldiers,  1  forgive  your  raOinefs. 
And,  Royal  Sir,  long  may  they  love  and  honour  ye. 

[Drums  beat  a  March  afar  off. 

What  Drums  are  thofe? 
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Del  Meet  'em,  my  honeft  Son, 
They  are  thy  Friends,  Charinus  and  th'  old  Soldiers 
That  come  to  refcue  thee  from  thy  hot  Coufin. 
But  all  is  well,  and  turn  all  into  welcomes  : 
Two  Emperors  you  muft  entertain  now. 

Bio.  O  dear  Mother, 
I've  Will  enough,  but  I  want  Room  and  Glory.  Crily, 

Bel.  That  lliall  be  my  care.  Sound  your  Pipes  now  mer- 
And  all  your  handfbme  Sports.  Sing  'em  full  welcomes. 

Bio.  And  let  'em  know,  our  true  Love  breeds  more 
Stories 

And  perfedt  Joys,  than  Kings  do,  and  their  Glories.. 

{Exeunt. 
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DRAMAriS  PERSONS. 


MEN. 

Agenor,  Prince  of  Argos. 

Thcanor,  Son  to  the  ^een  of  Corinth,  a  vicious  Prince. 
Leonidas,  the  Corinthian  Gf/z^r^^/,  Brother  ts  Merione. 
Euphanes,  a  noble  young  Gentleman^  Favourite  to  the  ^een. 
Crates,  Elder  Brother  to  Euphanes,  a  malicious  Beautefeu.. 
Conon,  Euphanes'j  Confident^  and  Fellow-traveller. 
Neanthes,  ^ 
Soficles,    >  Courtiers. 

Eraton.    \  ^ 
Onos,  or  Lamprias,  a  very  foolijh  Traveller. 

Unde      \      ^^^^y  ^'^^  foolijh  Knaves. 
Gentlemen^  Servants  to  Agenor. 
jl  Page  to  Lord  Euphanes. 
Marjhaly  Vintner^  Drawers. 

WOMEN. 

^icen  of  Corinth,  A  wife  and  virtuous  Widow^  Mother 
of  Theanor. 

Merione,  A  virtuous  Lady^  honourably  follicited  by  Prince 
Agenor. 

Beliza,  A  noble  Lady^  Miflrefs  to  Euphanes. 

SCENE'  CORINTH. 


THE 
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A  C  T    L     S  C  E  N  E  1. 

Enfer  Neanthes,  Soficles,  and  Eraton. 

ERArON, 

I^Sj^S^HE  General  is  returned  then  ? 
l^^^^^j  Nean,  With  much  Honour. 
i^P  ^^f'  -^"^  Peace  concluded  with  the  Prince 

j^f^^^        ^j^g  Queen's  Wiflies:  The 
Conditions  fign'd 
So  far  beyond  her  Hopes,  to  the  Advantage 
Of  Corinth^  and  the  good  of  all  her  Subjects ; 
That  though  Leonidas^  our  brave  General, 
Ever  came  home  a  fair  and  great  Example, 
He  never  yet  return'd,  or  with  lefs  Lois 
Or  more  deiervcd  Honour. 

Era,  Have  you  not  heard 
The  Motives  to  this  'general  good  ? 

Nean.  The  main  one 
Was  Admiration  firft  in  young  y^enor, 
(For  by  that  Name  we  know  the  Prince  of  Jrgos) 
Of  our  Leonidas*  Wifdom  and  his  Valour; 
Which  though  an  En'my,  firft  in  him  bred  Wonder,' 
That  Liking,  Love  fucceeded  that,  which  was 
Followed  by  a  Defire  to  be  a  Friend, 

Upott 
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Upon  what  Terms  foever,  to  fuch  Goodnefs. 
They  had  an  Enterview,  and  that  their  Friendfliip 
Might  with  our  Peace  be  ratified,  'twas  concluded, 
Agenor  yielding  up  all  fuch  ftrong  Places 
As  he  held  in  our  Territories,  fhould  receive 
(With  a  fufficient  Dower,  paid  by  the  Queen) 
The  fair  Merione  for  hi^  Wife. 

Era,  But  how  * 
Approves  the  Queen  of  this  ?  fincc  we  well  know. 
Nor  was  her  Highnefs  ignorant,  that  her  Son 
The  Prince  Tbeanor  made  Love  to  this  Lady, 
And  in  the  nobleft  way. 

Nean.  Which  fhe  allowed  of. 
And  I  have  heard  from  fome  familiar  with 
Her  neareft  Secrets,  fhe  fo  deeply  priz'd  her, 
Bc'ng  from  an  Ir.f^nt  trained  up  in  her  Service, 
(Or  to  fpeak  better,  rather  her  own  Creature) 
She  once  did  fay.  That  if  the  Prince  ihould  fteal 
A  Marriage  wuhout  her  Leave,  or  Knowledge, 
With  this  Merione^  with  a  little  Suit 
She  (ho  lid  grant  b5th  their  Pardons ;  whereas  now 
To  ihew  herfclr  forfooth  a  Spartan  Lady, 
And  that  'tis  in  her  Power,  now  it  concerns 
The  common  good,  not  alone  to  fubdue 
Her  own  Affedtions,  but  command  her  Son's; 
She  has  not  only'forc'd  him  with  rough  Threats 
To  leave  his  Miftrefs,  but  compelled  him,  when 
Agenor  made  his  Entrance  into  Corinth^ 
To  wait  upon  his  Rival. 

Sof,  Can  it  be 
The  Prince  fhould  fit  down  with  this*  Wrong  ? 

Nean,  I  know  not, 
I  am  fure  I  fhould  not. 

Era,  Trufl  me,  nor  I, 
A  Mother  is  a  Name,  but  put  in  Ballance  [him? 
With  a  young  Wench  'tis  nothing;  where  did  you  leave 

Nean.  Near  Fejld's  Temple,  for  there  he  difmifs'd  me. 
And  full  of  troubled  Thoughts,  calling  for  Crates : 
He  went  with  him,  but  whither,  or  to  what  Purpofe, 
I  am  a  Stranger. 

•  -  '*  Entef- 
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Enter  Theanor  and  Crates. 
Era,  They're  come  back,  Neanthes. 
^he.  I  like  the  Place  well. 
Cra.  Well,  Sir?  it  is  built 
As  if  the  Architeft  had  been  a  Prophet, 
And  fafhion'd  it  alone  for  this  Night's  Aftion  5 
The  Vaults  fo  hollow,  and  the  Walls  fo  ftrong. 
As  Dtan  there  might  fuffer  Violence, 
And  with  loud  Shrieks  in  vain  call  Jove  to  help  her; 
Or  fliould  he  hear,  his  Thunder  could  not  find 
An  Entrance  to  it. 

^he,  I  give  up  my  felf 
Wholly  to  thyDiredion,  worth ieft  Cr^/^j ; 
And  yet  the  defp'rate  Cure  that  we  muft  pradife 
Is  in  it  felf  fo'foul,  and  full  of  Danger, 
That  I  (land  doubtful  whether  'twere  more  manly 
To  die  not  feeking  Help,  or  that  Help  being 
So  deadly,  to  purfue  it. 

Cra,  To  thofe  Reafons 
I  have  already  urg'd,  I  will  add  thefe. 
For  but  confider.  Sir  — 

Era.  It  is  of  weight 
What-e'er  it  be,  that  with  fuch  vehement  Aftion, 
Of  Eye,  Hand,  Foot,  nay  all  his  Body's  Motion, 
Crates  incites  the  Prince  to. 

ISlean,  Then  obferve. 
With  what  variety  of  Paffions  he 
Receives  his  Reafons;  now  he's  pale,  and  (hakes 
For  Fear  or  Anger;  now  his  natural  Red 
Comes  back  again,  and  with  a  pleafing  Smile 
He  feems  to  entertain  it ;  'tis  refolv*d  on. 
Be  it  what  'twill ;  to  his  Ends  may  it  profper, 
Though  the  State  fink  for*t. 

Or  a.  Now  you  are  a  Prince 
Fit  to  rule  others,  and  in  fliaking  ofF 
The  Bonds  in  which  your  Mother  fetters  you, 
Difcharge  your  Debt  to  Nature,  flie's  your  Guide, 
Follow  her  boldly.  Sir. 

27?^.  I  am  confirm'dj^ 
Fall  what  may  fall. 
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Cra,  Yet  ftill  difguife  your  Malice 
In  your  Humility. 

^he,  I  am  inftrudlcd.  [pefts, 

Cra,  Though  in  your  Heart  there  rage  a  thoufand  Tem- 
All  Calmnefs  in  your  Looks. 

^he.  I  ftiall  remember. 

Cra,  And  at  no  hand,  tho*  thefe  are  us*d  as  Agents, 
Acquaint  them  with  your  Purpofe,  *till  the  Inftant 
That  we  employ  them;  'tis  not  fit  they  have 
Time  to  confider  ;  when  *cis  done.  Reward 
Or  Fear  will  keep  them  filent ;  yet  you  may 
Grace  them  as  you  pafs  by,  'twill  make  them  furer. 
And  greedier  (i)  to  ferve  you. 

^e,  I'll  move  only 
As  you  would  have  me :  Good-day,  Gentlemen ; 
Nay,  fpare  this  ceremonious  Form  of  Duty 
To  him  that  brings  Love  to  you,  equal  Love, 
And  is  in  nothing  happier,  than  in  knowing 
It  is  returned  by  you  ;  we  are  as  one. 

Sof.  I  am  o'er-joy*d,  I  know  not 
How  to  reply ;  but  

Era.  Hang  all  buts ;  my  Lord, 
For  this  your  bounteous  Favour— 

Nean.  Let  me  fpeak. 
If  to  feed  Vultures  here,  after  the  Halter 
Has  done  his  Part,  or  if  there  be  a  Hell 
To  take  a  Swinge  or  two  there,  may  defcrve  this  — 

Sof,  We're  ready. 

Era,  Try  us  any  way. 

Nean,  Put's  to  it. 

^he.  What  Jewels  I  have  in  you  ? 

Cra,  Have  thefe  Souls, 
That  for  a  good  Look,  and  a  few  kind  Words, 
Part  with  their  Eflence  ? 

^e.  Since  you  will  compel  me 
To  put  that  to  the  Tryal  which  I  doubt  not, 

(i)   to  deferve you."]  What  I  have  inferted  in  the  Text,  fecms 

to  be  more  natural  and  eafy  than  the  old  Reading :  Neither  is  the 
Quantity  of  the  Inne  at  all  hurt,  by  the  cropping  of  a  Syllable,  for 
Greedier  is  three  Syllables  as  well  as  two,  ac-cording  as  the  Quantity 
of  the  Verfe  requires.  Mr,  Seivard  propo&'d  too  this  very  Alteration. 

Cratesy 
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Crates^  may  be,  fuddenly  will  inftrufl  you 

How,  and  in  what  to  ftiew  your  Loves 5  obey  him 

As  you  will  bind  me  to  you. 

Cra,  *Tis  well  grounded ; 
Leave  me  to  rear  the  Building.    Nean.  We  will  do. 

Cra.  I  know  it. 

Era.  Any  thing  you'll  put  us  to.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Leonidas,  Merione,  Beliza,  and  Servants, 

Leo,  Sifter,  I  reap  the  Harveft  of  my  Labours 
In  your  Preferment,  be  you  worthy  of  it. 
And  with  an  open  Bofom  entertain 
A  greater  Fortune  than  my  Love  durft  hope  for  ; 
Be  wife,  and  welcome  it :  Play  not  the  coy 
And  foolifh  Wanton,  with  the  offered  Bounties 
Ot'  him  that  is  a  Prince.    I  was  woo'd  for  you. 
And  won,  Merione ;  then  if  you  dare 
Believe  the  Objefl:  that  took  me  was  worthy. 
Or  truft  my  Judgment,  in  me  think  you  were 
Courted,  fu'd  to,  and  conquer'd. 

Mer,  Noble  Brother, 
I  have  and  ftill  elleem  you  as  a  Father, 
And  will  as  far  obey  you  >  my  Heart  fpeaks  it : 
And  yet  without  your  Anger,  give  me  leave 
To  fay.  That  in  the  Choice  of  that  on  which 
All  my  Life's  Joys  or  Sorrows  have  dependance. 
It  had  been  fit,  e'er  you  had  made  a  full 
And  abfolute  Grant  of  me  to  any  other, 
I  fhould  have  us'd  mine  own  Eyes,  or  at  lead 
Made  you  to  underftand,  whether  it  were 
Within  my  Power  to  make  a  fecond  Gift 
Of  my  poor  felf. 

Leo,  I  know  what  'tis  you  point  at. 
The  Prince  fheanor\  Love ;  let  not  that  cheat  you  ; 
His  Vows  were  but  meer  Courtfhip;  all  his  Service 
But  Pradlice  how  t'  entrap  a  cred'lous  Lady : 
Or  grant  it  ferious,  yet  you  muft  remember 
He's  not  to  love,  but  where  the  Queen  his  Mother 

Muft 
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Muft  give  Allowance,  which  to  you  is  barr'd  up. 
And  therefore  ftudy  to  forget  that  ever 
You  cherifh'd  fuch  a  Hope. 
Mer,  I  would  I  could, 

Leo,  But  brave  Agemr^  who  is  come  in  Perlbn 
To  celebrate  this  Marriage,  for  your  Love 
Forgives  the  forfeit  of  ten  thoufand  Lives, 
That  muft  have  fall'n  under  the  Sword  of  War 
Had  not  this  Peace  been  made ;  which  general  good 
Both  Countries  owe  to  his  AfFedion  to  you: 
O  happy  Sifter,  ask  this  noble  Lady, 
Your  bofom  Friend  (fince  I  fail  in  my  Credit) 
What  Palm  Agenor^%  Name,  above  all  Princes 
That  Greece  is  proud  of,  carries,  and  with  Luftre. 

Bel.  Indeed  Fame  gives  him  out  for  excellent ; 
And  Friend,  1  doubt  not  but  when  you  fliall  fee  him, 

(2)  Enter  a  Servant^  who  whifpers  Beliza. 

He'll  fo  appear  to  you.    Art  fure  'tis  he? 

Ser.  As  1  live  Madam  — 

BeL  Virtue  enable  me  to  contain  my  Joy. 
*Tis  my  Eufhanej, 

Ser.  Yes. 

Bel.  And  he's  in  Health  ? 

Ser.  Moft  certainly  Madam* 

Bel.  PU  fee  him  inftantly. 
So  prethee  tell  him.  [jEx/V  J^f. 

Mer.  I  yield  my  felf  too  weak 
In  Argument  t'  oppofe  you  5  you  may  lead  me 
Whither  you  pleafe. 

Leo.  *Tis  anfwer'd  like  ray  Sifter; 
And  if  in  him  you  find  not  ample  caufe 
To  pray  for  me,  and  daily  on  your  Knees, 
Conclude  I  have  no  Judgment. 

Mer.  May  it  pr.  ve  fo : 
Friend,  lhall  we  have  your  Company  ? 

Bel.  Two  hours  hence 

(2)  Enter  a  Ser'vanr']  Without  the  Addition  I  have  mp^p  to  thU 
Dlredion,  every  Reader  perhaps  wouM  not  take  the  abrupt  Quedion, 
Jrt  fure  Uit  he  ?  in  a  proper  Light, 
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I  will  not  fail  you. 

Leo,  At  your  pleafure,  Madam.    [Ex,  L^o,  and M^r, 

Enter  Euphanes. 
Bel  Could  I  in  one  word  fpeak  a  thoufand  welcomes. 
And  hearty  ones,  you  have  'em :  Fie,  my  Hand, 
We  ftand  at  no  fuch  diftance,  by  my  Life 
The  parting  kifs  you  took  before  your  Travel 
Is  yet  a  Virgin  on  my  Lips,  preferv'd  4 
"With  as  much  care  as  I  would  do  my  Fame 
To  entertain  your  wifli'd  return. 

Eupb.  Beft  Lady, 
That  1  do  honour  you,  and  with  as  much  reafon 
As  ever  Man  did  Virtue ;  that  I  love  you. 
Yet  look  upon  you  with  that  Reverence 
As  holy  Men  behold  the  Sun,  the  Stars, 
The  Temples,  and  their  Gods,  they  all  can  witnefi ; 
And  that  you  have  deferv'd  this  Duty  from  me. 
The  Life,  and  means  of  Life,  for  which  I  owe  you. 
Commands  me  to  profefs  it,  fince  my  Fortune 
Affords  (3)  no  other  Payment. 

Bel.  I  had  thought. 
That  for  the  trifling  Courtefies,  as  I  call  them, 
(Though  you  give  them  another  Name)  you  had 
Made  ample  fatisfaftion  in  th*  acceptance. 
And  therefore  did  prcfume  you  had  brought  homc^ 
Some  other  Language. 

Euph.  No  one  I  have  learn'd 
Yields  Words  fuflRcient  to  exprefs  your  Goodnels; 
Nor  can  I  ever  ^hufe  another  Theme, 
And  not  be  thought  unthankful. 

Bel  Pray  you  no  more, 
As  you  refped  me. 

Euph.  That  Charm  is  too  powerful 
For  me  to  difobey  it ;  *Tis  your  Pleafure, 
And  not  my  Boldnefs,  Madam. 

(3)       ^0  other  Payment. 

Beliz.  Good  Euphanes  fwbere  Benefits  are  ill  conferr^/l  Thus  runs 
the  Edition  of  1647,  but  by  miftake,  for  here  'ds  not  Scnfe,  the' 
quite  right  about  fix  or  feven  Speeches  lower,  as  the  Reader  will  very 
•afily  fee  and  perceive. 

B(I. 
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Bd.  Good  Eutlwfies^ 
Believe  I  am  no:  one  of  thofe  weak  Ladies, 
Tnat  (barren  of  all  inward  worm}  are  proud 
Of  what  they  cannot  truly  call  their  own, 
Their  Birth  or  Fortune,  which  are  things  without  them  : 
Nor  in  this  will  I  imitate  the  World, 
Whofe  greater  part  of  Men  think  when  they  give 
They  purchafe  Bondmen,  not  make  worthy  Friends: 
By  a!!  that's  good  I  fwear,  I  never  thought 
My  great  Eftate  was  an  Addition  to  me, 
Or  that  your  Wants  took  from  you. 

Eupb.  There  are  few 
So  truly  underflanding  or  themfelves  or  what 
They  do  polTcfs.    Bel.  Good  Eupbanesy  where  Benefits 
Are  ill  conferr'd,       as  on  unworthy  Men, 
That  turn  them  to  bad  ufes,  the  Bcftower, 
For  wanting  judgment  how,  and  on  whom  to  place  them. 
Is  partly  guilty  :  But  when  we  do  Favours 
To  fuch  as  make  them  Grounds  on  which  they  build 
Their  noble  Aclions,  there      improve  our  Fortunes 
To  the  mofl:  fair  advantage.    If  1  fpeak 
Too  much,  though  I  confefs  (5)  I  fpeak  well, 
Prethee  remember  'tis  a  Woman's  weaknefs. 
And  then  thou  wilt  forgive  it. 

(4)   as  to  unixcrthyMen,']  I  have  vcntur'd  at  mv  own  p«ril  U 

fubititute  cn  fcr  to^  as  being  the  mere  common  and  ufaaJ  waj  of  Ex- 
preflion. 

(5)  1 /peak  n.ell,']  The  Verfe  is*  deficient  both  as  to  Senfc  and 

Qaan:ir>',  and  there  are  ivro  wavs  of  filling  it  up.  Mr.  Se=ward  is 
for  reading  thus.  • 

—  I  mouu  fpeak  well,  as  defigniog  a  Compliment  both  to  him  and 
lierielf.  She  /pokcweli,  becauie  ihegave  i'a^cien:  Realona  for  having 
fupplied  his  ants. 

I  am  for  fapplying  the  Scnfe  and  Meafure  another  way  and  reading 
thai  ; 

/  /peak  not  ivell. 
For  this  feems  to  be  what  the  Lady  woaM  hare  him  think,  t/jt.  that 
fhe  fpoke  no:  well,  tho'  the  Subje^  (be  fpoke  of  had  abundant  Matter 
to  fapply  a  Speaker  with.    Add  to  this  what  ihe  ia/s  her£df  to  Mg- 
rime,  Ad  3,  near  the  End, 

■  horjj  rcis'd  *tis  Better 

That  all  do  kna^w  and  /peak  it  than  nj  /elf. 
This  to  me  appears  a  prefompdre  Proof  that  z*s  bids  £ureft  for  the 
riehc  Reading  in  this  Place. 
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Euph.  You  fpeak  nothing 
But  what  would  well  become  the  wifeft  Man : 
And  that  by  you  deliver'd.  is  fo  pleafing 
That  I  could  hear  you  ever. 

Bel.  Fly  not  from 
Your  Word,  for  I  arred  it :  And  will  now 
Exprefs  my  felf  a  little  more,  and  prove 
That  whereas  you  profefs  your  felf  my  Debtofj 
That  I  am  yours. 

Ewph,  Your  Ladylhip  then  mufl  ufe 
Some  Sophiftry  I  ne'er  heard  of. 

BeL  By  plain  Reafons ; 
For  look  you,  had  you  never  funk  beneath 
Your  Wants,  or  if  thofe  Wants  had  found  fupply 
From  Crates^  your  unkind  and  covetous  Brother, 
Or  any  other  Man,  I  then  had  mifs'd, 
A  Subjeft  upon  which  I  worthily 
Might  exercife  my  Bounty :  Whereas  now. 
By  having  happy  opportunity 
To  furnifh  you  before,  and  in  your  Travels, 
With  all  Conveniencies  that  you  thought  ufeful. 
That  Gold  which  would  have  rufted  in  my  Coffers 
Being  thus  imploy'd,  has  render'd  me  a  Partner 
In  all  your  glorious  A6lions.    And  whereas 
Had  you  not  been,  I  fhould  have  dy'd  a  thing 
Scarce  known,  or  foon  forgotten  :  There's  no  Trophy 
In  which  Euphanes  for  his  worth  is  mention'd. 
But  there  you  have  been  careful  to  remember. 
That  all  the  good  you  did  came  from  Beliza, 

Euph,  That  was  but  Thankfulnefs. 

Bel.  'Twas  fuch  an  Honour, 
And  fuch  a  large  Return  for  the  poor  Trafh 
I  ventur'd  with  you,  that  if  I  fhould  part 
With  all  that  I  poffefs,  and  my  felf  too. 
In  fatisfadtion  for  it,  'twere  (till  fhort 
Of  your  defervings. 

Euph.  You  o'er-prize  them.  Madam. 

Bel.  The  Queen  her  felf  hath  given  me  gracious  thanks 
In  your  behalf,  for  fhe  hath  heard,  Euphanes , 
How  gallantly  you  have  maintain'd  her  Honour 

Vol.  VI.  N  In 
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In  all  the  Courts  of  G-reece :  And  reft  aflur'd 
(Though  yet  unknown)  when  I  prefent  you  to  her, 
Which  [  will  do  this  Evening,  ^you  fliall  find 
That  fhe  intends  good  to  you.  * 

Eupb.  Worthieft  Lady, 
Since  all  you  labour  for  is  the  Advancement 
Of  him  that  will  live  ever  your  poor  Servant, 
He  mufl  not  contradi6l  it, 

Bel.  Here's  your  Brother, 
*Tis  ftrange  to  fee  him  here. 

Enter  Crates. 

Cra.  You're  welcome  home,  Sir, 
(Your  Pardon,  Madam)  I  had  thought  my  Houfe, 
Confidering  who  I  am,  might  have  been  worthy 
Of  your  firft  Vifit. 

Eupb,  'Twas  not  open  to  me 
When  laft  I  faw  you ;  and  to  me  *tis  wonder 
That  abfence,  which  ftill  renders  Men  forgotten. 
Should  make  my  Prefence  wilh'd  for. 

Bel.  That's  not  it, 
Your  tco  kind  Brother  underftanding  that 
You  ftand  in  no  need  of  him,  *s  bold  to  offer 
His  Entertainment. 

Cra.  He  had  never  wanted. 
Or  yours,  or  your  Affiftance,  had  he  pra6lis*d 
The  way  he  might  have  took,  to  have  commanded 
Whatever  I  call  mine. 

Eupb.  I  ftudied  many. 
But  could  find  none. 

Cra.  You  would  not  find  your  felf.  Sir, 
Or  in  your  felf,  what  was  due  to  me  from  you, 
The  privilege  my  Birth  beftow'd  upon  me 
Might  challenge  fome  regard. 

Eupb.  You'd  all  the  Land,  Sir, 
What  elfe  did  you  expecl?  And  I  am  certain 
You  kept  fuch  ftrong  Guards  to  preferve  it  yours, 
I  could  force  nothing  from  you. 

Cra.  Did  you  ever 
Demand  help  from  me  ? 

Eupb. 
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Euph.  My  wants  have,  and  often, 
With  open  Mouths,  but  you  nor  heard  nor  faw  them; 
May  be  you  Jook'd,  I  Ihould  petition  to  you 
As  you  went  to  your  Horfe ;  flatter  your  Servants, 
To  play  the  Brokers  for  my  furtherance. 
Sooth  your  word  Humours,  a6l  the  Parafite 
On  all  Occafions,  write  my  Name  with  theirs 
That  are  but  one  degree  remov'd  from  Slaves;  [you. 
Be  drunk  when  you  would  have  me,  then  Wench  with 
Or  play  the  Pander ;  enter  into  Quarrels 
Although  unjuftly  grounded,  and  defend  them 
'Caufe  they  were  yours  ;  thefe  are  the  Tyrannies 
Mofl:  younger  Brothers  groan  beneath ;  yet  bear  them 
From  the  infuking  Heir,  felling  their  Freedoms 
At  a  lefs  rate  than  what  the  State  allows 
The  Salary  of  bafe  and  common  Strumpets : 
For  my  part,  e'er  on  fuch  low  terms  1  feed 
Upon  a  Brother's  Trencher,  let  me  die 
The  Beggars  Death,  and  ftarvc. 

Cra,  'T is  bravely  fpoken, 
Did  what  you  do  rank  with  it. 

Bel,  Why,  what  does  he 
You  would  not  wifli  were  yours? 

Cra.  ril  tell  you,  Lady, 
Since  you  rife  up  his  Advocate,  and  boldly. 
(For  now  I  find,  and  plainly,  in  whofe  Favour 
My  Love  and  Service  to  you  was  negledled) 
For  all  your  Wealth,  nay,  add  to  that  your  Beauty, 
And  put  your  Virtues  in,  if  you  have  any, 
I  would  not  yet  be  pointed  at,  as  he  is, 
For  the  fine  Courtier,  the  Woman's  Man, 
That  tells  my  Lady  Stories,  diflblves  Riddles, 
Ulhcrs  her  to  her  Coach,  lyes  at  her  Feet 
At  folemn  Masks,  applauding  what  fhe  laughs  at  j 
Reads  her  afleep  anights,  and  takes  his  Oath 
Upon  her  Pantoffles,  that  all  Excellence 
In  other  Madams  does  but  zany  hers: 
Thefe  you  are  perfed  in,  and  yet  thefe  take  not 
Or  from  your  Birth  and  Freedom. 

Ewph.  Should  another 

N  2  Say 
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Say  this,  my  Deeds,  not  Looks  Ihould  (hew 

Bel  Contemn  it  : 
His  Envy  fains  this,  and  he's  but  Reporter, 
Without  a  fecond,  of  his  own  dry  Fancies. 

Cra.  Yes  Madam,  the  whole  City  fpeaks  it  with  me. 
And  though  (6)  it  may  diflafte,  'tis  certain  you 
Are  brought  into  the  Scene,  and  with  him  cenfur'd  ; 
For  you  are  given  out  for  the  provident  Lady, 
That  not  to  be  unfurnifh'd  for  her  Pleafures 
(As  without  them  to  what  vain  ufe  is  Greatnefs) 
Have  made  choice  of  an  able  Man,  a  young  ManJ 
Of  an  Herculean  Back  to  do  you  Service, 
And  one  you  may  command  too,  that  is  A6iive, 
And  does  what  you  would  have  him. 

Bel.  You  are  foul-mouth'd.  [ones, 

Cra,  That  can  fpeak  well,  write  Verfes  too,  and  good 
Sharp  and  conceited,  whofe  Wit  you  may  lie  with 
When  his  performance  fails  him  ;  one  you  have 
Maintain'd  abroad  to  learn  new  ways  to  pleafe  you. 
And  by  the  Gods  you  well  reward  him  for  it. 
No  Night  (in  which  while  you  lye  Tick  and  panting) 
He  watches  by  you,  but  is  worth  a  Talent : 
No  Conf 'rence  in  your  Coach,  which  is  not  paid  with 
A  fcarlet  Suit;  this  the  (7)  poor  People  mutter, 
Though  I  believe,  for  I  am  bound  to  do  fo, 
A  Lady  of  your  Youth,  that  feeds  high  too. 
And  a  moft  exa6l  Lady,  may  do  all  this 
Out  of  a  virtuous  Love,  the  laft  bought  Vizard 
That  Leachery  purchased. 

Euph.  Not  a  word  beyond  this. 
The  Reverence  I  owe  to  that  one  Womb 
In  which  we  both  were  Embrions,  makes  me  fuffer 
What's  paft ;  but  if  continu'd  ■ 

Bel.  Stay  your  Hand, 
The  Queen  lhall  right  my  Honour. 

Cra.  Let  him  do  it, 

(6)  — in  my  dtjlajie,']  The  Nonfenfe  of  this  Reading  is  evident; 
what  I  have  infertcd  in  the  Text  was  from  Conjedure,  and  is  con- 
firmed by  the  Folio  of  1 647 . 

(7)  — po°''  Pe6pli\  I  have  a  ftrong  Sufpicion  that  moji  is  the  Reading 
wc  ought  to  follow,  but  I  have  not  ventur'd  to  difturb  the  Text. 

It 
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It  is  but  marrying  him  5  and  for  your  Anger, 

Know  that  I  flight  it:  When  your  Goddefs  here 

Is  weary  of  your  Sacrifice,  as  fhe  will  be. 

You  know  my  Houfe,  and  there  amongft  my  Servants 

Perhaps  you'll  find  a  Liv'ry  (a).  [Exit, 

Bel.  Be  not  mov'd, 
I  know  the  rancor  of  his  Difpofition, 
And  turn  it  on  himfelf  by  laughing  at  it, 
And  in  that  let  me  teach  you. 

Eupb,  I  learn  gladly.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Neanthes,  Sofines,  and  Eraton  fever  ally, 
Nean.  You're  met  unto  my  wi flies,  if  you  ever 

Defir'd  true  Mirth  fo  far  as  to  adventure 

To  die  with  the  extremity  of  Laughter, 

1  come  before  the  Objedl  that  will  do  it  j 

Or  let  me  live  your  Fool. 
Sof.  Whois't,  Neanthes? 

Nean,  Lamprias  the  Ufurer*s  Son.  ^ 

Era.  Lamprias  ?  the  Youth 
Of  fix  and  fifty  ? 

Sof.  That  was  fent  to  Travel 
By  rich  Beliza^  *till  he  came  to  Age 
And  was  fit  for  a  Wife  ? 

Nean^  The  very  fame. 
This  Gallant  with  his  Guardian,  and  his  Tutor, 
(And  of  the  three,  who  is  moft  Fool  I  know  not) 
Are  newly  come  to  Corinth^  I'll  not  fl:ale  them 
(8J  By  giving  their  Characters,  but  leave  you 
To  make  your  own  difcoveries  ;  here  they  are,  Sir. 
Enter  Onos,  Uncle  and  'Tutor, 

Tutor.  That  Leg  a  little  higher  j  very  well. 

(a)  /.  e.  An  Allowance  of  Meat,  ^r. 

(8)  By  gi'ving  up  their—']  The  Particle  up  I  have  left  out  of  the  pre- 
fent  Text,  the'  it  (lands  in  all  the  other  Copies,  becaufe  it  confounds 
the  Senfe :  Giving  up  a  Character  is  a  Phrafe  of  a  quite  different 
Import  to  what  he  wou'd  fay  here,  as  the  leaft  Attention  will  make 
evident  enough. 

N  3  Now 
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Now  put  your  Face  into  the  Traveller's  pofture ; 
Exceeding  good. 

Uncle.  Do  you  mark  how  they  admire  him  ? 

Tut.  They  will  be  all  my  Scholars,  when  they  know 
And  underftand  him  truly. 

Era,  Ph&hus  guard  me 
From  this  new  Python. 

Sof.  How  they  have  trim*d  him  up 
Like  an  old  Reveller? 

Nean.  Curl'd  him  and  perfum'd  him, 
But  that  was  done  with  Judgment,  for  he  looks 
Like  one  that  purg'd  perpetually ;  trufl:  me. 
That  Witches  Face  of  his  is  painted  too. 
And  every  Ditch  upon  it  buries  more 
Than  would  fet  off  ten  Bawds,  and  all  their  Tenants. 

Sof.  See  how  it  moves  towards  us. 

Nean.  There's  a  Salutation : 
'Troth,  Gentlemen,  you  have  bellowed  much  Travel 
In  training  up  your  Pupil. 

Tut.  Sir,  great  Buildings 
Require  great  Labours,  which  yet  we  repent  not. 
Since  for  the  Country's  good  we  have  brought  home 
An  abfolute  Man. 

Unc.  As  any  of  his  Years, 
Corinth  can  fhew  you. 

Era.  He's  exceeding  meagre. 

T ut.  His  Contemplation  — 

Unc.  Befides,  'tis  fit 
Learners  fliould  be  kept  hungry. 

Nean.  You  all  contemplate; 
For  three  fuch  wretched  Pidures  of  lean  Famine 
I  never  fav/  together. 

Unc.  We  have  fat  Minds,  Sir, 
And  traveird  to  fa ve  charges.    Do  you  think 
'Twas  fit  a  young  and  hopeful  Gentleman 
Should  be  brought  up  a  Glutton  ?  he's  my  Ward, 
Nor  was  there  ever  where  I  bore  the  Bag 
Any  fuperfluous  wafte. 

Era.  Pray  you  can  it  fpeak  } 

Tut.  He  knows  all  Languages,  but  will  ufe  none. 

They're 
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They're  alJ  too  big  for's  Mouth,  or  elfe  too  Jittle 
T'exprefs  his  great  Conceits  :  and  yet  of  late 
With  fome  impuJfion  he  hath  fet  down 
In  a  ftrange  method,  by  the  way  of  queflion, 
And  briefly  (9)  too,  all  bufinefs  whatfoever. 
That  may  concern  a  Gentleman. 

Nean,  Good  Sir,  let's  hear  him. 

Tut.  Corrie  on,  Sir. 

Nean.  They  have  taught  him  like  an  Ape,. 
To  do  his  Tricks  by  figns:  now  he  begins. 
Onos.  When  lhall  we  be  drunk  together? 
Tut.  That's  the  hriL 
Onos.  Where  fhall  '^e  whore  to  Night  ? 
Uncle.  That  ever  follows. 
Era.  'Ods  me,  he  now  looks  angry. 
Onos.  Shall  we  quarrel  ^ 
Nean.  With  me  at  no  hand,  Sir. 
Onos,  Then  let's  proteft. 
Era.  Is  this  alJ  ? 

'Tut.  Thefe  are.  Sir,  the  four  new  Virtues 
That  are  in  fafhion  *,  many  a  Mile  we  meafur'd 
Before  we  could  arrive  (10)  to  this  knowledge. 

Nean.  You  might  have  fpar'd  that  labour,  for  at  home 
here 

There's  little  elfe  in  praftice.    Ha  ?  the  Queen  ^ 
Good  Friends,  fo'r  half  an  hour  remove  your  {b)  Motion, 
To-morrow  willingly  when  we've  more  leifure 
We'll  look  on  him  again. 

Onos.  Did  I  not  rarely  ? 

Uncle.  Excellent  well. 

Tut.  He  fhall  have  fix  Plumbs  for  it. 

[Exeunt^ 

(9)  And  briefly  to  all  ]  Bre^vis  ejfe  laboro.  Sec.  was  never  more  ap- 
plicable than  here,  was  the  Paffage  to  ftand  :  But  'tis  certainly  cor- 
rupted, and  ought  to  be  wrote  as  I  have  reform'd  the  Text.  Unlefs 
we  read  too  for  to,  the  Place  is  not  only  dark,  but  abfolute  Nonfenfe. 

(10)  unto]  So  the  Edition  of  1647,  the  others  have  to. 
{b)  i.  e.  Puppet. 


Enter 
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Enter  Agenor,  Leonidas,  Theanor,  ^leen^  Merionc, 
Bcliza,  E'jphanes,  Crates,  Ladies  and  Attendants 
with  Lights. 

^een,  Hov/  much  my  Court  is  honour'd,  Princely 

Brother, 

In  your  vouchfafing  it  your  long'd-for  Prefence, 
Were  tedious  to  repeat,  fince  'tis  already 
("And  heartily)  acknowledg'd  j  may  the  Gods, 
That  look  into  Kings  Actions,  fmile  upon 
The  league  we  have  concluded  ;  and  their  Juftice 
Find  me  cut  to  revenge  ir,  if  Ibreak 
One  Article.  ijK. 

Age.  Great  Miracle  of  Queens; 
Kovv  happy  I  efteem  myfelf,  in  being 
Thought  worthy  to  be  numbred  in  the  rank 
or  your  Confed'rates,  my  love  and  beft  fervice 
Shall  teach  the  World  hereafter;  but  this  Gift 
"With  which  you  have  conhrm'd  it,  is  fo  far 
Beyond  my  hopes  and  means  e'er  to  return, 
That  of  necefFicy  I  muft  die  obhg'd 
To  your  unanfwer'd  Bounty. 

The.  The  fweet  Lady 
In  Blufhes  gives  your  Highnefs  thanks. 

^leen.  Believe  it 
On  the  Queen's  Word,  flie  is  a  worthy  one, 
And  I  am  fo  acquainted  wi^h  her  Goodnefs, 
That  but  for  this  Peace  that.nath  chang'd  my  purpofc, 
And  to  her  more  Advancement,  I  fhould  gladly 
Have  calPd  her  Daughter. 

Ike.  Though  I  am  depriv'd  of 
A  bleffing,  'tis  not  in  the  Fates  to  equal. 
To  fnew  myfelf  a  Subjed  as  a  Son, 
Here  I  give  up  my  Claim,  and  willingly 
With  mine  own  Hand  deliver  you  what  once 
1  lov'd  above  myfeif ;  and  from  this  hour, 
(For  my  Aftedlion  yields  now  to  my  Duty) 
Vow  never  to  foUicit  her. 

Cra.  'Tis  well  cover'd  j 
Heanthes^  and  the  reft,  Cra.  Nean.  Sof  Era. 

^en, 


Tloe  ^een  of  Corinth.         20 1 

Queen,  Nay,  for  this  Night 
You  muft,  for  'tis  our  Country  fafhion,  Sir, 
Leave  her  to  her  Devotions,  in  the  Morning 
We'll  bring  you  to  the  Temple. 

Leo.  How  in  this 
Your  Highnefs  honours  me. 

Mer.  Sweet  Reft  to  all. 

Jge,  This  Kifs,  and  I  obey  you. 

Bel.  Pleafe  it  your  Highnefs, 
This  is  the  Gentleman. 

^een.  You're  welcome  home.  Sir; 
Now  as  I  live,  one  of  a  promifing  Prefence ; 
I've  heard  of  you  before,  and  you  fliall  find 
rU  know  you  better  j  find  out  fomething  that 
May  do  you  good,  and  reft  aflur'd  to  have  it. 
Were  you  at  Sparta  lately  ? 

Euph.  Three  days  fince.  Madam, 
I  came  from  thence. 

^een,  'Tis  very  late. 
Good  night,  my  Lord ;  do  you,  Sir,  follow  me, 
I  muft  talk  further  with  you. 

j^ge.  All  reft  with  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Crates,  Neanthes,Eraton^;;JSoficles,  difguis'd. 

Cra.  She  muft  pafs  through  this  Cloyfter,  fuddenly 
And  boldly  feize  upon  her. 
Nean.  Where's  the  Prince 
Cra,  He  does  exped  us  at  the  place  I  (hew'd  you. 

Enter  Merione  and  Servant. 
I  hear  ones  footing,  peace,  'tis  fhe. 

Mer,  Now  leave  me, 
1  know  the  way,  though  Feja  witnefs  with  me 
I  never  trod  it  with  fuch  fear :  Help,  help  ! 

Cra,  Stop  her  Mouth  clofe,  out  with  the  Light,  Pll 
S^ide  you.  lExeunt. 


ACT. 
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A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Merione  as  newly  ravijh^d. 

Mer.  nr^O  whom  now  fhall  I  cry  ?  What  Pow*r  thus 

A        kneel  to? 
And  beg  my  ravifli'd  Honour  back  upon  mc. 
Deaf,  deaf,  you  Gods  of  Goodnefs,  deaf  to  me. 
Deaf  Heav'n  to  all  my  cries ;  deaf  Hope,  deaf  Juftice : 
I  am  abus'd,  and  you,  that  fee  all,  faw  it. 
Saw  it,  and  fmil'd  upon  the  Villain  did  it  ; 
Saw  it,  and  gave  him  Strength  :  Why  have  I  pray'd  to  ye. 
When  all  the  World's  Eyes  have  been  funk  in  flumbers  ? 
Why  have  I  then  pour'd  out  my  Tears  ?  kneel'd  to  ye  ? 
And  from  the  Altar  of  a  pure  Heart  fent  ye 
Thoughts  like  yourfelves,  white,  innocent.  Vows  purer 
And  of  a  fweeter  (i  i)  flame  than  all  the  Earth's  Odours  ? 
Why  have  I  fung  your  Praifes,  ftrew'd  your  Temples, 
And  crown'd  your  Holy  Priefts  with  Virgin  Rofes? 
Is  It  we  hold  ye  powerful,  to  deftroy  us  ? 
Believe  and  honour  ye,  to  fee  us  ruin'd  ? 
Thefe  Tears  of  Anger  thus  I  fprinkle  toward  ye. 
You  that  dare  fleep  fecure  whilft  Virgins  fuffer, 
Thefe  ftick  like  Comets,  blaze  eternally, 
'Till,  with  the  wonder,  they  have  wak'd  your  Juftice, 
And  forc'd  ye  fear  our  Curfes,  as  we  yours. 

Enter  Theanor,  and  Crates,  with  Vizards: 

My  fhame  ftill  follows  me,  and  ftill  proclaims  me; 

He  turns  away  in  fcorn,  I  am  contemn'd  too, 

A  m.ore  unmanly  violence  than  the  other  ; 

Bitten,  and  flung  away  ?  Whatever  you  are 

Sir,  you  that  have  abus'd  me,  and  now  moft  bafely 

And  facrilegioufly  rob'd  this  fair  Temple, 

I  fling  all  thefe  behind  me,  but  look  upon  me. 


( 1 1 )   fweeter  fame']  Though  I  have  not  difturb'd  the  Text, 

I  fufped  we  fhould  read  fume. 

But 
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But  one  kind  loving  look,  be  what  ye  will. 
So  from  this  hour  you  will  be  mine,  my  Husband  ; 
And  you  his  hand  in  mifchief,  1  fpeak  to  you  too, 
Counfel  him  nobly  now;  you  know  the  mi'chief, 
The  moft  unrighteous  adt  he  has  done,  pcrfwade  him, 
Perfwade  him  like  a  Friend,  knock  at  his  C^nfcience 
■*Till  fair  Repentance  follow ;  yet  be  worthy  of  me. 
And  ihew  yourfelf,  if  ever  good  thought  guided  ye ; 
You've  had  your  foul  Will,  make't  yet  fair  with  Marriage ; 
Open  yourfelf  and  take  me,  wed  me  now  : 

[^Draws  his  Dagger. 
More  fruits  of  Villany  ?  your  Dagger  ?  come 
Ye're  merciful,  1  thank  you  for  your  Medicine; 
Is  that  too  worthy  too  ? 

Enter  the  reft  difguis^d. 
Devil,  thou  with  him. 

Thou  penny  Bawd  t'  his  Luft,  will  not  that  ftir  thee  ? 
Do  you  work  by  Tokens  now  ?  Be  fure  I  live  not. 
For  your  own  fafeties,  Knaves.    I  will  fit  patiently : 
But  as  ye  are  true  Villains,  the  Devil's  own  Servants, 
And  thofe  he  loves  and  trufts,  make  it  as  bloody 
An  A6t,  of  fuch  true  horror,  Heav'n  would  fliake  at. 
Twill  fhew  the  braver;  Goodnefs  hold  my  hope  faft. 
And  in  thy  Mercies  look  upon  my  ruins, 
And  then  I'm  right :  My  Eyes  grow  dead  and  heavy. 

Enter  Jix  difguis*d^fmging  and  dancing  to  a  horrid  Mujicky 
and  fprinkling  water  on  her  Face. 
Wrong  me  no  more,  as  ye  are  Men. 
the.  She's  faft. 

Cra,  Away  with  her.  [Exeunt. 
S    C    E    N    E  II. 

Enter  Agenor,  and  Gentlemen, 

Jge,  Now,  Gentlemen,  the  time's  come  nowt'enjoy 
That  fruitful  Happinefs  my  .Heart  has  long'd  for  : 
This  Day  be  happy  call'd,  and  when  old  Time 
Brings  it  about  each  Year,  crown'd  with  that  fweetnefs 
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It  gives  me  now,  fee  every  Man  obferve  it. 
And  laying  ali  afide  bears  fhew  of  bufinefs. 
Give  this  to  Joy  and  Triumph  :  How  fits  my  Cloaths  ? 

1  Gent,  Handfome,  and  wondrous  well.  Sir. 
Jge.  Do  they  fhew  richly  ? 

For  to  thofe  curious  Eyes  even  Beauty  envies, 
I  muft  not  now  appear  poor,  or  low  fafhion'd ; 
Methinks  I  am  younger  than  I  was,  far  younger  ; 
And  fuch  a  promife  in  my  Blood  I  feel  now. 
That  if  there  may  be  a  perpetual  Youth 
Beftowed  on  Man,  I  am  that  Soul  fhall  win  it: 
Does  my  Hair  ftand  well,  Lord  how  ill-fa vour'd I y 
You  have  drefs'd  me  today?  how  baldly?  why  this 
Cloak  ? 

2  Gent,  Why  *tis  the  richeft,  Sir. 
Jge,  And  here  you  have  put  me  on 

A  pair  of  Breeches  look  like  a  pair  of  Bagpipes. 

1  Gent,  Believe,  Sir,  they  ihew  bravely. 
jige.  Why  thefe  Scockins? 

2  Gent,  Your  Leg  appears  — 

j^ge,  Peuh,  1  would  have  had  'em  Peach- colour. 
All  young  and  new  about  me:  And  this  Scarf  here, 
A  goodly  thing  :  you  have  trick'd  me  like  a  Puppet, 

1  Gent,  I'll  undertake  to  rig  forth  a  whole  Navy, 
And  with  lefs  labour,  than  one  Man  in  Love : 
They're  never  pleas'd. 

2  Gent,  Methinks  he  looks  well. 

1  Gent.  Well, 

As  Man  can  look,  as  handfome :'  Now  do  I  wonder 
He  found  not  fault  his  Nofe  was  put  on  ugly. 
Or  his  Eyes  look'd  too  gray,  and  rail  at  us : 
They  are  the  wayward'ft  things,  thefe  Lovers. 

2  Gent.  All  will  be  right 
When  once  it  comes  to  th'  pufli. 

I  Gent,  I  would  they  were  at  it, 
For  our  own  quiet  fake. 

Age,  Come,  wait  upon  me. 
And  bear  yourfelves  like  mirTe,  my  Friends,  and  nobly. 

\^Esceunt. 


SCENE 
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Enter  Theanor,  Crates,  and  Eratcs,  bringing  Merione. 


Cra,  There  lay  her  down  then. 
Lay  her  along    flie's  fall  ftill. 
*SVr.  As  forgetfulnefs. 

Cra,  Be  not  you  Itirr'd  now,  but  away  to  your  Mother, 
Giv^  all  Attendance,  let  no  Stain  appear 
Of  tear,  or  doubt  in  your  Face;  carry  yourfelf  confidently. 

^he.  But  whither  runs  your  Drift  now  ? 

Cra.  When  fhe  wakes. 
Either  what's  done  will  fliew  a  mere  Dream  to  her, 
And  carry  no  more  Credit  •,  or  fay  flie  find  it, 
Say  fhe  remember  all  the  Circumftances, 
Twenty  to  one  the  Shapes  in  which  they  were  acled. 
The  Horrors,  and  the  itill  Affrights  we  fhew'd  her, 
Rifing  in  wilder  Figures  to  her  Memory 
Will  run  her  mad,  and  no  Man  guefs  the  Reafon  : 
If  all  thefe  fail,  and  that  fhe  rife  up  perfe6l, 
And  fo  colle6t  herfelf,  believe  this,  Sir, 
Not  knowing  who  it  was  that  did  this  to  her. 
Nor  having  any  Power  to  guefs ;  the  thing  done  too 
Being  the  utter  undoing  of  her  Honour 
If  it  be  known,  and  to  the  World's  Eye  publifn'd, 
Efpecially  at  this  time  when  Fortune  courts  her. 
She  mud  and  will  conceal  it,  nay  forget  it ; 
The  Woman  is  no  Lucrece  :  get  you  gone.  Sir, 
And  as  you  would  have  more  of  this  Sport,  fear  not. 
The,  I  am  confirm'd,  farewel. 
Cra.  Farewel,  away.  Sir  : 
Difperfe  yourfelves,  and  as  you  love  his  Favour,  ' 
And  that  that  crowns  it.  Gold,  no  Tongues  amongfl  ye ; 
You  know  your  Charge,  this  way  (12)  goes  no  Sufpicion. 


(12)   goes  no  Sufpicion]  Though  this  may  be  underftood,  it  is 

fuch  a  low  and  ftifF  Expreffion,  that  I  can  fcarce  think  it  genuine.  The 
Word  gi'ves,  inftead  of  goesj  makes  clearer  Englijh^  but  I  believe  the 
Original  might  be 


Erat.  This  is  her  Brother's  Door. 


\E^eunt^ 


no  Sufpicion.  i.  e.  Be  fure  ye  take  care, 
by  vQur  Conduct.  Mr.  Seivard. 

Enter 
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Enter  Agenor,  and  Leonidas,  mth  two  Gentlemen. 
Age,  You  are  ftirring  early.  Sir. 
Leo,  It  was  my  Duty 
To  wait  upon  your  Grace. 

Age.  How  fares  your  Sifter, 
My  beauteous  Miftrefs,  what,  's  flie  ready  yet  ? 

Leo.  No  doubt  ftie'll  lofe  no  time.  Sir ;  young  Maids 
in  her  way 

Tread  upon  Thorns,  and  think  an  Hour  an  Age 
Till  the  Frieft  has  done  his  Part,  that  theirs  may  follow ; 
I  faw  her  not  fmce  Yefterday  i'  th'  Evening  : 
But,  Sir,  I  am  fure  fhe  is  not  flack ;  believe  mc. 
Your  Grace  will  find  a  loving  Soul. 

Age.  A  fwect  one, 
And  fo  much  Joy  I  carry  in  the  thought  of  it. 
So  great  a  Happinefs  to  know  fhe  is  mine ; 
Believe  me,  noble  Brother,  that  to  exprefs  it 
Methinks  (13)  a  Tongue's  a  poor  thing,  can  do  nothing; 
Imagination  lefs :  Who's  that  that  lies  there  ? 

Leo,  Where,  Sir  ? 

Age.  Before  the  Door,  it  looks  like  a  Woman. 
Leo.  This  v/ay  I  came  abroad,  but  then  there  was  nothing. 
One  of  the  Maids  o'erwatch'd  belike. 
Age.  It  may  be. 

Leo.  But  methinks  this  is  no  fit  Place  to  fleep  in. 

I  Gent,  'Tis  fure  a  Woman,  Sir,  fhe  has  Jewels  on  too: 
She  fears  no  foul  Play  fure. 

Leo.  Bring  a  Torch  hither, 
Yet  'tis  not  perfect  Day:  I  fhould  know  thofc  Garments. 

(13)         a  Tongue  can  do  nothing-. 

Imagination  lefs  {\  The  Copiej  in  general  exhibit  the  Text  thu5, 
tho'  it  carries,  in  the  Front  of  it,  plain  Marks  of  Corruption.    Mr.  5^- 

^vard  propofes,    can  do  nothing  ; 

hnagination  fcarce.       /.  e.  little  more. 
He  too,  with  me,  has  another  Reading,  thus, 

-    do  nothing  ; 

Imaginaticnle/s :   

Biit  this  he  by  no  means  thinks  comparable  with  the  former.  For  my 
part  I  like  neither  the  one  nor  the  other,  fmce  the  Senfe  of  the  place, 
by  either  or  both  of  thefe  Conjedure.s  is  not  entirely  diiengag'd  from 
the  Difficulties  that  attend  it,  and  it  feems  to  me,  at  prefent,  that  no- 
thing but  the  Author's  Manufcript  can  ever  fet  us  right. 
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Jge,  How  found  Ihe  fleeps  ? 

Leo.  I  am  forry  to  fee  this. 

jige.  Do  you  know  her  ? 

Leo.  And  you  now  I  am  fure,  Sir. 

Jge.  My  Miftrefs !  how  comes  this  ? 

Enter  ^een,  Theanor,  Beliza,  Euphanes,  Ncanthes, 

and  Attendants. 
Leo.  The  Queen  and  her  Train  ? 
^een.  You  know  my  PJeafure. 
Euph.  And  will  be  moft  careful. 
^ieen.  Be  not  long  abfent,  the  Suit  you  preferr'd 
Is  granted. 

Nean.  This  Fellow  mounts  apace,  and  will 
Tow'r  o'er  us  like  a  Falcon. 

^ueen.  Good  morrow  to  ye  all,  why  ftand  ye  wondring  } 
Enter  the  Houfe  Sir,  and  bring  out  your  Miftrefs, 
You  muft  obferve  our  Ceremonies :  What's  the  matter  ? 
What's  that  ye  ftand  at  ?  How!  Merione? 
Afleep  i'th'  Street  ?  Belike  fome  fudden  Palfic 
As  (he  ftept  out  lafl:  Night  upon  Devotion, 
To  take  her  farewel  of  her  Virgin  State, 
The  Air  being  fharp  and  piercing,  ftruck  her  fuddenly  : 
See  if  fhe  Breath. 
Leo.  A  little. 
^een.  Wake  her  then, 
'Tis  fure  a  Fit. 

Age.  She  wakes  herfelf, 
,Give  room  to  her. 

^een.  See  how  the  Spirits  ftruggle  to  recover. 
And  ftrongly  reinforce  their  Strength ;  for  certain 
This  was  no  nat'ral  Sleep, 

The.  I'm  of  your  mind,  Madam. 
Siueen.  No  Son,  it  cannot  be. 
l^'he.  Pray  Heav'n  no  trick  in't ; 
Good  Soul,  fhe  little  merits  fuch  a  Mifchief. 

^een.  She's  broad  awake  now,  and  her  Senfe  clears  up, 
'Twas  fure  a  Fit ;  ftand  off. 

Mer.  The  Queen,  my  Love  here. 
And  all  my  Noble  Friends  ?  Why  where  am  I?  [me. 
How  am  I  tranc'd,  and  moap'd,  i'th'  Street  ?  Heav*n  blefs 

Shame 
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Shame  to  my  Sex  \  o*th'  Ground  too?  O I  remember — ^ 

Leo.  How  wild  (he  looks  ? 

Age,  Oh  my  cold  Heart,  how  flie  trembles  ? 

Mer,  Oh  I  remember,  I  remember. 

^een.  What's  that?  [member, 

Mer,  My  Shame,  my  Shame,  my  Shame :  Oh  I  re- 
^.My  never-dying  Shame. 

"ithe.  Here  has  been  Villany. 

^een.  I  fear  fo  too. 

Mer.  You  are  no  Furies,  are  ye  ? 
No  horrid  Shapes  fent  to  afright  me  ? 

Age.  No,  Sweet, 
We  are  your  Friends :  Look  up,  I  am  Agenory 

0  my  Merione^  that  loves  you  dearly  : 
And  come  to  marry  ye. 

Leo,  Sifter,  what  ail  ye? 
Speak  out  your  Griefs,  and  boldly 

Age,  Something  fticks  there 
"Will  choak  ye  elle. 

Mer,  I  hope  it  will. 

^ieen.  Be  free,  Lady,  '  ' 

You  have  your  loving  Friends  about  ye. 

Age.  Dear  Merione^ 
By  the  unfpotted  Love  I  ever  bore  ye, 
.  By  thine  own  Goodnefs  

Mer,  Oh  'tis  gone,  'tis  gone,  Sir, 

1  am  now  I  know  not  what  ;  pray  ye  look  not  on  me  > 
No  Name  is  left  me,  nothing  to  inherit, 

But  that  detefted,  bafe,  and  branded  

Age.  Speak  it. 
And  how  ;  Difeafes  of  moft  Danger, 
Their  Caufes  once  difcover'd,  are  eafily  cur'd  5 
My  fair  Mer  tone, 

Mer,  I  thank  your  Love,  Sir  ; 
When  I  was  fair  Merione^  unfpotted. 
Pure,  and  unblafted  in  the  Bud  (14)  you  honoured  me, 

(14)   you  honour'* d"]  This  is  a  very  ftifF,  not  to  fay  odd  Expref- 

fion,  and  cannot  Hand  here :  The  Senfe  of  my  Reading  is  this,  JVhen 
J  avas  /air,  &c.  You  honour'' d  me,  hy  making  me  your  Choice ,  yet  e'uen 
then  I  ivas  univorthy  of  your  hoHje,  Thus  all  feems  clear,  as  well  as 
confifteBC.         Mr.  Seward, 

White 
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White  as  the  Heart  of  Truth,  then  Prince  Agonor^ 
Even  then  I  was  not  worthy  of  your  Favour. 
Wretch  that  I  am,  lefs  worthy  now  ol"  Pity  : 
Let  no  good  thing  come  near  me,  Virtue  fly  me  ; 
You  chat  have  honeft  noble  Names  defpife  me, 
For  I  am  nothing  now  but  a  main  Peitilence 
Able  to  poifon  all.    Send  thofe  unto  me 
That  have  forgot  their  Names,  ruin'd  their  Fortunes, 
Defpis'd  their  Honours  \  thofe  that  have  been  Virgins 
Kavifli'd  and  wrong'd,  and  yet  dare  live  to  tell  ic. 

the.  Now  it  appears  too  plain. 

Mer.  Send  thole  fad  People 
That  hate  the  Light,  and  curfe  Society  ;  [tinually 
Whofe  Thoughts  are  Graves,  and  from  whofe  Eyes  con- 
Their  melting  Souls  drop  out,  fend  thofe  to  me  ; 
And  when  their  Sorrows  are  mofi:  excellent. 
So  full  that  one  Grief  more  cannot  be  added, 
My  Story  like  a  Torrent  fliall  devour  'em. 
Hark,  it  mult  out ;  but  pray  ftand  clofe  together. 
And  let  not  all  the  World  hear. 

Leo.  Speak  it  boldly. 

Mer,  And  Royal  Lady  think  but  charitably. 
Your  Grace  has  known  my  breeding. 
Sjueen,  Prithee  fpeak  it. 

Mer,  Is  there  no  Stranger  here  ?  Send  off  your  Servants, 
And  yet  it  muft  be  known  :  I  (hake. 
Jge.  Sweet  Miftrefs. 

Mer,  I  am  abus'd,  bafely  abus'd  ;  do  you  guefs  yet  ? 
Come  clofe,  I'll  tell  ye  plainer  ;  I  am  whor'd, 
Ravifh'd,  and  robb'd  of  Honour. 

Leo.  Oh  the  Devil. 

Age,  What  hellifh  Slave  was  this  ? 

The,  A  Wretch,  a  Wretch, 
A  damn'd  Wretch  :  Do  you  know  the  Villain,  Lady  ? 

Mer,  No. 

ne.  Not  by  guefs  ? 

Mer,  Oh  no. 

The,  It  muft  be  known. 

Siueen.  Where  was  the  Place? 

Mer.  I  know  not  neither. 
Vol.  VL  O  ^Age, 
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Jge.  O  Heav'n, 
Is  this  the  happy  time  ?  My  Hope  to  this  come  ? 

Leo.  Neither  the  Man  nor  Circumftances  ? 

Tbe,  His  Tongue, 
Did  not  you  hear  his  Tongue,  no  Voice  ? 

Mer.  None,  none,  Sir  : 
Alj  I  know  of  him  was  his  Violence. 

j^ge.  How  came  ye  hither.  Sweet  ? 

Mer,  1  know  not  neither. 

The.  A  cunning  Piece  of  Villany. 

Mer.  All  I  remember 
Is  only  this :  Going  to  Fejlas  Temple, 
To  give  the  Goddefs  my  laft  Virgin  Prayers, 
Near  to  that  Place  I  was  fuddenly  furpriz'd. 
By  five  or  fix  difguis'd,  and  from  thence  violently 
To  my  Dilhonour  hall'd  :  That  Adl  performed. 
Brought  back,   but  how,  or  whither,  *till  I  wak*d 
here-—  - 

7'he.  This  is  fo  monftrous,  the  Gods  cannot  fufFer  it  3 
I  have  not  read  in  all  the  Villanies 
Committed  by  the  moft  obdurate  Rafcals, 
An  A61  fo  truly  impious. 

Leo,  Would  I  knew  him. 

The,  He  muft  be  known,  the  Devil  cannot  hide  him. 

^een.  If  all  the  Art  I  have,  or  Power  can  do  it. 
He  fliall  be  found,  and  fuch  a  way  of  Juftice 
Inflidled  on  him  :  A  Lady  wrong'd  in  my  Court, 
And  this  way  robb'd,  and  ruin'd  ?  The.  Be  contented. 
Madam,  if  he  be  above  Ground  PJl  have  him. 

Age,  Fair  virtuous  Maid,  take  Comfort  yet  and  flourifli. 
In  my  Love  flourifli ;  the  Stain  was  forc'd  upon  ye, 
None  of  your  Will's,  nor  yours  J  rife,  and  rife  mine  ftilJ, 
And  rife  the  fame  white,  fweet,  fair  Soul,  I  Jov*d  ye. 
Take  me  the  fame. 

Mer,  I  kneel  and  thank  ye.  Sir, 
And  I  muft  fay  ye  are  truly  honourable. 
And  dare  confefs  my  Will  yet  ftill  a  Virgin  ; 
But  fo  unfit  and  weak  a  Cabinet 
To  keep  your  Love  and  Virtue  in  am  I  now. 
That  have  been  forced  and  broken,  loft  my  luftre. 
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I  mean  this  Body,  fo  corrupt  a  Volume 

For  you  to  ftudy  Goodnefs  in,  and  Honour, 

I  fhall  intreat  your  Grace,  confer  that  Happinefs 

Upon  a  Beauty  Sorrow  never  faw  yet ; 

And  when  this  Grief  fliall  kill  me,  as  it  muft  do; 

Only  remember  (15)  that  y'  had  fuch  a  Miflrefs; 

And  if  ye  then  dare  (hed  a  Tear,  ye  honour  me  : 

Good  Gentlemen,  exprefs  your  Pities  to  me. 

In  fceking  out  this  Villany    and  my  laft  Suit 

Is  to  your  Grace,  that  I  may  have  your  Favour 

To  live  a  poor  reclufe  Nun  with  this  Lady, 

From  Court  and  Company,  *till  Heav'n  fhall  hear  me. 

And  fend  me  Comfort,  or  Death  end  my  Mifery. 

^een.  Take  your  own  Will,  my  very  Heart  bleeds 
for  thee. 

Age,  Farewel  Merione^  fince  Pve  not  thee, 
I'll  wed  thy  Goodnefs,  and  thy  Memory, 

Leo,  And  I  her  fair  Revenge. 

The,  Away  ;  let's  follow  ir. 
For  he  is  fo  rank  i'th*  Wind  we  cannot  mifs  him.  [Exeunf, 

S     C     E     N     E  IV. 

EnUr  Crates  and  Conon.' 

Cra.  ConoHj  you're  welcome  home,  ye're  wondrous 
welcome. 
Is  this  your  firft  Arrival  ? 

Con.  Sir,  but  now 
I  reacht  the  Town. 

Cra.  Y'are  once  more  welcome  then. 

Con,  I  thank  ye,  noble  Sir. 

Cra,  Pray  ye  do  me  the  Honour 
To  .make  my  poor  Houfe  firft  • 

Con.  Pray  Sir  excufe  me, 

(15)   yet  ye  had  fuch  a  Mijlrefs  i 

'   yel  honour  mi:']  The  Miftake  in  puttmg_y//  for 

that,  as  I  read  in  the  firft  Line,  is  very  eafy  to  be  accounted  for.  The 
Abbreviation  of  that  ^nd  yet  might  very  poflibly  be  the  fame  in  cur 
Author's  M  S.  and  wrote,  as  all  know  very  well,  in  this  Manner,  yt. 
The  yet  for  ye,  in  the  fccond  Line,  might  poffibly  be  only  an  Error 
of  the  Prefs. 

O  2  I 
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I  have  not  fcen  mine  own  yet ;  nor  made  happy 
Thefe  longing  Eyes  with  thofe  I  love  there.  What's 
tliis,  a  Tavern  ? 

Cra.  It  fcems  fo  by  the  Outfide. 

Ccn.  Step  in  here  then, 
And  fince  it  offers  itfelf  fo  freely  to  us, 
A  Place  made  only  for  liberal  Entertainment, 
Let's  feek  no  further,  but  make  ufe  of  this. 
And  after  the  Greek  Fafhion,  to  our  Friends 
Crown  a  round  Cup  or  two. 

Enter  Vintner  and  Drawer, 

Cra,  Your  pleafure,  Sir. 
Drawers,  who  waits  widiin? 
Draw.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

Vint,  Look  into  the  Lilly-pot :  Why  Jl^rk  there; 
You  are  welcome.  Gentlemen  j  heartily  welcome 
My  noble  Friend. 

Cra,  Let's  have  good  W^ine,  mine  Hoft, 
And  a  fine  private  Room. 

Vint.  Will  ye  be  there,  Sir  ? 
What  is't  you'll  drink  ?  I'll  draw  your  Wine  myfelf : 
Cufliions,  ye  Knaves :  Why  when  ? 

Enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Anon,  anon.  Sir. 

Vi'nt.  Chios,  or  Lesbos,  Greek  ? 

Cra,  Your  bed  and  neateft. 

Vint,  I'll  draw  ye  that  fliall  dance. 

Cra.  Away,  be  quick  then.  [Exit  Vintner, 

Con.  How  does  your  Brother,  Sir,  my  noble  Friend, 
The  good  Enphan^  ?  In  all  my  Courfe  of  Travel 
I  met  not  with  a  Gentleman  fo  furnifh'd 
In  Gentlenefs  and  Courtefie  ;  believe.  Sir, 
So  many  friendly  OMices  I  receiv'd  from  him, 
So  great  and  timely,  and  enjoy 'd  his  Company 
In  fuch  an  open  and  a  liberal  Sweetnefs, 

That  when  I  dare  forget  him.  • 

Cra.  He's  in  good  Health,  Sir  ; 
But  you  will  find  him  a  much  alter'd  Man, 
Grown  a  great  Courtier,  Sir.  Cofi, 
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Con.  He's  worthy  of  it. 

Cra,  A  Man  drawn  up  that  leaves  no  Print  behind  him 
Of  what  he  was.    Thofe  Goodneffes  you  fpeak  of 
That  have  been  in  him,  thole  that  you  call  Freedoms, 
Societies,  arid  Sweetnefs,  look  for  now.  Sir, 
You'll  find  no  Shadows  of  them  left,  no  Sound  ; 
The  very  Air  he  has  Jiv'd  in  alter'd.    Now  behold  him. 
And  you  lhall  fee  a  thing  walk  by,  look  big  upon  yc, 
And  cry  for  Place  ;  I  am  the  Queen's,  give  room  there, 
if  you  bow  low,  may  be  he'll  touch  the  Bonnet, 
Or  fling  a  forced  Sniile  at  ye  for  a  Favour. 

Con.  He  is  your  Brother,  Sir. 

Cra.  Thefe  forms  put  off. 
Which  Travel,  and  Court  Holy-water  fprinkle  on  him, 
I  dare  accept,  and  know  him  ;  you'll  think  it  ftrange.  Sir, 
That  even  to  me,  to  me  his  natural  Brother, 
And  one  by  Birth  he  owes  a  little  Honour  too- 

Enter  Vintner  with  M'^ine, 

(But  that's  all  one)  come,  give  me  fome  Wine,  mineHoft, 
Here's  to  your  fair  Return. 

Con.  1  wonder  at  it. 
But  fure  h*as  found  a  Nature  not  worth  owning 
(16)  In  this  way    elfe  I  know  he  is  tender  carried. 
I  thank  ye,  Sir ;  and  now  durft  I  prefume 
For  all  you  tell  me  of  thefe  Alterations, 
And  flops  in  his  fwect  Nature,  which  till  I  find  fo, 
I  have  known  him  now  fo  long,  and  look'd  fothro'  him. 
You  mud  give  me  leave  to  be  a  little  faithlefi. 
I  fay  for  all  thefe,  if  you  pleafe  to  venture 
Pll  lay  the  Wine  we  drink,  let  me  fend  for  him 
(Even  I  that  am  the  pooreft  of  his  Fellowfhip) 
But  by  a  Boy  o'th'  Houfe  too,  let  him  have  Bufinefs, 
Let  him  attend  the  Queen,  nay,  let  his  Miftrefs 
Hold  him  betwixt  her  Arms,  he  fhall  come  to  me. 
And  fliail  drink  with  me  too,  love  me,  and  heartily, 

(16)  In  this  nvay  j  ]  This  Word  luay  feems  to  convey  fo  little  Scnfe, 
that  if  it  be  the  Author's,  the  Sentence  had  better  have  concluded  at 
jiot  ivorth  oixjning.  But  I  turn  up  the  and  read  Man  ;  which  cer- 
tainly much  improves  the  Senfe.  Mr.  Seaward, 

O  3  Like 
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Like  a  true  he  r     .  Iin,  bid  me  welcome  home. 
I'm  corindent. 

Oa.  You'll  lofe. 

CcTj.  You'iJ  (knd  to  th'  Wager? 

Cra.  With  all  my  heart. 

Ccn.  Go,  Boy,  and  tell  Euphami. 

Bey,  He's  now  gone  up  the  Saeet,  Sir, 
With  a  great  Train  of  Galknts. 

Cra.  What  think  you  now.  Sir  ? 

Cc;;.  Go,  and  overtake  him. 
Commend  my  Love  iinro  him.  My  Name's  CQtiGHy 
Teil  him  I  am  new  arriv'd,  and  where  I  am. 
And  wouid  requeft  to  fee  him  prefently. 
Ye  fee  I  ufe  old  dudgen  Pnrale  to  draw  him. 

Cra,  I'il  hang  and  quarter  when  you  draw  him  hither. 

Cfsn,  Away,  B^y. 

I  am  gone.  Sir.  [£x/7. 

Con,  Here's  to  you  now. 
And  you  {hall  find  his  Travel  has  not  flopt  him. 
As  you  fuppo^e,  nor  alter'd  any  Freedom  ; 
But  made  him  far  more  clear  and  excellent. 
It  draws  the  Grolsnels  off  the  Underftanding, 
And  renders  active  and  induflxious  Spirits. 
He  r:  •       "s  mod  Mens  Manners,  muft  of  neceflity 
Bell  s  own,  and  mend  thofe  by  Example. 

'Tis  a       :  irg  to  travel  like  a  Mill-horii% 
S::!'  in  i  .c  P. ace  he  was  born  in,  lam'd  and  blinded. 
Living  at  home  is  like  it.  Pure  and  ftrong  Spirits, 
That,  like  the  Fire,  ftili  covet  to  fly  upward,  [hcre^ 
And  to  give  Fire,  as  well  as  take  it,  cas'd  up  aod  mcw'd 
I  mean  at  home,  like  lufVy  mettled  Horfes, 
Only  ty'd  (i  7)  up  in  Stalls  to  pleafc  their  Matters, 
Beat  out  their  fiery  Lives  in  rfieir  own  Litters. 
Why  don't  you  travel.  Sir  ? 

Cra.  Fve  no  Belief  in't, 
I  fee  fo  many  (Irai^e  things  half  unhacch'd,  to 
Return,  thofe  that  went  out  Men,  and  good  Men, 

(i-)  i4  in  Stahbt]  Mr.  Se^marel  joinM  with  me  in  reaMfing 

Stalls  fcr  huhks,  which,  tho'  DO  grea:  Improftmcat  to  thcScnfe,  is 

to  thi:  of  the  Meal  are. 

Thc7 
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They  look  like  poach*d  Eggs,  with  the  Souls  fuck 'clout, 
Empty  and  full  of  Wind  :  All  their  Affedions 
Are  bak'd  in  Rye-cruft,  to  hold  Carriage  [open*d, 
From  this  good  Town  to  t'other;  and  when  tiiey  are 
■  They're  fo  ill  cook'd  and  rnouldy — ^ 
Con.  Ye  are  plea  fan  t. 

Cra.  I'll  fhew  y'  a  Pack  of  thefe:  I  have  'em  for  ye. 
That  have  been  long  in  Travel  too. 
Con,  Pleafe  you,  Sir. 

Cra,  You  know  the  Merchants  Walk,  Boy  ? 
2  Boy,  Very  well. 

Cra,  And  you  remember  thofc  Gentlemen  were  here 
The  other  Day  with  me  ? 

2  Boy.  Yes. 

Cra.  Then  go  thither. 
For  there  I  am  lure  they  are,  pray  'em  come  hither, 
(And  ufe  my  Name)  i  would  be  glad  to  lee  'em. 

Enter  firft  Boy, 

I  Boy.  Your  Brother's  coming  in,  Sir. 

Vint  Oids  my  Paffion  ; 
Out  with  the  Plate,  ye  Knaves ;  bring  the  new  Cufhions, 
And  wafh  thofe  Gialles  I  fet  by  for  high  Days, 
Perfume  the  Rooms-along,  why  Sirrah, 

I  Boy.  Here,  Sir. 

Vint.  Bid  my  Wife  make  herfelf  ready  handfomely. 
And  put  on  her  bed  Apron,  it  may  be 
The  noble  Gentleman  will  look  upon  her. 

Enter  Euphanes,  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Eupb,  Where  is  he.  Boy  ? 

Vint.  Your  Worfhip's  heartily  welcome. 
It  joys  my  very  Heart  to  fee  ye  here,  Sir. 
The  Gentleman  that  fent  for  your  Honour— 

Eupb,  O  good  mine  Hoft.  [nour. 

Vint,  To  my  poor  homely  Houfe,  and't  like  yourHo- 

Eupb.  I  thank  thine  Honour  good  mine  Ho{l,whereis  he  ? 

Con.  What  think  ye  now.?*  My  beft  Euphanes.  Eupb, 
Conon, 

Welcome  my  Friend,  my  noble  Friend  how  is  it  ? 
Are  you  in  fafety  come,  in  Health  ? 

O  4  Con. 
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Con,  All  Health,  all  Safety, 
Riches,  and  all  that  makes  Content  and  Happinefs 
Now  I  am  here  I  have;  How  have  you  far'd,  Sir? 

Eupb,  Well,  I  thank  Heav'n,  and  never  nearer,  Friend 
To  catch  at  great  Occafion. 

Con.  Indeed  I  joy  in't. 

Euph.  Nor  am  1  for  my  felf  born  in  thefe  Fortunes. 
In  truth  I  love  my  Friends. 

Con.  You  were  noble  ever. 

Cra,  I  thought  you  had  not  known  me. 

Euph.  Yes,  ye  are  my  Brother,     [Euph.  y^Z^/^j  Cra. 
]S/ly  cider  Brother  too,  would  your  Afltedions 
Were  able  but  to  ask  that  Love  I  owe  to  ye. 
And  as  I  give,  prefer ve  it  •,  here  Friend  Conon^ 
To  your  fair  welcome  home. 

Con,  Dear  Sir,  I  thank  ye. 
Fill  it  to  th'  brim,  Boy :  Crates., 

Cra,  I  will  pledge  you, 
But  for  that  glorious  Comet  lately  fired. 

Co7t,  Fie,  fie,  Sir,  fie. 

Eiipb,  Nay,  let  him  take  his  Freedoms, 
He  ftirs  not  me,  I  vow  to  ye ;  much  lefs  ftains  me." 

Cr^.  Sir,  I  can't  talk  with  that  neat  traveling  Tongue. 

Con,  As  I  live,  he  has  the  worft  belief  in  Mp  abroad. 

Enter  fecond  Boy, 

I'm  glad  I  am  come  home. 

2  Boy,  Here  are  the  Gentlemen. 

Cra.  O  let  *em  enter :  Now  you  that  truft  in  Travel, 
And  make  lharp  Beards,  and  little  Breeches  Deities, 
You  that  inhaunce  the  daily  price  of  Tooth-picks, 
And  hold  there  is  no  homebred  Happinefs, 
Behold  a  Model  of  your  Minds  and  Aftions.  [Mirth, 

Euph.  Though  this  be  envious,  yet  done  i'th'  way  of 
I  am  content  to  thank  ye  for't. 

Con,  *Tis  well  yet. 

Cra,  Let  the  Mask  enter. 

Enter  Onos,  his  Uncle ^  and  ^ utor, 

0/WS.  A  pretty  Tavern  'faith,  of  a  fine  Struflure. 

Uncle, 
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Uncle.  Bear  your  iclf  like  a  Gentleman,  here's  fix  pence, 
And  be  lure  you  break  no  Glaffes. 

Tut.  Hark  ye  Pupil, 
Go  as  I  taught  you,  hang  more  upon  your  Hams, 
And  put  your  Knees  out  bent  ;  there,  yet  a  little : 
Now  I  beleech  ye,  be  not  To  improvident 
To  forget  your  travelling  Pace,  'cis  a  main  Pofture, 
And  to  all  unair'd  Gentlemen  (i  8)  will  betray  you : 
Play  with  your  Pifa  Beard ;  why,where's  your  Brulli,  Ptipil  ? 
He  muft  have  a  Brufh,  Sir. 

Uncle.  More  Charge  yet? 

'Tutor.  Here,  take  mine, 
Thefe  Elements  of  Travel  he  muft  not  want,  Sir.^ 

Uncle,  Ma'toy,  he  has  had  fome  nineteen  Pence  in  Ele- 
What  would  you  more?  [^nents, 

T utor.  Burns  mehercle  pater,  [  ^  ^'^'^^^  ^ 

Con.  What  Monfjeur  Onos.,  the  very  (19)  p^n^P  of 
Sir,  as  I  live  you've  done  me  th'  greateft  kindnefs  j 
O  my  fair  Sir,  Lampree.,  the  careful  Uncle 
To  this  young  hopeful  Ifllie  ;  Monfieur  Tutor  too. 
The  Father  to  his  Mind;  Come,  come,  let's  hug  Boys, 
Why  what  a  Bunch  of  Travel  do  I  emiDrace  now, 
Methinks  I  put  a  Girdle  about  Europe  j 
How  has  the  Boy  profited  ? 

Uncle,  He  has  enough,  Sir, 
If  his  too  fiery  Mettle  do  not  mar  it. 

Con,  Is  he  not  thrifty  yet? 

Tutor,  That's  all  his  Fault, 
Too  bounteous  minded  being  under  Age  too, 
A  great  Confumer  of  his  Stock  in  Pippins, 
H'ad  ever  a  hot  Stomach, 

(18)  —  nvlll  hetray  you:'\  Mr.  Senvard  is  for  reading  he^wray^ 
thinking  betray  is  very  improper,  as  m.eaning  a  Dilcovery  of  fome- 
thing,  that  one  wou'd  have  kept  a  Secret.  I  muft  own  was  this  the 
only  Senfe  of  betray,  Mr.  SeucanPs  Reading,  which  is  ingenious,  might 
be  allow'd.  But  he  has  gone  upon  a  wrong  Foundation,  prodo  in 
Latin,  and  betray  in  Englijh  having  that  very  Senfe  which  be-wray 
has,  /.  e.  to  difcover,  without  any  Suppofition,  that  the  thing  difco- 
ver'd  Ihou'd  be  kept  a  Secret. 

(19)   pump  of  Tra<ve/F'\  I  fufpeft  that  for  pump  here  we  Ihou'd 

read  The  pini  of  Courtejy  is  a  well  known  Fhrafe. 

Con. 
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Con,  Come  hither  Onos^ 
Will  you  love  me  for  this  fine  Apple? 
Onos,  Ouy. 

Con.  And  will  you  be  rul'd  by  me  fometimes  ? 

Onos,  'Faith  I  will. 

Con.  That's  a  good  Boy. 

Uncle.  Pray  give  not  the  Child  fo  much  .Fruit, 
He's  of  a  raw  Complexion. 

Eupb.  You  Monfieur  hard  (20)  Egg, 
Do  you  remember  me.^*  Do  you  remember 
When  you  and  your  Confort  travell'd  i\ixou^  Hungary  ? 

Con.  He's  in  that  Circuit  ftill. 

Euph.  Do  you  remember 
The  cantel  of  immortal  Cheefe  ye  carried  with  ye, 
The  half  cold  Cabbage  in  a  Leather  Sachel, 
And  thofe  invincible  Eggs  that  would  lye  in  your  Bowels 
A  fortnight  together,  and  then  turn  to  Bedilaves ; 
Your  fower  Milk  that  would  choak  an  Irijh-md^n^ 
And  Bread  was  bak'd  in  Ccefar^  time  for  th*  Army  ? 

Con.  Providence,  Providence. 

*Tutcr.  The  Soul  of  Travel. 

Euph.  Can  the  Boy  fpeak  yet 

^utor.  Yes,  and  as  fine  a  Gentleman, 
I  thank  my  able  Knowledge,  h'as  arriv'd  at, 
Only  a  litde  fparing  of  his  Language, 
Which  every  Man  of  Obfervation  — 

Uncle.  And  of  as  many  Tongues. 

Tutor,  Pray  be  content.  Sir, 
You  know  you  are  for  the  bodily  part,  the  Purfe, 
I  for  the  Magazine,  the  Mind. 

Euph.  Come  hither  Springal. 

0ms.  That  in  the  Almain  Tongue  fignifies  a  Gentleman, 
Euph.  What  think  you  of  the  Forms  of  Italy  or  Spain  ^ 
Onos,  I  love  mine  own  Country  Pippin. 

(20)  — ^  Edge."]  This  Exprefiion  appearM  to  me  too  grofs  to  come 
from  cur  Authors  Fen.  Euphanes  bantering  him  {Onos)  in  the  next 
Speech  upon  thefe  invincible  Eggs  that  wouM  lye  a  Fortnight  together 
in  his  Bowels,  inclin'd  me  to  correft  the  Text  as  I  have  done.  I  found 
too  upon  comparing  the  Copies,  that  I  had  the  Edition  of  1647  of  my 
Side. 

Tutor^ 
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I'utor.  Nobly  anfwer'd. 
Born  for  his  Country  firlt. 

Euph.  A  great  Philofopher  : 
What  Horfes  do  you  prefer  ? 

Onos.  I'he  white  Horfe,  Sir, 
There  where  I  lye;  honeft  and  ajuft  Beaft. 

'Tutor.  O  caput  lepidmn:  A  Child  to  fay  this. 
Are  thefe  (21)  fit  Figures  for  the  Mouths  of  Infants  ? 

Con,  Onos^  what  Wenches? 
Come,  tell  me  true. 

Onos.  I  cannot  fpeak  without  Book. 

Con,  When  Ihall  we  have  one,  ha? 

Onos,  Steal  me  from  mine  Uncle, 
For  look  you,  I  am  broke  out  horribly 
For  want  of  fiefhly  Phyfick  ;  they  fay  I  am  too  young, . 
And  that 'twill  fpoil  my  growth;  but  could  you  help  me? 

Con,  Meet  me  to  morrow  Man,  no  more. 

Euph.  You  think  now 
Ye've  open'd  fuch  a  fhame  to  me  of  travel. 
By  fhewing  thefe  thin  Cubs  :  Ye've  honoured  us 
Againll  your  will,  proclaimed  us  excellent ; 
Three  Frails  of  Sprats  carried  from  Mart  to  Mart,- 
Are  as  much  Meat  as  thefe,  to  more  ufe  travePd ; 
A  bunch  of  bloated  Fools !  methinks  your  Judgment 
Should  look  abroad  fometimes  without  your  Envy. 

Cra.  Such  are  moft  of  you ;  fo  I  take  my  leave. 
And  when  you  find  your  Womens  favour  fail, 
*Tis  ten  to  one  you'll  know  your  felf,  and  feek  me 
Upon  a  better  Mufler  of  your  Manners. 

Con,  This  is  not  handfome.  Sir. 

Euph.  Pray  take  your  Pleafure, 
You  wound  the  Wind  as  much  - 

Cra.  Come  you  with  me, 
I  have  Bufinefs  for  you  prefently :  There's  for  your  Wine, 
I  mufl  confefs  I  lofl  it. 

Onos.  Shall  I  fleal  to  ye. 
And  fhall  we  fee  the  Wench  ? 

(21)  Are  thefe  Figures — ]  I  have  inferted //  into  the  prefent  Text 
as  requifite  to  the  Meafure,  tho*  perhaps  not  lo  much  wanting  to  com- 
plete the  Scnfe. 

Con. 
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Con.  A  dainty  one. 

Onos,  And  have  a  difh  of  Pippins? 

Con.  What  ?  a  peck  Man. 

Tutor.  Will  you  wait,  Sir? 

Con,  Pray  let's  meet  ofcncr,  Gentlemen, 
I  would  not  lofe  ye. 

Tutor,  O  fweet  Sir. 

Con.  Do  you  think  I  would. 
Such  noted  Men  as  you  ? 

Onos^  Uncle ^  Tutor,  We  are  your  Servants.  [Exeunt. 

Euph.   That  thing  they  would  keep  in  everlafting 
Nonage, 

My  Brother  for  his  own  Ends  has  thrufl:  on 
Upon  my  Miftrefs;  'tis  true  he  fliall  be  rich 
Jf  ever  he  can  get  that  Rogue  his  Uncle 
To  let  him  be  of  Years  to  come  t'  inherit  it, 
Now  v/hat  the  main  Drift  is  ° 

Con,  Say  ye  fo  ?  no  more  Words, 
I'll  keep  him  Company  'till  he  be  of  Years, 
Though't  be  a  hundred  Years,  but  I'll  difcover  it, 
And  ten  to  one  I'll  crofs  it  too. 

Euph.  You  are  honeft. 
And  I  fliall  ftudy  flill  your  Love-,  farewel,  Sir, 
For  thele  few  Hours  I  muft  defire  your  Pardon, 
I  have  Bufinefs  of  importance:  Once  a  Day 
At  lead  I  hope  you'll  fee  me,  I  mult  fee  you  elfe : 
So,  once  more  ye  are  welcome. 

Con,  All  my  Thanks,  Sir, 
And  when  I  leave  to  love  you.  Life  go  from  me. 

[^Exeunt. 


ACT   HI.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Theanor  and  Crates. 

Cra,\VT  H  Y  Sir,  the  Kingdom's  his ;  and  no  Man  now 

W   Can  come  to  Corinth^  or  from  Corinth  go, 
Without  his  Licence;  he  puts  up  the  Tithes 
Of  every  Office  through  Achaia  5 

From 
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From  Courtier  to  the  Carter  hold  of  him. 
Our  Lands,  our  Liberties,  nay  very  Lives 
Are  (hut  up  in  his  Clofet,  and  let  loofe 
But  at  his  PJeafure ;  Books,  and  all  Difcourfe 
Have  now  no  Patron,  nor  Diredion, 
^v\X.^^on^t6.Eufhanes:  Our  Cups  are  guilty 
That  quench  our  Thirds,  if  not  unto  his  Health ; 
Oh,  1  could  eat  my  Heart,  and  fling  away 
My  very  Soul  for  Anguifli :  Gods,  nor  Men 
Should  tollerate  fuch  Difproportion. 

I'he,  And  yet  is  he  belov'dj  whether't  be  Virtue, 
Or  feeming  Virtue,  which  he  makes  the  Cloak 
To  his  Ambition. 

Cra,  Be  it  which  it  will. 
Your  Highnefs  is  too  tame,  your  Eyes  too  film*d 
To  fee  this,  and  fit  ftill :  The  Lion  fhould  not 
Tremble  to  hear  the  bellowing  of  the  Bull ; 
Nature  excufe  me,  (22)  though  he  be  my  Brother, 
You  are  my  Country's  Father,  therefore  mine: 
One  parallel  Line  of  Love  I  bend  on  him. 
All  Lines  of  Love  and  Duty  meet  in  you. 
As  in  their  Center ;  therefore  hear,  and  weigh 
What  I  (hall  fpeak :  You  know  the  Queen  your  Mother 
Did,  from  a  private  State,  your  Father  raife. 
So  all  your  Royalty  you  hold  from  her ; 
She  is  older  than  flie  was,  therefore  more  doating, 
And  what  know  we  but  Blindnefs  of  her  Love, 
(That  hath  from  underneath  the  Foot  of  Fortune 
Set  even  Euphanes  Foot,  on  Fortune's  Head) 
Will  take  him  by  the  Hand,  and  cry.  Leap  now 
Into  my  Bed ;  'tis  but  a  Trick  of  Age ; 
Nothing  impoflible. 

The,  What  d'  ye  infer  on  this  ? 

Cra.  Your  Pardon,  Sir, 
With  Reverence  to  the  Queen ;  yet  why  fhould  1 
Fear  to  fpeak  plain  what  pointeth  to  your  Good? 
A  good  old  Widow  is  a  hungry  thing; 
(I  fpeak  of  other  Widows,  not  of  Queens.) 


(22)  So  1647  Edition.    The  others  then  he  be  my  Brother,^ 
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^he.  Speak  to  thy  PurpofCi 

Cra,  I  approach  it:  Sir, 
Shguld  young  Euphanes  clafp  the  Kingdom  thus. 
And  pleafe  the  good  old  Lady  fome  one  Night; 
What  might  not  fhe  be  wrought  to  put  on  you. 
Quite  to  lupplant  your  Birth  ?  neither  is  file 
Paft  Children,  as  I  take  it. 

The,  Crates^  thou  fhak'ft  me  5 
Thou,  that  doft  hate  thy  Brother  for  my  Love, 
In  my  Love  find  one;  henceforth  be  my  Brother  : 
This  Giant  I  will  fell  beneath  the  Earth  ; 
I  will  fhine  out,  and  melt  his  artful  Wings: 
Euphanes^  from  my  Mother's  Sea  of  Favours 
Spreads  like  a  River,  and  runs  calmly  on. 
Secure  yet  from  my  Storms;  like  a  young  Pine 
He  grows  up  planted  under  a  fair  Oak, 
Whofe  ftrong  large  Branches  yet  do  fhelter  him. 
And  every  Traveller  admires  his  Beauty  5 
But  like  a  Wind,  Til  work  into  his  Cranks, 
Trouble  his  Stream,  and  drown  all  Veflels  that 
Ride  on  his  Greatnefs :  Under  my  Mother's  Arms, 
Like  to  a  ftealing  Tempelt  will  I  fearch. 
And  rend  his  Root  from  her  Protection. 

Cra,  Ay,  now  Theanor  fpeaks  like  Prince  ^heawr, 

The,  But  how  fliall  we  provoke  him  to  our  Snares  ? 
He  has  a  Temper,  Malice  cannot  move 
T'  exceed  the  Bounds  of  Judgment ;  he's  fb  wife. 
That  we  can  pick  no  Caufe  t'  affront  him. 

Cra.  No? 

What  better  than  his  crofllng  your  Intent  ? 
The  Suit  rd  to  ye  ?  Conon*s  forfeit  ftate 
(Before  he  travell'd)  for  a  Riot,  he 
Hath  from  your  Mother  got  reftored  to  him; 

The.  Durft  he?  What  is  this  Conon  P 

Cra.  One  that  hath. 
As  People  fay,  in  foreign  Countries  pleafur*d  him. 

Enter  Onos,  Uhcle^  Tutor^  Neanthes,  Soficles,  Eraton. 
But  now  no  more ; 

They  have  brought  the  Travellers  I  told  you  of. 

That's 
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That's  the  fweet  Youth,  that  is  my  Brother's  Rival, 

That  curls  his  Head,  for  he  has  little  Hair, 

And  paints  his  Vizor,  for  it  is  no  Face, 

That  fo  defires  to  follow  you,  my  Lord  ; 

Shew  'em  fome  Countenance,  and  'twill  beget  [Legs 

Our  Sport  at  leaft.    the.  What  villainous  (23)  Crab-Tree 

He  makes  ?  His  Shins  are  full  of  True- Love  Knots. 

Cra.  His  Legs  were  ever  villainous,  fince  I  knew  him. 

Era.  Faith  his  Uncle's  Shanks  are  fomewhat  the  better. 

JSlean.  But  is't  poflible  he  fliould  believe  he  is  not  of 
Age? 

Why  he's  fifty,  Man,  in's  Juhik  I  warrant 

S'light,  he  looks  older  than  a  Groat  j  the  very  Stamp 

On's  Face  is  worn  out  with  handling.  [him  fpeak, 

SoJ,  Why  I  tell  you  all  Men  believe  it  when  they  hear 
He  utters  fuch  fingle  Matter  in  fo  infantly  a  Voice. 

Nean.  He  looks  as  like  a  Fellow  that  1  have  feen  accom- 
modate Gentlemen  with  Tobacco  at  our  Theaters: 

Onos,  Moft  illuftrious  Prince. 

Era,  A  pox  ion  him,  he  is  gelt,  how  he  trebles  ? 

Onos.  I  am  a  Gentleman  a'  both  fides. 

Tutor,  He  means  (fo't  pleafe  your  Highnefs)  both  by 
Father  and  Mother. 

Sof,  Thou  a  Gentleman  ?  Thou  an  Afs.     [afTure  you. 

JSfean.  He  is  ne'er  the  farther  from  being  a  Gentleman,  I 

Sr utor.  May  it  pleafe  your  Grace,  I  am  another. 

Nean,  He  is  another  Afs  he  fays,  I  believe  him. 

Uncle,  We  be  three,  Heroical  Prince. 

Nean,  Nay  then  we  muft  have  the  Pi£ture  of  *em, 
and  the  Word  Nos  fumus,  [gether 

Tutor,  That  have  travell'd  all  Parts  of  the  Globe  to- 

(23   Cr  ah -Tree  Legs 

He  makes  ?  —  ]  As  Onos  does  not  appear  to  have  made,  either 
Bows,  Scrapes,  or  Congees  yet,  I  am  not  fatibfy'd  with  this  Expref- 
lion.  Befides,  what  has  Shins  full  cf  True-Lc<ve  Knots  in  the  next 
Line  to  do  with  making  Crah-Tree  Legs  here  ?  To  take  away  all  Diffi- 
culties and  Objeftions  to  the  old  I  wou'd  offer  a  new  Reading,  which 

is  this,       .   Crah-Tree  Legs 

He  has. 

Then  Crates''  Reply  is  agreeable  enough. 

His  (Onos'j)  Legs  nvere  e-ver  'villainous. 
Era.  His  UncWs  Shanks  are  fome^jjhat  better. 

Uncle, 
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Unck,  For  my  part,  I  have  feen  the  Viciffitude  of  For- 
tune before.  [than  I. 

Onos.  Peace  Uncle,  for  though  you  fpeak  a  little  better 

Nean,  'Tis  a  very  little,  in  Truth. 

Onos.  Yet  we  muft  both  give  place,  as  they  fay. 
To  the  beft  Speaker,  the  Tutor. 

I'utor.  .Yet  fince  it  hath  pleafed  your  Radience  to  de- 
cline fo  low,  as  on  us  poor  and  unworthy  Dunghills  

Nean,  What  a  (linking  Knave's  this  ? 

Tutor,  Our  Peregrination  was  ne'er  fo  (24)  felicitated, 
as  fince  we  enter'd  the  Line  of  your  gracious  Favour,  un- 
der w^liofe  Beamy  Afped,  and  by  which  infallible  Mathe- 
matical Compafs,  may  we  but  hereafter  prefjme  to  fail, 
our  Induftries  have  reach'd  their  defir'd  Termination  and 
Period  ;  and  we  fhall  voluntarily  facrifice  our  Lives  to 
your  refplendent  Eyes,  both  the  Altars  and  Fires  of  our 
devoted  Offerings. 

Onost  Oh  divine  Tutor! 

Cra,  Can  you  hold,  Sir?  [in  Corinth, 

Era,  He  has  fpoken  this  very  Speech  to  fome  Whore 
Nean,  A  plague  on  him  for  a  fuflian  Didionary  ;  on 
my  Confcience  this  is  thtUIyJfean  Traveller  that  fent home 
his  Image  riding  upon  Elephants  to  the  great  Mogol, 

Sof.  The  fame ;  his  Wit  is  fo  huge,  nought  but  an  Ele- 
phant could  carry  him. 
Era,  So  heavy  you  mean. 

Nean, '  Thefe  three,  are  ev'n  the  fin'ft  one  Fool  tripar- 
tite, that  was  e'er  difcover'd. 

Sof,  Or  a  Treatife  of  Famine  divided  into  three  Branches. 
Era,  The  Prince  fpeaks. 

T'he,  I  thank  ye  for  your  Loves ;  but  as  1  told  you, 
I  have  fo  litde  Means  to  do  for  thofe 
Few  Followers  I  have  already,  that 
I  would  have  none  Shipwrack  themfelves,  and  Fortune, 
Upon  my  barren  Shelf :  Sue  to  Eu^hanes^ 

(24)  ne'er  fo  facilitated,']  The  Senfe  required  here  is,  fwas 

7ie<v€r  made  fo  happy.    But  the  old  Reading  fignifies  no  iuch  thing.  J 
The  fmall  Change      felicitated,  for  facilitatedy  fuppiies  the  Senfe 
wanted,  and  was  not  only  mine  but  Mr.  Se-vcard^ii  Conjedlure  too, 
and  is  confii  m'd  by  the  Edition  of  1 647. 

For 
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For  he  is  Prince,  and  Queen,  I  would  have  no  Man 
Curfe  me  in  his  old  Age. 

Cra.  Alas,  Sir,  they  defire  to  follow  you 
But  afar  off ;  the  farther  off  the  better. 

Tutor.  I  Sir,  and't  be  feven  Mile  off,  fo  we  may  but 
follow  you,  only  to  countenance  us  in  the  Confronts  and 
Affronts,  which  (according  to  your  Highnefs  Will)  we 
mean  on  all  Occafions  to  put  upon  the  Lord  Euphanes, 

Onos.  He  fhall  not  want  gibing  nor  jeering,  I  warrant 
him,  if  he  do,  I'll  forfwear  Wit. 

Nean,  It  has  forfworn  thee,  I'll  fwear,  it  is  the  ancient 
Enemy  to  thy  Houfe. 

The,  Well,  be  it  fo ;  I  here  receive  ye  j  for  my  Fol- 
lowers a  great  way  off. 

Nean.  Seven  Miles,  my  Lord,  no  further. 

Onos.  By  what  time.  Sir,  (by  this  Meafure)  may  I 
come  to  follow  him  in  his  Chamber?  [long. 

Nean.  Why,  when  his  Chamber,  Sir,  is  feven  Miles 

Enter  Euphanes,  Conon,  P^^<?,  Gentlemen  and  Attendants > 

Gent,  Make  way  there  for  my  Lord  Euphanes. 

Cra,  Look  Sir,  Jove  appears. 
The  Peacock  of  our  State,  that  fpreads  a  Train 
Brighter  than  Iris  Blufhes  after  Rain. 

Euph,  You  need  not  thank  me  Conon^  in  your  Love 
You  antidated  what  I  can  do  for  you. 
And  I  in  Gratitude  was  bound  to  this. 
And  am  to  much  more  5  and  what  e*er  he  be 
Can  with  Unthankfulnefs  affoil  me,  let  him 
Dig  out  mine  Eyes,  and  fmg  my  Name  in  Verfe, 
In  Ballad  Verfe  at  every  drinking  Houfe, 
And  no  Man  be  fo  charitable  to  lend  me 
A  Dog  to  guide  my  fteps* 

Nean,  H^W  to  Euphanes. 

Sof.  Mighty  Euphanes. 

Era,  The  great  Prince  Euphanes. 

Tutor,  Key  of  the  Court,  and  Jewel  of  the  QueeOa 

Uncle.  5^?/ in  our  Firmament. 

Onos.  Pearl  in  the  States  Eye, 

Nean.  Being  a  black  Man. 
Vol.  VL  P  Era. 
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Era,  Miftrefs  of  the  Land. 

"Nean,  Our  humble,  humble  poor  Petitions  are, 
That  we  may  hold  our  Places.  AIL  May  we?  Euph,  Yes ; 
Be  you  malicious  Knaves  ftill ;  and  you  Fools, 

Con.  This  is  the  Prince's,  and  your  Brother's  Spight, 

Ewph,  I  know't,  but  will  not  know  it. 

Con.  Yonder  they  are. 
Who's  fine  Child's  this? 

Uncle,  Sir. 

Onos.  Uncle,  le'be, 
Let  him  alone,  he  is  a  mighty  Prince. 

Euph,  I  ask  your  Highnefs  Pardon :  I  proteft 
By  Jupiter  I  faw  you  not. 

The.  Humph,  it  may  be  fo. 
You've  rais'd  fuch  Mountains  'twixt  your  Eyes  and  me, 
That  I  am  hidden  quite :  What  do  ye  mean.  Sir? 
You  much  forget  yourfelf. 

Euph.  I  fhould  much  more. 
Not  to  remember  my  due  Duty  to  your  Grace; 
I  know  not  wherein  I  have  lb  tranfgrefs'd 
My  Service  to  your  Highnels,  to  deferve 
This  Rigour  and  Contempt,  not  from  you  only. 
But  from  your  Followers,  with  the  beft  of  whom 
I  was  an  Equal  in  my  loweft  ebb ; 
Befeech  you,  Sir,  refpeft  me  as  a  Gentleman, 
I  will  be  never  more  in  Heart  to  you: 
Five  fair  defcents  I  can  derive  myfelf. 
From  Fathers  worthy  both  in  Arts  and  Arms. 
I  know  your  Goodnefs  companies  your  Greatnefs 
But  that  you  are  perverted  ;  Royal  Sir, 
I  am  your  humbleft  Subjeft,  ufe  your  pleafijre, . 
But  do  not  give  Protection  to  the  Wrongs 
Of  thcfe  fubordinate  Slaves,  whom  I  could  crufii 
By  that  great  deftin'd  Favour,  which  my  Miftrefi 
And  your  Majeftick  Mother  (25)  deigns  to  me, 

(25)   Mother  dejigns  Pit  y'\   What  pretty  Work  this  Reading 

makes?  Euphanes  fays,  1  cou'd  crulh  your  (Prince's)  Slaves,  by  that 
j;reat  deftin'd  Favour  your  Mother  deligns  me,  /,  e.  by  the  deJigtCd 
Favour  your  Mother  dejtgns  me.  Thus  much  for  the  Senfe,  but  the 
Meafurc  too  reclaims  againft  this  very  Reading,  as  the  Reader's  Ear 

But 
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But  in  refpedl  of  you :  I  know  lean  Envy 
Waits  ever  on  the  fteps  of  Virtue  advanced ; 
But  why  your  Mother's  Grace  gets  me  Difgrace, 
Or  renders  mc  a  Slave  to  bear  thefe  wrongs, 
I  do  not  know.    Oh  Mediocrity, 
Thou  prizelefs  Jewel,  only  Mean  Men  have. 
But  cannot  value;  like  the  precious  Gem 
Found  in  the  Muckhill  by  the  ignorant  Cock. 

The,  Your  creamy  words  but  cozen  ;  how  durfl:  you 
Intercept  me  fo  lately  to  my  Mother? 
And  what  I  meant  your  Brother,  you  obtained 
Unto  the  (26)  forfeiter  again,    Cra,  Your  anfwer 
To  that  my  Lord,  my  Brother.    Euph,  May  I  perifli 
If  e*er  I  heard  y*  intended  fuch  a  fuit. 
Though  'twould  have  ftuck  an  ignominious  brand 
Upon  your  Highnefs,  to  have  given  your  Servant 
A  Gentleman's  whole  State  of  Worth  and  Quality, 
Confifcate  only  for  a  youthful  Brawl. 

The,  Your  Rudiments  are  too  fawcy,  teach  your  Page. 
Con,  Ay,  fo  are  all  things  but  your  Flatterers. 
Onos.  Hold  you  your  prating.  [Yet, 
Con,  You  know  where  you  are,  you  fleeten  Face.  Euph, 
Sir,  to  appeafe  and  fatisfie  your  Anger. 
Take  what  you  pleafe  from  me,  and  give  it  him 
In  lieu  of  this ;  you  fliall  not  take  it  neither, 
I  freely  will  impart  it,  half  my  State, 
Which,  Brother,  if  you  pleafe— . 

Cra,  ril  ftarve  in  Chains  firft. 
Eat  my  own  Arms. 

Euph,  Oh  that  you  faw  yourfelf ; 
You  ne'er  made  me  fuch  offer  in  my  poornefs. 
And  'caufe,  to  do  you  eafe,  I  fought  not  to  you. 
You  thus  maligne  me ;  yet  your  Nature  muft  not 
Corrupt  mine,  nor  your  rude  Examples  lead  me  : 
If  mine  can  mend  you,  I  fliall  joy ;  you  know 

will  tell  him,  by  having  a  Syllable  too  much.  The  prefent  Text  1% 
from  my  Conjcdlure,  the'  I  afterward  found  Mr.  Theobald  had  reco- 
ver*d  this  very  Reading  from  the  Folio  of  1647. 

(26)  -'^Forfeiter  again,]  So  1647  Edition,    Th€  Others, 
Unto  the  Forfeiture  again, 

P  2  1  fear 
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I  fear  you  not    you've  feen  me  prov'd  a  Man 
In  every  way  of  Fortune,  'tis  my  comfort 
I  know  no  more  fuch  Brothers  in  the  World 
As  Crates  is. 

Con.  Nor  I  fuch  as  Euphanes: 
The  temper  of  an  Angel  reigns  in  thee. 

Euph,  Your  Royal  Mother,  Sir,  I  had  forgot. 
Entreats  your  Prefence. 

ne.  You  have  done  her  Errand, 
I  may  do  yours.  \^Exit. 
Euph,  Let  it  be  Truth,  my  Lord. 
Con»  Crates^  I'll  queftion  you  for  this. 
Cra.  Pilh,  your  worft.  [Exit, 
Con.  Away  you  Hounds  after  your  fcent.  [gone, 
Onos,  Come,  we'll  fcorfi  to  (27)  talk  to  *em :  now  they're 
We'll  away  too.  [Exeunt. 
Con,  Why  bear  you  this,  my  Lord? 
Euph.  To  fliew  the  pafTive  Fortitude  the  beft  j 
Virtue's  a  folid  Rock,  whereat  being  aim'd 
The  keeneft  Darts  of  Envy,  yet  unhurt 
Her  Marble  Heroes  (land,  built  of  fuch  Bafes, 
Whilft  they  recoil,  and  wound  the  Shooters  Faces. 
Enter  ^een  and  Ladies, 
Con,  My  Lord,  the  Queen, 
Queen,  Gentle  Euphanes^,  how, 
How  doft  thou,  honeft  Lord }  oh  how  I  joy 
To  fee  what  I  have  made,  like  a  choice  Workman, 
That  having  fram'd  a  M after- piece,  doth  reap 
An  univerfal  Commendation 
Princes  are  Gods  in  this.    Til  build  thee  yet. 
The  good  Foundation  fo  pleafes  me, 
A  ftory  or  two  higher  ;  let  Dogs  bark. 
They  are  Fools  that  hold  them  dignified  by  Blood, 
They  fhould  be  only  made  Great  that  are  Good, 
Euph.  Oraculous  Madam. 
^een.  Sirrah,  I  was  thinking 
If  1  Ihould  marry  thee,  what  merry  Tales 

(27)  — —  to  nvalk  to'm:']  Mr.  Seuoard  concurred  with  me  in  the 
Corredion  of  the  prefent  Text;  and*tis  too  plain  and  obvious  to  need 
any  Corroboration. 

Our 
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Our  (28)  Neighbour  Iflands  would  make  of  us; 

But  let  that  pals,  you  have  a  Miftrefs 

That  would  forbid  our  Banes ;  troth  I  have  wi/li'd 

A  thoufand  times  that  1  had  been  a  Man, 

Then  I  might  fit  a  day  with  thee  alone, 

And  talk, 

But  as  I  am  I  muft  not ;  there's  no  skill 
In  being  good,  but  in  not  being  thought  ill, 
Sirrah,  who's  that  ? 

Eu-^h.  So't  pleafe  your  Majefty, 
Conon^  the  Friend  fu'd  for. 

^leen,  'Tis  difpatch'd. 

Con,  Gracious  Madam, 
I  owe.thc  Gods  and  you  my  Life. 

^een,  I  thank  you,  : 
I  thank  you  heartily  j  and  I  do  think  you 
A  very  honeft  Man,  he  fays  you  are ; 
But  now  ril  chide  thee ;  what's  the  caufe,  my  Son, 
(For  my  Eye's  every  where,  and  I  have  heard,) 
So  infolently  does  thee  Contumelies 
Paft  fuff'rance  (I  am  told)  yet  you  complain  not. 
As  if  my  Juftice  were  fo  partial 
As  not  to  right  the  meaneft :  Credit  me, 
I'll  call  him  to  a  ftrift  account,  and  fright, 
By  his  Example,  all  that  dare  curb  me 
In  any  thing  that's  juft  :  I  fent  you  for  him, 

Eupb.  Humbly  he  did  return,  he  would  wait  on  you : 
But  let  me  implore  your  Majefty,  not  to  give 
His  Highnefs  any  check,  for  worthlefs  me; 
They  are  Court  Cankers,  and  not  Counfellors, 
That  thus  inform  you ;  they  do  but  hate  the  Prince, 
And  would  fubvert  me  :  I  fhould  curfe  my  fortune 
Even  at  the  higheft,  to  be  made  the  (c)  Gin 

{2%)  Neighbour  I/lands']  The  Senfe  here  is  good  and  Sterling  ;  though, 
from  deficiency  ot  Meafure,  I  fulped  we  fhould  read 
Neighbour  IJlanders. 
or 

Neighbouring  IJlands, 

(29)  Conon,  the  friend  fued for\  Mr.  "Iheobald  received  the  Pro- 
noun /  in  the  Text,  from  the  Copy  of  1 647. 

(<r)  Here  only  means  Injirument,  or  Means,  &c.  not  as  we 
take  it  now,  for  a  Trap  or  Snare. 

P3  T'un* 
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T'  unfcrew  a  Mother's  Love  unto  her  Son  : 

Better  had  my  pale  flame  in  humble  Shades 

Been  fpent  unfeen,  than  to  be  rais'd  thus  high, 

Now  to  be  thought  a  Meteor  to  the  State, 

Portending  Ruin  and  Contagion : 

Befeech  you  then  reft  fatisfy'd,  the  Prince 

Is  a  moft  noble  natur'd  Gentleman, 

And  never  did  to  me  but  what  I  took 

As  favours  from  him,  my  blown  Billows  muft  not 

Strive  'gainft  my  Shore,  that  fiiould  confine  me,  nor 

Juftle  with  Rocks  to  break  themfelves  to  pieces. 

^een.  Well,  thou'rt  the  compofition  of  a  God  : 
My  Lion,  Lamb,  my  Eaglet,  and  my  Dove, 
Whofe  Soul  runs  clearer  than  Diana's  Fount, 
Nature  pick'd  feveral  Flowers  from  her  choice  banks. 
And  bound  them  up  in  thee,  fending  thee  forth 
A  Pofie  for  the  Bofom  of  a  Queen. 

Lady,  The  Prince  attends  you. 

^een,  Farewel,  my  good  Lord  : 
My  honeft  Man  ;  ftay,  haft  no  other  Suit  ? 
I  prithee  tell  me ;  Sirrah,  thine  Eye  fpeaks 
As  if  thou  hadft ;  out  with  it,  modeft  Fool. 

Euph,  With  favour.  Madam,  1  would  crave  your  leave 
To  marry,  where  Pm  bound  in  gratitude, 
Th'  immediate  means  ftie  was  to  all  my  Being : 
Nor  do  I  think  your  Wifdom,  facred  Qjeen, 
Fetters  in  Favours,  taking  from  me  fo 
The  liberty  that  meaneft  Men  enjoy; 

^een.  To  marry  ?  you're  a  Fool :  thou'ft  anger'd  me  : 
Leave  me,  Pll  think  on't :  [^Exit.  Euph,  andCou^ 

Only  to  try  thee  this,  for  though  I  love  thee. 

Enter  Thcanor,  , 

I  can  fubdue  myfelf :  but  Ihe  that  can 
Enjoy  thee,  doth  enjoy  more  than  a  Man, 
Nay  rife  without  a  BlelTing,  or  kneel  ftill : 
What's  Sir  the  reafon  you  oppofe  me  thus. 
And  feek  to  darken  what  I  would  have  fliine  ? 
Eclipfe  a  fire  much  brighter  than  thyfelf. 
Making  your  Mother  not  a  competent  Judge 
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Of  her  own  Adions  ? 

'the.  Gracious  Madam,  I 
Have  done  no  more  than  what  in  Royalty, 
And  to  preferve  your  Fame,  was  fit  to  do: 
Heard  you  the  Peoples  talk  of  you,  and  him 
You  favour  fo,  his  Greatnefs,  and  your  Love, 
The  pity  given  to  me,  you  would  excufe  me. 
They  prate  as  if  he  did  difhonour  you ; 
And  what  know  I,  but  his  own  lavifh  Tongue 
Has  uttered  fome  fuch  Speeches ;  he  is  call*d 
The  King  of  Corinth, 

§ueen.  They  are  Traitors  all  : 
I  wear  a  Chriftal  Cafement  'fore  my  Heart, 
Through  which  each  honeft  Eye  may  look  into*t} 
Let  it  be  Prolped  unto  all  the  World, 
I  care  not  this. 

the.  This  muft  not  be  my  way. 
Your  Pardon,  gracious  Madam ;  thefe  Incitements 
Made  me  not  (hew  fo  clear  a  Countenance 
Upon  the  Lord  Euphanes  as  I  would ; 
Which  fince  your  Majefty  afFeds  fo  grievoufly 
ril  clear  the  black  Cloud  of  it,  and  henceforth 
Vow  on  this  knee  all  Love  and  Grace  to  him. 

^een.  Rife  with  my  Bleffing,  and  to  prove  this  tru€. 
Bear  him  from  me  this  Cabinet  of  Jewels 
In  your  own  Perfon    tell  him»  for  his  marrying 
He  may  difpofe  him  how,  and  when  he  pleale. 

[_Exit  ^een  and  Crates.' 

the,  I  fliall  difcharge  my  Duty  and  your  Will. 

Enter  Crates. 

Cra,  I  have  heard  all,  my  Lord,  how  luckily 
Fate  pops  her  very  Spindle  in  our  Hands : 
This  Marriage  with  Beliza  you  (hall  crofs. 
Then  have  I  one  attempt  for  Lamprias  more 
Upon  this  Phaeton :  Where's  Merione*s  Ring, 
That  in  the  Rape  you  took  from  her  ? 

the.  'Tis  here. 

Cra,  In,  and  afFe£t  our  purpofe  ;  you,  my  Lord, 
Shall  difobey  your  Mother's  charge,  and  fend 

P  4  This 
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This  Cabinet  by  fome  Servant  of  her  own. 
That  what  fucceeds  may  have  no  Reference 
Unro  your  Highnefs. 

^he.  On,  my  Engine,  on. 

Cra.  Now,  if  we  be  not  ftruck  by  Heav'ns  own  Hand, 
We'll  ruin  him,  and  on  his  Ruins  ftand.  \E^eunt, 

SCENE  II. 

*  l£.nter  Agenor,  Leonidas,  Merione,  and  Beliza, 
A  fad  SONG. 

WEEP  no  morSy  nor  Sigh  nor  Groan^ 
C30J  Sorrow  recalls  no  Time  that^s  gone  : 
Violets  plucked,  the  fweeteji  Rain 
Makes  not  frejh  nor  grow  again  j 
^rim  thy  Locks ^  look  chearfully 
Fates  hidden  endsj  Eyes  cannot  fee. 
Joys  as  winged  Dreams  fly  faji^  \ 
Why  Jhould  Sadnefs  longer  lafi. 
Grief  is  hut  a  Wound  to  Woe 
Gentlefi  Fair^  mourn^  mourn  no  moe: 

Age.  Thefe  heavy  Airs  feed  Sorrow  in  her,  Lady, 
.  And  nourifti  it  too  ftrongly  ;  like  a  Mother 
That  fpoils  her  Child  with  giving  on't  the  Will. 
(31)  BeL  Some  lighter  Note. 

A  lighter  SONG, 

COurt  Ladies  laugh^  and  wonder.  Here  is  one 
nat  weeps  hecaufe  her  Maiden-head  is  gone^ 
Whilji  you  do  never  fret^  nor  c^afe^  nor  cry^ 
But  when  too  long  it  keeps  you  Company  ; 

(30)  Sorronv  ciWi^  This  15  not  true  in  faft ;  but  I  think  the  Place 
may  eafily  be  reftored,  by  reading  recalls.  Neither  will  the  Meafure 
t>e  hurt  by  this  Change  :  For  the  il:riking  cut  the  firft  Syllable  in  Sor- 
roiv,  and  pronouncing  it  S'ro^,  is  common,  not  only  in  our,  but  in 
other  Poets. 

(31)  So:jie  lighter]  The  Abfurdity  of  piltting  this  Paffage  after  the 
lighter  Song,  in  all  the  other  Editions,  was  obferv'd  by  Mr.  7heohaU, 
and  Mr.  S^^ard,  as  well  as  myfelf. 

"Too 
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^00  well  you  know^  Maids  are  like  Towns  on  Fire^ 
Wafting  tbemfelvesy  if  no  Man  quench  Befire, 
Weep  then  no  more^  Fool:  A  new  Maiden-head, 
Thoufuffefft  lofs  of^  in  each  chajle  Tear  floed, 

Leo.  How  like  a  hill  of  Snow  fhe  fits,  and  melts 
Before  the  unchafte  fire  of  others  Luft  ? 
What  Heart  can  fee  her  Pafllon  and  not  break  ? 

Age.  Take  comfort,  gentle  Madam  ;  you  know  well 
Even  aftual  Sins  committed  without  Will, 
Are  neither  Sins  nor  Shame,  much  more  compelled  ; 
Your  Honour's  no  whit  lefs,  your  Chaftity 
No  whit  impaired,  for  fair  Merione 
Is  more  a  Virgin  yet  than  all  her  Sex.  [now  ? 

Mer.  (32)  Alas  'tis  done.  Age,  Why  burn  thefe  Tapers 
Wicked  andfrantick  Creatures  joy  in  Night. 

Leo,  Imagine  fair  Merione  had  Dream'd 
She  had  been  Ravifh'd,  would  Ihe  fit  thus  then  ^ 
Excruciate  ?    Mer,  Oh. 

Bel.  Fie,  fie,  how  fond  is  this  } 
What  reafon  for  this  furfeit  of  Remorfe  ? 
How  many  that  have  done  ill,  and  proceed. 
Women  that  take  Degrees  in  Wantonnefs, 
Commence,  and  rife  in  rudiments  of  Luft, 
That  feel  no  fcruple  of  this  tendernefs  ? 

Mer.  Pifh. 

Bel,  Nor  are  you  matchlefs  in  mifliap,  even  I 
Do  bear  an  equal  part  of  Mifery ; 
That  Love,  belov'd,  a  Man  the  Crown  of  Men, 
(33)  How  l*ve  friended,  and  how  rais'd  'tis  better 
That  all  do  know  and  fpeak  it  than  myfeif : 
When  he  fail'd  low  I  might  have  made  him  mine. 
Now  at  his  full  Gale,  it  is  queftionable 
If  ever  i  o'er-take  him. 

(32)  Alas 'tis  done.  ^  Mr,  Seward  C0Tic\iTt''d  with  me  in  taking 
this  Paffage  out  of  the  Mouth  of  Jgenor,  and  putting  it  in|;o  that  of 
Merione^  to  whom  it  undoubtedly  belongs  ;  For  fhe  breaks  o»t  into 
this  paflionate  Sentence,  and  interrupts  the  Prince,  before  he  could 
conclude  his  confolatory  Addrcfs, 

(33)  Whom  I  hwve friended,  ]  This  15  not  Senfe,  and  confequently 
cannot  be  the  genuine  Text  of  our  pair  of  Authors.  What  I  have 
changM  it  for  bids  faireft  igi  being  right,  if  not  the  very  Original 
Reading, 

Age. 
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Age,  Wherefore  fits 
My  Phebe  fliadow'd  in  a  fable  Cloud? 
Thofe  pearly  drops  which  thou  let'ft  fall  like  Beads^ 
Numbering  on  them  thy  veftai  Orifons 
Alas  are  fpent  in  vain  :  I  love  thee  dill, 
In  midft  of  all  thefe  Showers  thou  fweetlier  fcent'ft. 
Like  a  green  Meadow  on  an  April  Day, 
In  which  the  Sun  and  Weft-wind  play  together. 
Striving  to  catch  and  drink  the  balmy  Drops. 

Enter  Euphanes,  and  Servant, 

Ser,  The  Lord  Euphanes^  Madam.  [Exit  Mer. 

Age'  Poor  Merione^ 
She  loaths  the  Light,  and  Men.  {Exit. 
Euph,  The  virtuous  Gods  preferve  my  Miftrefs. 
BeL  O  my  moft  honoured  Lord,  thofe  times  are  changed, 
"Euph,  Let  times  and  Men  change,  could  Heav'n  change, 
Euphanes 

Should  never  change,  to  be  devoted  ever 
To  fair  Beliza^  fhould  my  load  of  Honours, 
Or  any  Grace  which  you  were  Author  of 
Detrad  mine  Honour,  and  diminilh  Grace  } 
The  Gods  forbid  ;  you  here  behold  your  Servant, 
Your  Creature,  gentle  Lady,  whofe  found  Sleeps 
You  purchas*d  for  him,  whofe  Food  you  paid  for. 
Whole  Garments  were  your  charge,  whofe  firft  Pre- 
ferment 

You  founded  j  then,  what  fince  the  gracious  Queen 
Hath,  or  can  rear,  is  upon  your  free  Land, 
And  you  are  Miftrefs  of. 

Bel.  Mock  me  not,  gende  Lord, 
You  fhine  now  in  too  high  a  Sphere  for  me. 
We  are  Planets  now  disjoin'd  for  ever,  yet 
Poor  fuperftitious  Innocent  that  I  am. 
Give  leave  that  I  may  lift  my  Hands,  and  Love, 
Not  in  Idolatry,  but  perfedl  Zeal : 
For  credit  me,  I  repent  nothing  I  have  done. 
But  were  it  to  begin  would  do  the  fame. 

Euph,  There  are  two  Seas  in  Corinth^  and  two  Queens, 
And  but  there,  not  twofuch  i'ch*  fpacious  Univerfe  5 
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I.  came  to  tender  you  the  Man  yo've  made. 
And  like  a  thankful  Stream  to  retribute 
AH  you  my  Ocean  have  enrich 'd  me  with. 
You  told  me  once  you'd  marry  me. 

BeL  Another  mock  ?  You  were  wont  to  play  fair  play. 
You  fcorn  poor  helps ;  he  that  is  fure  to  win,  [Queen. 
May  flight  mean  Hearts,  whofe  Hand  commands  the 

Eupb  Let  me  be  held  the  Knave  through  all  the  Stock 
'  When  1  do  flight  my  Miftrels;  you  know  well 
The  gracious  inclination  of  the  Queen, 
Who  lent  me  leave  this  Morning  to  proceed 
To  marry  as  1  faw  convenience. 
And  a  great  gift  of  Jewels :  Three  days  hence 
The  general  Sacrifice  is  done  to  Vejia^ 
And  can  you  by  then  be  accommodated. 
Your  Servant  fhall  wait  on  you  to  the  TemplQ* 

BeL  Till  now 
I  never  felt  a  real  joy  indeed. 

Eupb.  Here  then  I  feal  my  Duty,  here  my  Love, 
Till  which  vouchfafe  to  wear  this  Ring,  dear  Miftrcfi  i 
'Twas  the  Queen's  Token,  and  fliall  celebrate 
Our  Nuptials. 

BeL  Honour  flill  raife,  and  preferve 
My  honour'd  Lord,  as  he  prelerves  all  Honour. 

Euph. 

Enter  Agenor,  Leonidas,  and  Merione. 

Age.  Why  fliift  you  Places  thus,  Merione^ 
And  will  not  lend  a  Word  ?  Could'fl:  thou  fo  foon 
Leave  Sorrow  as  the  Place,  how  blefl:  were  I, 
But  'twill  not  be  i  Grief  is  an  impudent  Gueft, 
A  Follower  every  where,  a  hanger  on. 
That  Words  nor  Blows  can  drive  away. 

Leo.  Dear  Sifter. 

BeL  Who  can  be  fad  ?  Out  with  thefe  Tragick  Lights, 
And  let  day  repoflefs  her  natural  Hours  : 
Tear  down  thefe  blacks,  cafl:  ope'  the  Cafements  wide, 
That  we  may  jocondly  behold  the  Sun. 
I  did  partake  with  fad  Merione 
In  all  her  Mourning  j  let  her  now  rejoyce 

With 
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With  glad  Beliza^  for  Euphanes  is 
As  full  of  Love,  full  of  Humility, 
As'  when  he  wanted. 

Mer,  Oh  --that. 

Leo,  Help,  fhe  faints : 
Her  Grief  has  broke  her  Heart. 

Mer,  No— that—— »that. 

j!lge,  Miftrefs,  what  point  you  at  ? 
Her  Lamps  are  out,  yet  ftill  Ihe  extends  her  Hand 
As  if  fhe  faw  fomething  Antipathous 
Unto  her  virtuous  Life.- 

Leo,  Still,  flill  flie  points. 
And  her  Lips  move,  but  no  Articulate  found 
Breaths  from  'em ;  Sifter,  fpeak,  what  moves  you  thus  ? 

BeL  Her  Spirits  return. 

Mer.  Oh,  hide  that  fatal  Ring ; 
Where  had  it  you,  Beliza  ? 

BeL  What  hid  Fate 
Depends  on  it  ?  Euphanes  gave  it  me 
As  holy  pledge  of  future  Marriage. 

Mer.  Then  is  Euphanes  the  foul  Ravlflier  : 
Let  me  fpeak  this  and  Die.   That  difmal  Night 
Which  feal'd  my  fhame  upon  me,  was  that  Ring 
The  Partner  of  my  rob'd  Virginity. 

Leo,  Euphanes  ? 

Age,  Strange. 

Bel,  ImpofTible. 

Mer,  Impoffible  to  have  redrefs  on  him, 

Chief  Servant  to  the  Queen  ha?  I  have  read 

Somewhere  I  am  fure,  of  fuch  an  Injury 
Done  to  a  Lady  :  And  how  fhe  durft  Die. 

Age,  Oh  follow  her,  Beliza, 

Bel,  To  afTure  her, 
The  unlikelihood  of  this.  \Emt. 

Age,  Love  hides  all  Sins. 
What's  to  be  done,  Leonidas  ? 

Leo,  Why  this: 
Amazement  takes  up  all  my  Faculties ; 
The  plagues  of  Gods  and  Men  will  mufler  all 
To  avenge  this  Tyranny.  Oh  frontlcfs  Man, 

To 
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To  dare  do  ill,  and  hope  to  bear  it  thus : 

Firft  let's  implore,  then  cure.  ^ 

Jge,  Who,  who  can  truft 
The  gentle  Looks  and  Words  of  two-fac'd  Man  ? 
Like  Corinth's  double  Torrent,  you  and  I 
Will  rufh  upon  the  Land  ;  nor  fhall  the  Queen 
Defend  this  Villain  in  his  Villany  : 
Luft's  violent  Flames  can  never  be  withftood 
Nor  quench'd,  but  with  as  violent  ftreams  of  Blood.  ' 

[Exeunt, 


ACT    IV.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Crates,  Unde^  ^utor^  and  Onos. 

Onos.  np  Hinks  he  to  carry  her,  and  live  ?^ 

A     Cra,  It  feems  fo, 
And  fhe  will  carry  him,  the  Story  fays. 

Onos.  Well,  hum  ?  r 

Have  I  for  this,  thou  fair  but  falfeft  fair 
Stretch'd  this  fame  fimple  Leg  over  the  Sea  ? 
What  though  my  bafhfulnefs,  and  tender  Years, 
Durft  ne'er  reveal  my  AfFed:ion  to  thy  Teeth  ? 
Deep  Love  ne'er  tattles,  and,  fay  they,  loves  bit 
The  deeper  dip'd,  the  fweeter  ftill  is  it. 

^utor.  Oh,  fee  the  power  of  Love,  he  fpeaks  in  Rhimc.^ 

Cra.  Oh,  Love  would  make  a  Dog  to  howle  in  Rhime : 
Of  all  the  Lovers  yet  I  have  heard  or  read 
This  is  the  ftrangcft  ;  but  his  Guardian, 
And  you  his  Tutor  Ihould  inform  him  better. 
Thinks  he,  that  Love  is  anfwer'd  by  inftindi  ? 

^ utor.  He  fhould  make  means. 
For  certain,  Sir,  his  baflifulnefs  undoes  him. 
For  from  his  Cradle,  hc'ad  a  fliameful  Face. 
Thus  walks  he  Night  and  Day,  eats  not  a  bit. 
Nor  fleeps  one  jot,  but's  grown  fo  humerous. 
Drinks  Ale,  and  takes  Tobacco  as  you  fee. 
Wears  a  Steeletto  at  his  Codpiece  clofe^ 

Stabs 
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Stabs  on  the  leaft  occafion :  Stroaks  his  Beard, 
W^ich  now  he  puts  i'th'  pofture  of  a  ^. 
The  Roman  T*.  your      beard  is  the  fafhion. 
And  twifold  doth  exprels  th' enamoured  Courtier, 
As  full  as  your  (34)  fork-carving  Traveller. 

Onos.  Oh,  black  clouds  of  difcontent  invellop  me ; 
Garters  fly  off ;  go  Hatband,  bind  the  Brows 
Of  fome  dull  Citizen  that  fears  to  ake  5 
And  Leg  appear  now  in  fimplicity 
"Without  the  Trappings  of  a  Courtier : 
Burft  Buttons  burft,  your  Batchelor  is  worm*d. 

Cra,  A  Worm-eaten  Batchelor  thouVt  indeed. 

Onos,  And  Devil  Melancholy  poflfelTes  me  now. 

Uncle.  Crofs  him  not  in  this  fit  I  advife  you,  Sir. 

Onos,  Die  crimibn  Rofe,  that  didft  adorn  thefe  Cheeks, 
For  itch  of  Love  is  now  broke  forth  on  me.  [fcabby. 

Uncle,  Poor  Boy,  *tis  true  ;  his  "W rifts  and  Hands  arc 

Onos,  Burn  Eyes  out  in  your  Sockets,  fink  and  ftink  s 
Teeth  I  will  pick  you  to  the  very  Bones, 
Hang  Hair  like  Hemp,  or  like  the  Jjling  Curs, 
For  never  Powder,  nor  the  CrifpingJron 
Shall  touch  thefe  dangling  locks — oh — Ruby  Lips, 
Love  hath  to  you  been  like  Wine  Vinegar, 
Now  you  look  wan  and  pale,  Lips,  Ghofts  ye  are. 
And  my  difgrace  fiiarper  than  Muftard-feed. 

(34)  fork  carwing  Traveller.']  As  every  new  Cuflom  is  a  good 

Fund  for  Satire,  to  yoar  Wits  of  all  (brts ;  So  I  imagine  here,  could 
we  know  the  precife  Time  when  this  Play  was  wrote,  we  might  fix 
the  uEra  of  the  Introdudion  of  Forks,  the  Ufe  of  which  it  fo  agree- 
ably banterM.  Nor  are  our  Authors  the  only  Satirifls  upon  this  Oc- 
cafion. Ben  John/on  has  join'd  the  Laugh  with  'cm  againft  this 
Cuftom,  in  his  De'viTs  an  Afs^  Aft  5.  Scene  4. 

Me  ever  aft  fays  to  Gilt-head  zxA  Sledge, 

Hante  I  defer'v'd  this  from  you  fvoo  ?  for  all 
My  pains  at  Goart,  to  get  you  each  a  Patent, 
Gilt.  Foruohat? 

Meer.  Vpo^  my  ProjeSl  o^the  Forks. 

Sie.  Forks  ?  ^vjhat  be  they?  [The  Projedl  of  Forkl. 

Meer.  The  laudable  Ufe  of  Forks, 
Brought  into  Cuflom  here,  as  they  are  in  Italy, 
To  th^  fparing  e*  Napkins,*— 

Cra. 
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'   Cra,  How  like  a  Chandler  he  does  vent  his  Paflions, 
Rifum  teneatis?  , 

Onos.  Well  fung  the  Poet, 
Love  is  a  Golden  huho^  full  of  Dreams  ; 
That  ripen'd  breaks,  and  fills  us  with  extreams. 
)   ^utor,  A  Golden  bubble,  Pupil,  Oh  grofs  folcdcifm^ 
To  chafter  Ears  that  underftand  the  Latin. 

Onos.  I  will  not  be  correded  now  ; 
I  am  in  Love,  Revenge  is  now  the  Cud 
That  I  do  chaw  :  Pll  challenge  him. 

Cra,  I  marry  Sir. 

Uncle,  Your  Honour  bids  you,  Nephew,  on  and  profpcr. 

Onos.  But  none  will  bear  it  from  me,  times  arc  dangerous. 

Cra.  Carry  it  yourfelf,  Man. 

Onos.  Tutor,  your  counfel :  Pll  do  nothing.  Sir, 
Without  him. 

Uncle.  This  may  rid  thee,  valiant  Cuz, 
Whom  I  have  kept  this  forty  Year  my  Ward  ; 
Fain  would  I  have  his  State,  and  now  of  late 
He  did  inquire  at  Ephefus  C35)  for's  Age, 
But  the  Church  Book  being  burnt  with  I>ian^%  Temple 
He  loft  his  aim  :  I  have  try'd  to  familh  him, 
Marry  he'll  live  o'th'  Stones ;  and  then  for  Poifons, 
He  is  an  Antidote  'gainft  all  of  'em  ; 
He  fprung  from  Mithridates  ;  he*s  fo  dry  and  hot. 
He  will  eat  Spiders  fafter  than  a  Monkey  : 
His  Maw,  unhurt,  keeps  Quickfilver  like  a  Bladder, 
The  largeft  dofe  of  Camphire^  Opium^ 
Harms  not  his  Brain  ;  1  think  his  Skull's  as  empty 
As  a  fuck*d  Egg ;  Vitriol  and  Oil  of  Tartar 
He  will  eat  Tofts  of :  Henbane  I  am  fure 
And  Hemlock  I  have  made  his  Pot-herbs  often. 

Cra,  If  he  refufe  you,  yours  is  then  the  Honour  j 
If  he  accept,  he  being  fo  great,  you  may 
Crave  both  to  chufe  the  Weapon,  Time,  and  Place, 
Which  may  be  ten  Years  hence,  and  Calicut^ 
Or  underneath  the  Line  to  avoid  advantage. 

(35)  fi^  ^'j  ^g^i  ]  'Tis  to  be  wifliM  our  Authors  had  not 

been  guilty  of  this  and  the  like  Anachronifms, 


Onos, 
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Onos.  I  am  refolv'd. 

Tutor,  By  your  favour,  Pupil, 
Whence  fhall  this  Challenge  rife  ?  for  you  mufl:  ground  it  I 
On  fome  fuch  fundamental  Bafe,  or  Matter,  I 
As  now  the  Gentry  fet  their  lives  upon* 
Did  you  e'er  cheat  him  at  fome  Ordinary, 
And  durft  he  fiy  fo,  and  be  angry  ?  if  thus. 
Then  you  muft  challenge  him ;  hath  hecall'd  your  Whore, 
Whore  ;  though  ftie  be,  befide  yours,  twenty  Mens  ? 
Your  Honour,  Reputation  is  touched  then. 
And  you  muft  challenge  him:  Has  he  deny'd 
On  thirty  damme*s  to  accommodate  Mony, 
Though  (36)  you  have  broke  threefcore  before  to  him ; 
Here  you  muft  challenge. him  :  Durft  he  ever  fhun 
To  drink  two  Pots  of  Ale  wi'ye  ?  or  to  Wench 
Though  weighty  bufinefs  otherwife  importun'd  ? 
He  is  a  proud  Lord, 

And  you  may  challenge  him  :  Has  he  familiarly 
Diflik'd  your  (37)  yellow  Starch,  or  faid  your  Doublet 
Was  not  exadly  frenchify'd  ?  or  that,  that  Report 
In  fair  terms  was  untrue  ?  or  drawn  your  Sword, 
Cry'd  'twas  ill  mounted  ?  Has  he  given  the  lye 
In  Circle,  or  Oblique,  or  Semi-circle, 
Or  dired  Parallel  ?  you  muft  challenge  him. 

Onos.  He  never  gave  (38)  me  th*  dircft  Parallel  lyc 
in's  life.  . 

(36)  Though  he  -/o  you  j]  The  Altei-ation  in  the  Text  is  fo 

eafy  and  obvious,  and  withal  fo  neccffary,  that  'tis  fufficient  only  to 
point  it  out.  Mr.  Seiuard  too  agreed  in  tlWs  Correftion,  and  remarks 
farther,  that  this  is  a  fine  Burlefque  of  the  Folly  of  that  Age  in  regard 
to  duelling.  The  Banter  was  begun  by  Shake/pear,  in  j^s  you  like  it. 
and  once  before  finely  imita'ted  by  our  Authors,  in  the  Charafter  of 
the  two  Swordfmen,  in  King  and  no  King ;  which  Mr.  Theobald  {xmZ' 
countably  miftook  for  a  Burlefque  upon  the  fine  Quarrel  between 
Brutus  and  Cajjius^  in  Shake/pear's  Julius  Cajar. 

(37)   yellonjo  Starchy  ]  In  explaining  this  place,  I  beg  leave  t« 

quote  what  the  Great  and  Ingenious  Mr.  Warburton  has  faid  upon  a 
parallel  PalTage  in  Shake/pear's  All's  ivell  that  Ends     //,  viz.  *  That 

*  this  is  an  Allufion  to  a  Faftiion  then  in  vogue,  of  ufing  yellow  Starch 

*  in  their  Ruffs  and  Bands. 

(38)  —my  dire^  Apparel'\  As  big  a  Fool  as  Onos  appears  to  be 
through  the  Play,  yet  1  can't  help  thinking  that  our  Authors  defign'd  j 
him  not  to  be  fo  Hagrant  an  one  as  this  Paflage  makes  him.   Befide  the 

Tutors 
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^utor.  But  for  the  crown  of  alJ,  has  he  refus*d 
To  pledge  your  Miftrcfs  Health  though  he  were  fick  ? 

Enter  Neanthes  and  Page, 

And  crav'd  your  pardon  ?  you  muft  challenge  him. 
There's  no  avoiding  ;  one  or  both  muft  drop. 

Onos.  Exquifite  Tutor.  [here 

"Nean.  Crates^  I  have  fought  you  long,  what  make  you 
Fooling  with  thefe  three  Farthings,  while  the  Town 
Is  all  in  uproar,  and  the  Prince  our  Mafter, 
Seiz'd  by  Leonidas  and  Agemr^  carried. 
And  Prifoner  kept  i'the  Caftle,  flanks 
The  Weft  part  of  the  City,  where  they  vow 
To  hold  him,  'till  your  Brother,  Lord  Euphams^ 
Be  render'd  to  'em,  with  his  Life  to  fatisfie  < 
The  Rape,  by  him  fufpefted  to  Merione^ 
The  Queen  refufes  to  deliver  him. 
Pawning  her  knowledge  for  his  Innocency, 
And  dares  'em  do  their  worft  on  Prince  Theanor  s 
The  whole  State's  in  combuftion. 

Cra,  Fatal  Ring. 

Uncle ^  What  will  become  of  us  ? 

Nean,  And  fhe  hath  given  Commiffion  to  Euphanes 
And  Conon^  who  have  levied  Men  already, 
With  violence  to  furprife  the  Tower,  and  take  'em* 
What  will  you  do  ? 

Cra,  Along  wi'ye,  and  prevent 
A  farther  mifchief :  Gentlemen,  our  intents 
We  muft  defer  j  You  are  the  Princes  followers* 

l^ean.  Will  ye  walk  with  us  ? 

Uncle,  You  fhall  pardon  us. 

Blunder  here,  had  he  made  it,  fhould  have  been  animadverted  upon 
by  the  Tutor,  as  he  has  done  in  fome  of  his  Speeches  before  i  which 
however  we  don*t  find  to  be  the  Cafe  here.  I  therefore  imagine  the 
Poets  made  him  fpeak  according  to  my  Reformation  of  the  Text.  I 
would  remark  too  farther,  that  our  Authors  have  iniprovM  upon 
Shake/pear  in  his  Divifions  and  Subdivifions  of  the  Lye  ;  for  he  only 
comes  to  the  Lye  circumfiantial,  and  Lye  dire^ ;  whereas  we  find 
here  four  Diftinftions  of  Lyes  more  than  Shakefpear  had  remarkM : 
Nor  can  I  think  the  Satire  in  this  Place,  at  all  Inferior  to  that  in 
As  Tou  like  it. 

Vol.  VI.  "tutor, 
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tutor.  We  are  his  Followers  afar  off,  you  know.' 
And  are  contented  to  continue  fo.    [_Exe.  Cra.  andNcz.^ 
Onos,  Sir  Boy. 

Page,  Sir  Fool  ?  a  Challenge  to  my  Lord  ? 
How  dar'ft  thou,  or  thy  Ambs-ace  here  think  of  him, 
•Ye  Crow-pick*d  Heads,  which  your  thin  Shoulders  beat 
As  does  the  Poles  on  Corinth  Bridge  the  Traitors : 
Why  you  three  Nine-pins  you  talk  of  my  Lord, 
And  Challenges  ?  you  lhall  not  need  ;  Come  draw. 
His  Page  is  able  to  fwinge  three  fuch  Whelps  j 
Uncle,  why  ftand  ye  off?  Long- Man,  advance. 

Onos.  S'light,  what  have  we  done.  Tutor  ? 

tutor.  He  is  a  Boy, 
And  we  may  run  away  with  Honour. 

Page,  That  ye  fliall  not. 
And  being  a  Boy  I  am  fitter  to  encounter 
A  Child  in  Law  as  you  are,  under  twenty  : 
Thou  Sot,  thou  three-fcore  Sot,  and  that's  a  Child 
Again  I  grant  you. 

Uncle,  Nephew,  here's  an  Age : 
Boys  are  turn'd  Men,  and  Men  are  Children. 

Page,  Away  you  Peafants  with  your  bought  Gentry 
Are  not  you  he,  who  when  your  Fellow  Paflengers, 
Your  laft  Tranfportment  being  aflail'd  by  a  Galley 
Hid  yourfelf  i'the  Cabbin ;  and  the  Fight  done 
Peep'd  above  Hatches,  and  cry'd.  Have  we  taken. 
Or  are  we  ta'en  ?  Come,  I  do  want  a  Slipper, 
But  this  lhall  ferve  :  Swear  all  as  I  would  have  you. 
Or  I  will  call  fome  dozen  Brother  Pages, 
They're  not  far  ofFPm  fure,  and  we  will  blanket  you 
Until  you  pifs  again. 

All,  Nay,  we  will  fwear.  Sir. 

Page,  'Tis  your  beft  courfe  : 
Firft,  you  fhall  fwear  never  to  name  my  Lord, 
Or  hear  him  nam'd  hereafter,  but  bare-headed. 
Next,  To  begin  his  Health  in  every  place. 
And  never  to  refufe  to  pledge  it,  though 
You  furfeit  to  the  Death.  Laftly,  to  hold 
The  pooreft,  littleft  Page  in  Reverence ; 
To  chink  him  valianter,  and  a  better  Gentleman, 

Than 
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Than  you  three  ftamp'd  together  ;  and  to  give  him 
Wine  and  Tobacco  wherefoe'er  you  meet. 
And  the  bed  Meat  if  he  can  (lay. 

AIL  We  fwear  it  loyally. 

Page,  Then  I  difmifs  you 
True  Liegemen  to  the  Pantoffle  ; 
I  had  more  Articles,  but  I  have  bufinefs 
And  cannot  ftay  now  ;  fo  adieu  dear  Monfieur, 
Tres  noble  (if  tres  puijfant. 

Uncle,  Adieu,  Monfieur. 

Onos.  A  vojire  fervice  Csf  commandement , 

^utor,  I  told  you,  Pupil,  you'd  repent  this  foolery. 

Onoi.  Who,  I  repent  ?  you  are  miftaken.  Tutor, 
I  ne'er  repented  any  thing  yet  in  my  life. 
And  fcorn  to  begin  now  :  Come,  let's  be  melancholy. 

\E^emt. 

SCENE  11. 
Enter  ^een^  Euphanes,  Conon,  and  Lords. 

Lords,  'Twere  better  treat  with  'em. 

^een,  I  will  no  Treaties 
With  a  League-breaker  and  a  Rebel ;  fhall  I 
Article  with  a  Traitor  ?  be  compelled 
To  yield  an  Innocent  unto  their  fury 
Whom  I  have  prov'd  fo  to  you  ? 

Euph,  Gracious  Queen, 
Though  your  own  God-like  difpofuion 
Would  fuccour  Virtue,  and  proted  the  right ; 
Yet  for  the  publick  good,  for  the  dear  fafety 
Of  your  moft  Royal  only  Son,  confent 
To  give  me  up  the  Sacrifice  to  their  malice : 
My  Life  is  aim'd  at,  and  'twere  better  far 
The  blood  of  twenty  thoufand  fuch  as  I 
Purpled  our  Seas,  than  that  your  Princely  Son 
Should  be  endanger'd. 

^een.  Still  well  faid,  honed  Fool, 
Were  their  demand  but  one  Hair  from  thy  Head, 
By  all  the  Gods  I'd  fcorn  'em  :  Were  they  here, 
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The  Majefty  that  dwells  upon  this  Brow 
Should  ftrike  'em  on  their  Knees :  As  for  my  Son, 
Let  'em  no  more  dare  than  they'll  anfwer,  I 
-  An  equal  Mother  to  my  Country  am, 
And  every  virtuous  Son  of  it  is  Son 
Unto  my  Bofom,  tender  as  mine  own. 

Con.  Oh,  you  are  heav'nly  Madam,  and  the  Gods 
Can  fuffer  nothing  pals  to  injure  you  : 
The  Life  that  Conon  promis'd,  he  ftands  now 
Ready  to  pay  with  joy. 

§ueen.  Fare  ye  well  both, 
Succels  attend  you  ;  you  have  Soldiers  been, 
^am  Marti  quam  Mer curio ^  if  you  bring  not  Peace, 
Bring  me  their  Heads. 

Con.  I  will  put  fair  for  one.     \^Exe.  ^een  and  Lords* 

Euph.  Double  the  Guard  upon  her  Highnefs  Perfon. 
Conon^  you  muft  perform  a  friendly  part, 
Which  I  fliall  counfel  you. 

Con.  I  am  your  Servant.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  IIL 

Enter  Theanor,  Agenor,  and  Leonidas  above. 

Leo.  Make  good  that  Fortification,  and  the  Watch 
Keep  ftill  upon  the  Battlements    Royal  Sir, 
Weigh  but  our  injuries,  we  have  told  you  fully 
The  manner  and  the  matter  hales  us  thus ; 
Nor  fliall  this  upftart  Mtijhroom  bred  i'th'  Night, 
Sit  brooding  underneath  your  Mother's  Wings 
His  damn'd  Impieties. 

Jge.  For  yourfelf,  brave  Prince, 
Fear  nothing  that  this  face  of  Arms  prefents ; 
We  ask  the  Ravifher,  and  have  no  means 
To  win  him  from  your  molt  indulgent  Mother  J 
But  by  this  Pradice.  " 

^he.  Stout  Leonidas^ 
Princely  Agenor^  your  Wrongs  cry  fo  loud. 
That  who  fo  would  condemn  you  is  not  heard, 
I  blame  you  not,  who  but  Euphanes  durfl: 
Make  Stories  like  to  this  i  My  Wrong's  as  flrong, 

Ask 
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Ask  my  revengful  Arm  to  ftrengthen  yours ; 

As  for  my  fear,  know  you,  and  Greece  throughout, 

Enter  Euphanes,  and  Conon, 

Our  Mother  was  a  Spartan  Princefs  born. 
That  never  taught  me  to  fpell  fuch  a  Word. 

Con.  Sir,  you  do  tempt  your  Life. 

Euph.  Conon^  no  more. 
Do  thus  as  thou  would'ft  fave  it.    [Sound  Trumpet  'within. 

Age,  What  Trumpet's  this  ? 

Leo.  Beneath  I  do  perceive 
Two  armed  Men  Tingle,  that  give  us  Summons 
As  they  would  treat. 

Age,  Let  us  defcend. 

Con.  My  Lord, 
I  would  you  would  excufe  me,  and  proceed 
According  to  the  Qjeen's  directions. 

Euph,  Friend, 
As  thou  wouidft  wear  that  Title  after  Death, 

Enter  below  Theanor,  Agenor,  Leonidas,  and  Soldiers, 

Perform  my  Charge  ;  no  Soldier  on  his  Life 
Approach  us  nearer. 

Con.  Safety  to  both  the  Princes,  Loyalty 
To  you  Lord  General ;  the  Queen,  your  Midrefs 
As  well  as  purs,  (39)  though  not  through  fear,  to  cut 
Civil  difTention  from  her  Land,  and  fave 
Much  guiltlefs  Blood,  that  Uproar  ever  thirds, 
And  for  the  Safeguard  of  her  Son,  by  me 
(As  you  demand)  hath  fent  the  Lord  Euphanes 
To  plead  his  own  Caufe,  or  to  fufFer  Death 
As  you  (hall  find  him  worthy  ;  fo  delivering 
The  Prince  back,  I  fhall  leave  him  to  your  Guard. 

Leo.  The  Queen  is  good  and  gracious :  Kifs  her  Hand. 

{39)   though  not  to  fear,  ]  What  a  Defcription  is  here  of  the 

Qneen  c{  Corinth  P  Mijlrefs  of  you  and  us,  thoug^h  not  to  fear.  I 
fhoald  wonder  much  how  Ihe  or  any  one  eiie  could  ever  be  fo  :  The 
Imall  Addition  made  to  the  old  Text  clears  up  all  Inconfiftency,  and 
the  Queen  appears  in  a  Light  equally  glorious  with  the  Heroines  of 
Antiquity. 
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Jge,  And  feal  our  Duties :  Sir,  depart  in  Peace. 
The,  Oh  Sir,  you  now  perceive,  when  in  the  Scales 
Nature  and  fond  Affedion  weigh  together, 
One  poizes  liice  a  Feather,  and  you  know  my  Lords 
What's  to  be  done. 

Euph,  Your  Highnefs  is  unarmed, 
Pleafe  you  to  ufe  mine,  atid  to  lead  the  Army 
Back  to  your  Mother:  Conon^  march  you  with  *em. 

Con.  1  will  my  Lord :  But  not  fo  far  as  not 
To  bring  you  help,  if  danger  look  upon  you.  [^Exit. 

Euph.  Why  do  you  look  fo  ftrangely,  fearfully, 
Or  flay  your  deathful  Hand  ?  be  not  fo  wile 
To  flop  your  Rage,  look  how  unmov'dly,  here 
I  give  myfelf  my  Country's  Sacrifice, 
An  innocent  Sacrifice :  Truth  laughs  at  Death, 
And  terrifies  the  Killer  more  than  kill'd  ; 
Integrity  thus  armlefs  feeks  her  Foes, 
And  never  needs  the  Target  nor  the  Sword, 
Bow,  nor  invenom'd  Shafts. 

Leo,  We  are  amaz'd. 
Not  at  your  Eloquence,  but  Impudence, 
That  dare  thus  front  us. 

jige.  Kill  him,  who  knows  not 
The  Iron  Forehead  that  bold  Mifchief  wears. 

Leo,  Forbear  a  while  Agenor^  I  do  tremble. 
And  fomething  fits  like  Virtue  in  his  Face, 
Which  the  Gods  keep. 

Ewph.  Agenor  ftrike,  Leonidas^ 
You  that  have  purchased  Fame  on  certain  Grounds, 
Lofe  it  on  Suppofition  :  Smear  your  Hands 
In  guiltlefs  Blood,  laugh  at  my  Martyrdom : 
But  yet  remember,  when  Pofterity 
Shall  read  your  Volumes  filTd  with  virtuous  A6ls, 
And  fhall  arrive  at  this  black  bloody  Leaf, 
Noting  your  foolifh  Barbarifms,  and  my  Wrong, 
(As  time  lhall  make  it  plain)  what  follows  this 
Decyphering  any  noble  Deed  of  yours 
Shall  be  quite  loft,  for  Men  will  read  no  more. 
Leo,  Why  ?  Dare  you  fay  you're  innocent  ? 
Euph,  By  all  the  Gods,  as  they  of  this  foul  Crime  : 

Why 
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Why  Gentlemen,  pry  clean  thorow  my  Life, 

Then  weigh  thefe  Circumftances  ;  think  you  that  he 

Which  made  Day  Night,  and  Men  to  Furies  turned, 

Durft  not  truft  Silence,  Vizors,  nor  her  Senfe 

That  fuffer'd ;  but  with  Charms  and  Potions 

Calt  her  afleep,  (for  all  this  I've  enquir'd) 

A6led  the  Fable  of  Proferpine*^  Rape, 

The  place  (by  all  Defcription)  like  to  Hell  : 

And  all  to  perpetrate  unknown  his  Luft, 

Would  fondly  in  his  Perfon  bring  a  Ring, 

And  give  it  a  Betrothed  Wife,  i'th'  fame  Houfe 

Where  the  poor  injur'd  Lady  liv'd  and  groan'd. 

j^ge.  Hell  gives  us  Art  to  reach  the  depth  of  Sin, 
But  leaves  us  wretched  Fools,  when  we  are  in. 

Euph.  Had  it  giv'n  me  that  Art,  and  left  me  fo, 
I  would  not  thus  into  the  Lions  Jaws 
Have  thruft  myfelf  defencelefs,  for  your  good, 
The  Prince's  fafety,  or  the  Common- weals ; 
You  know  the  Queen  deny'd  me,  and  fent  us 
Commanders  to  lUrprize  you,  and  to  raze 
This  Tower  down,  w'had  power  enough  to  do  it. 
Or  ftarve  you,  as  you  faw,  and  not  to  tender 
My  Perfon  to  your  Wrath,  which  I  have  done. 
Knowing  my  Heart  as  pure  as  Infants  fleep.  [weep. 
What  think  you,  Sir?  Age.  No  harm  I'm  fure,  I 

Euph.  The  Godsarejuft,  and  mighty :  But  to  give  you 
Further  aflurance,  and  to  make  yourfelves 
Judges  and  WitneiTes  of  my  Innocence 
Let  me  demand  this  Queftion,  On  what  Night 
Was  this  foul  Deed  committed?  Jge,  On  the  Eve 
Before  our  Marriage  meant.    Eupb.  Leonidas^ 
(Your  Rage  being  off,  that  ftill  drowns  Memory) 
Where  was  yourfelf  and  I  that  very  Night, 
And  what  our  Conference  ? 

Leo,  By  the  Gods  'tis  true  : 
Both  in  her  Highnefs's  Chamber,  conferring 
Even  of  this  Match  until  an  hour  of  Day, 
And  then  came  I  to  call  you;  we  are  fham'd, 

Jge,  Utterly  loft,  and  fham'd. 

Eupb.  Neither,  be  chear'd, 

CL4  He 
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He  that  could  find  this  out,  can  pardon  it ; 
And  know  this  Ring  was  fent  me  from  the  Queen, 
How  fhe  came  by  it,  yet  is  not  enquir'd  : 
Deeper  Occurrents  hang  on'r,  and  pray  Heav'n 
That  my  Sufpicions  prove  as  falfe  as  yours, 
"Which  for  the  World  till  I  have  greater  Proof 
I  dare  not  utter  what,  nor  whom  they  touch  ; 
Only  this  build  upon,  with  all  my  Nerves 
I'll  labour  with  ye,  till  Time  waken  Truth. 

Age,  There  are  our  Swords,  Sir,  turn  the  points  on  us. 

Leo,  Punifli  Rebellion,  and  revenge  your  Wrong. 

Euph.  Sir,  my  Revenge  fhall  be  to  make  your  Peace. 
Neither  was  this  Rebellion,  but  rafh  Love. 

Enter  Conon, 

Con,  How*s  this  ?  'Unarm'd  left,  now  found  doubly 
Arm'd  ? 

And  thofe,  that  would  have  flain  him,  at  his  Feet? 

Oh  Truth,  thou  art  a  mighty  Conquerefs  : 

The  Queen,  my  Lord,  perplex'd  in  care  of  you. 

That,  crols  to  her  Command,  hazard  yourfelf, 

In  Perfon  here  is  come  into  the  Field, 

And  like  a  Leader,  marches  in  the  Head 

Of  all  her  Troops,  vows  that  flie  will  demolifli 

Each  Stone  of  this  proud  Tower  be  you  not  fafe : 

She  chafes  like  ftorms  in  Groves,  now  fighs,  now  weeps. 

And  both  fometimes,  like  Rain  and  Wind  commixt. 

Abjures  her  Son  for  ever,  lefs  himfelf 

Do  fetch  you  off  in  Perfon,  that  did  give 

Yourfelf  to  fave  him  of  your  own  free  Will, 

And  fwears  he  mull  not,  nor  is  fit  to  live. 

Euph,  Oh  (he's  a  Miftrefs  for  the  Gods.    Age,  And  thou 
A  Godlike  Servant  fit  for  her.   Leo,  Wide  Greece 
May  boaft,  becaufe  fhe  cannot  boaft  thy  like. 

Euph,  Thus  Conon  tell  her  Highnefs. 

Con.  My  joy  flies.  [gentle  Peace. 

Euph.  Let's  toward  her  March :  Stern  Drum  fpeak 

Leo.  We  are  your  Pris'ners,  lead  us :  Ne'er  was  known 
A  precedent  like  this ;  one  unarm'd  Man, 
Sufpefted,  to  captive  with  golden  Words 
(Truth  being  his  Shield)  fo  many  arm'd  with  Swords.  \iEx\ 

Enter 
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Enter  {at  one  Door)  ^een^  Theanor,  Crates,  Conon, 
Lords^  and  Soldiers  j  {at  another)  Euphanes  (with  two 
Swords)  Agenor,  Leonidas,  and  Soldiers :  Euphanes 
fents  Leonidas  on  his  knees  to  the  ^een  :  Agenor  bare- 
headed^ makes/hew  of  for  row  to  the  ^een^fhe  flamps^  and 
feems  to  he  angry  at  the  frfi.  Euphanes  perfwades  her^  lays 
their  Swords  at  her  Feet ^Jhe gives  them  their  Swords  again^ 
they  kifs  her  Hand  and  embrace^  the  Soldiers  lift  up  Eu- 
phanes, andfhout :  Theanor  and  Crates  difcovered^  Conon 
whifpers  with  Crates,  Euphanes  with  Agenor,  and 
Leonidas  obferves  it^  who  feem  to  promife  fomething^  Eu- 
phanes dire5is  his  Page  fomewhat. 

[_Exeunt  all  but  Theanor  and  Crates. 

I'he.  We  are  not  lucky  Crates^  this  great  Torrent 
Bears  all  before  him. 

Cra,  Such  an  Age  as  this 
Shall  ne'er  be  feen  again  ;  Virtue  grows  fat. 
And  Villany  pines ;  the  Furies  are  afleep, 
Mifchief  *gainft  Goodnefs  aim'd,  is  like  a  Stone, 
Unnat'rally  forc'd  up  an  eminent  Hill , 
Whofe  weight  falls  on  our  Heads  and  buries  us. 
We  fpringe  ourfelves,  we  fink  in  our  own  Bogs. 

*The,  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Cra,  Repent,  and  grow  good. 

the.  Pifh, 

'Tis  not  the  fafliion,  Fool,  'till  we  grow  Old : 

The  Peoples  love  to  him  now  fcares  me  more 

Than  my  fond  Mother's,  both  which,  like  two  Floods 

Bearing  Euphanes  up,  will  o'erflow  me  ; 

And  he  is  worthy,  would  he  were  in  Heav'n, 

But  that  hereafter :  C7'ates  help  me  now. 

And  henceforth  be  at  eafe. 

Cra.  Your  Will,  my  Lord  ? 

ne.  Beliza  is  to  marry  him  forthwith, 
I  long  to  have  the  firft  touch  of  her  too. 
That  will  a  little  quiet  me. 

Cra.  Fie,  Sir, 
You'll  be  the  Tyrant  to  Virginity  ; 
To  f^ll  but  once  is  manly,  to  perfever 

Beaftly, 
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Beaftly,  and  defp'rate, 

The.  Crofs  me  not,  but  do't : 
Are  not  the  Means,  the  Place,  the  Inftruments 
The  very  fame?  I  muft  expeft  you  fuddenJy.  [Exit. 

Cra,  I  muft  obey  you. 
Who  is  in  evil  once  Companion 
Can  hardly  fliake  him  off,  but  muft  run  on. 
Here  I  appointed  Conon  to  attend 
Him,  and  his  Sword  ;  he  promis'd  to  come  finglc. 

Enter  Conon  and  Page, 

T*  avoid  Prevention ;  he's  a  Man  on's  Word. 

Con,  You're  well  met.  Crates, 

Cra,  If  we  part  fo,  Conon, 

Con,  Come,  we  muft  do  thefe  mutual  Offices ; 
We  muft  be  our  own  Seconds,  our  own  Surgeons, 
And  fairly  fight,  like  Men,  not  on  Advantage. 

Cra,  You  have  an  honeft  Bolbm. 

Con,  Yours  feems  fo. 

Cra,  Let's  pair  our  Swords :  You  are  a  juft  Gentleman. 
Con.  You  might  be  fo :  Now  fliake  Hands  if  you 
pleafe, 

Though't  be  the  Cudgel  Faftiion,  'tis  a  friendly  one. 
Cra,  So,  ftand  off. 

Page,  That's  my  cue  to  beckon  'em.  [Exit, 
Con.  Crates^  to  expoftulate  your  Wrongs  to  me 
Were  to  doubt  of  'em,  or  wifti  your  Excu/e 
In  Words,  and  fo  return  like  maiden  Knights: 
Yet  freely  thus  much  I  profefs,  your  Spleen 
And  rugged  Carriage  toward  your  honour'd  Brother 
Hath  much  more  ftirr'd  me  up,  than  mine  own  Caufe, 
For  I  did  ne'er  affeft  thefe  bloody  Men, 
But  hold  'em  fitter  be  made  publick  Hangmen, 
Or  Butchers  call'd,  than  valiant  Gentlemen  ; 
*Tis  true,  ftamp'd  (40)  Valour  does  upon  juft  Grounds  5 
Yet  for  whom  juftlier  ftiould  I  expofe  my  Life 
Than  him,  unto  whofe  Virtue  I  owe  all. 

(40)   Valour  does  ]  I  once  thought  that  does  was  a  Corruption 

goes,  i.e.  proceeds  upon  juft  Grounds ;  h\xt  does,  i.e.  a£ls,  I  be- 
lieve is  the  Poets  Text. 

Cra, 
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Cra.  Conon^  you  think  by  this  great  Deed  of  yours 
T'  infinuate  yourfelf  a  Lodging  nearer 
Unto  my  Brother's  Heart:  Such  Men  as  you 
Live  on  their  Undertakings  for  their  Lords, 
And  niore  difable  them  by  anfwering  for  'em. 
Than  if  they  fate  ftill,  make  'em  but  their  Whores, 
For  which  end  Gallants  now-a-days  do  fight  : 
But  here  we  come  not  to  upbraid ;  what  Men 
Seem,  the  rafli  World  will  judge  j  but  what  they  are 
Heav'n  knows :  and  this  —  (41)  Horfes,  we  are  defcry'd. 
One  Stroke  for  fear  of  Laughter. 

Enter  Euphanes,  Agenor,  Leonidas,  and  Page. 

Cent  Half  a  fcore. 

Euph,  Hold,  hold ;  on  your  Allegiance  hoW. 

j^ge.  He  that  ftrikes  next  

Leon,  Falls  like  a  Traitor  on  our  Swords. 

Euph.  Oh  Heav'n,  my  Brother  bleeds :  Conony  thou  art 
A  Villain,  an  unthankful  Man,  and  (halt 
Pay  me  thy  Blood  for  his,  for  his  is  mine. 
Thou  wert  my  Friend,  but  he  is  ftill  my  Brother ; 
And  though  a  Friend  fometimes  be  nearer  faid. 
In  fome  Gradation,  it  can  never  be. 
Where  that  fame  Brother  can  be  made  a  Friend, 
Which,  dearcft  Crates^  thus  low  1  implores 
What  in  my  Poverty  I  would  not  feek, 
Becaufe  I  would  not  burthen  you,  now  here 
In  all  my  height  of  Bhfs  1  beg  of  you, 
Your  Friendfliip  ;  my  Advancement,  Sir,  is  yours  j 
I  never  held  it  ftrange,  pray  ufe  it  fo : 
We  are  but  two,  which  nun:iber  Nature  frara'd 
In  the  moft  ufeful  Faculties  of  Man, 

{41)   Borfes,  nxie  are  defcrfd,']   Were  they  then  to  make  their 

Efcape?  Nothing  lefs.    To  fet  all  right  \  wouM  read, 

Curfe  on'tf  "j:e  are  defcry'd. 
Thus  to  exprefs  himfelf,  wou'd  be  natural  and  in  Charafter  for  the 
enraged  Crates,  as  being  balk'd  in  his  defign'd  Revenge  upon  Cotion 
his  Antagonift,  and  the  Abettor  of  his  Brother  Euphanes.  Upon  this 
Foundation,  and  the  Nearnefs  of  the  Trace  of  the  Letters,  1  have 
made  bold  to  offer  this  Reading,  tho'  I  have  not  ventur'd  to  difturb 
the  Text. 

To 
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To  ftrengthen  mutually  and  relieve  each  other: 
Two  Eyes,  two  Ears,  two  Arms,  two  Legs  and  Feet. 
That  where  one  fail'd,  the  other  might  lupplyj 
And  I,  your  other  Eye,  Ear,  Arm  and  Leg, 
Tender  my  Service,  Help  and  Succour  to  ye. 

Age.  Leon.  A  moft  divine  Example. 

Euph.  For  dear  Brother, 
You  have  been  blind,  and  lame,  and  deaf  to  me, 
Now  be  no  more  fo  :  In  humility 
I  give  ye  the  Duty  of  a  younger  Brother, 
W  hich  take  you  as  a  Brother,  not  a  Father, 
And  then  you'll  pay  a  Duty  back  to  me. 

Cra.  *Till  now  I  have  not  wept  thefe  thirty  Years. 

Euph.  Difcording  Brothers,  are  like  mutual  Legs 
Supplanting  one  another:  He  that  leeks 
Aid  from  a  Stranger,  and  forfakes  his  Brother, 
Does  but  like  him  that  madly  lops  his  Arm, 
And  to  his  Body  joins  a  wooden  one; 
Cuts  off  his  natural  Leg,  and  trufts  a  Crutch  5 
Plucks  out  his  Eye  to  fee  with  Spedacles. 

Cra,  Moft  dear  Euphanesy  in  this  Crimfon  Flood 
Wafh  my  unkindnefs  out ;  you  have  o'ercome  me. 
Taught  me  Humanity  and  Brotherhood  ; 
Full  well  knew  Nature  thou  wert  fitter  far 
To  be  a  Ruler  o'er  me  than  a  Brother, 
Which  henceforth  be:  Jove  furely  did  defcend, 
When  thou  wert  gotten,  in  fome  heav'nly  Shape, 
And  greet  my  Mother,  as  the  Poets  tell 
Of  other  Women; 

Age.  Be  this  Holy-day. 

Leon.  And  noted  ever  with  the  whiteft  Stone. 

Con.  And  pardon  me,  my  Lord,  look  you,  I  bleed 
Fafter  than  Crates ;  what  I've  done  I  did 
To  reconcile  your  Loves,  to  both  a  Friend, 
Which  my  Blood  cement,  never  to  part  or  end. 

Age.  Moft  worthy  Conon. 

Leon.  Happy  rife,  this  Day 
Contracts  more  good  than  a  whole  Age  hath  done. 

Euph.  Royal  Agenor^  brave  Leonidas, 
You  are  main  Caufes,  and  muft  fliare  the  Fame. 

Cra,iji 
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Cra.  Which  in  fome  part  this  Hour  fhall  requite, 
For  I  have  aim'd  my  black  Shafts  at  white  Marks, 
And  now  I'll  put  the  Clew  into  your  Hands, 
Shall  guide  ye  moft  perfpicuoufly  to  th'  depth 
Of  this  dark  Labyrinth,  where  fo  Jong  you  were  loft 
Touching  this  old  Rape,  and  a  new  Intent, 
W  herein  your  Counfel,  and  your  active  Wit, 
My  deareft  Brother,  will  be  necefTary. 

Eupb,  My  Prophefy  is  come,  prove  my  Hopes  true, 
Agenor  fhall  have  right,  and  you  no  wrong, 
Time  now  will  pluck  her  Daughter  from  her  Cave : 
Let's  hence  to  prevent  Rumour ;  my  dear  Brother, 
Nature's  divided  Streams  the  higheft  Shelf 
Will  over-run' at  laft,  and  flow  to  itfelf.  [_Exeunt. 


ACTV.  SCENE! 

Enter  Crates,  Euphanes,  Neanthes,  Soficles,  Eraton. 

jE^^/^.T'VE  won  the  Lady  to  it,  and  that  good 

Which  is  intended  to  her,  your  Faith  only 
And  Secrefie  muft  make  perfeft;  think  not.  Sir, 
I  fpeak  as  doubting  it,  for  I  dare  hazard 
My  Soul  upon  the  Tryal.    Cra,  You  may  fafely. 
But  are  Agenor  and  Leonidas  ready 
To  rufh  upon  (42)  him  in  the  Aft,  and  feize  him 
1'  th*  Height  of  his  Security  >    Euph.  At  all  Parts 
As  you  could  wifh  them. 

Cra,  Where's  the  Lady  ? 

Euph,  There 
Where  you  appointed  her  to  ftay. 

Cra,  'Tis  wifely  order'd.  [wav^ 

Euph,  Laft,  when  you  have  him  fiirc,  compel  him  this 
For  as  by  Accident  here  Pll  bring  the  Queen 
To  meet  you,  'twill  ftrike  greater  Terror  to  him, 

{^z)  —^him  the  A^, — ^]  Th^  Particle  Jn  is  from  the  EdUion 
of  1647* 

Ta 
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To  be  ta'en  unprovided  of  Excufe,  [Neantbcs^ 
And  make  more  for  our  Purpofe.  [Exit.']    Cra.  Come 
Oar  Fames  and  all  are  at  the  (lake.    Nean,  'Tis  fit, 
That  fince  relying  on  your  Skill,  we  venture 
So  much  upon  one  Game,  you  play  with  Cunning, 

Enler  Theanor. 

Or  we  fhall  rife  fuch  Lofers  as 
Sof,  The  Prince. 

Cra,  The  Plot  is  laid,  Sir,  howfoe'er  I  feem*d 
A  little  fcrupuious,  upon  better  Judgment 
I  have  effefted  it. 

The.  'Tis  the  laft  Service 
Of  this  foul  kind  I  nyiU  employ  you  in.' 

Cra.  We  hope  fo,  Sir. 

The.  And  1  will  fo  reward  it" 

Nean.  You  are  bound  to  that ;  in  every  Family 
That  does  write  luftful,  your  fine  Bawd  gains  more 
(For  like  your  (43)  Broker,  he  takes  Fees  on  both  fides) 
Than  all  the  Officers  of  the  Houfe. 

Sof,  For  us  then 
To  be  a  great  Man's  Panders,  and  live  poor. 
That  were  a  double  Fault. 

Cra,  Come,  you  lofe  time,  Sir, 
We  will  be  with  you  inftantly :  The  Deed  done. 
We  have  a  Mask  that  you  expedt  not.    Tte.  Thou 
Art  ever  careful ;  for  Jove^s  Mercury 
I  would  not  change  thee. 

Era,  There's  an  Honour  for  you. 

jSlean,  To  be  compar'd  with  the  celeftial  Pimp, 
Jo'':e\  fmock-fworn  Squire,  Don  Hermes. 

Cra,  I'll  deferve  it  \ 
And  Gentlemen  be  affur'd,  though  what  we  do  now 
Will  to  the  Prince  Theanor  look  like  Treafon 
And  bafe  Diiloyalty  ;  yet  th'End  fiiall  prove. 
When  he's  nril:  taught  to  know  himfelf,  then  you, 
In  what  he  judg'd  us  falfe,  we  were  moft  true.  [^Exeunt, 

(43)  — like  yrur  Brother,']  The  Text  is  from  Mr.  S^cvar^Ts  and 
my  Conjedare ;  Mr.  Theobald^  had  in  his  Margin  rcmark'd  that  the 
Folio  too  of  1647  gave  this  very  Readic?. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  II. 

Enler  Euphanes,  Agenor,  Leonidas,  and  Conon.' 

Euph,  Only  make  hafte,  my  Lords,  in  all  things  elfe 
You  are  inftrufted :  you  may  draw  your  Swords 
For  fhew,  if  you  think  good,  but  on  my  Life 
You  will  find  no  Refiftance  in  his  Servants, 
And  he's  himfelf  unarm'd. 

y^ge.  I  would  he  were  not. 
My  juft  Rage  fhould  not  then  be  loft. 

Eupb.  Good  Sir, 
Have  you  a  care  no  Injury  be  done 
Unto  the  Perfon  of  the  Prince ;  but  Conoft^ 
Have  you  an  Eye  on  both,  it  is  yourTruft 
That  I  rely  on.    Con,  Which  I  will  difcharge> 
Affure  yourfelf,  moft  faithfully, 

Eupb.  For  th'  Lady, 
I  know  your  beft  refpeft  will  not  be  wanting  j 
Then  to  avoid  Sufpicion  and  Difcovery, 
I  hold  it  requifite,  that  as  foon  as  ever 
The  Queen  hath  feen  her,  fhe  forfake  the  Place, 
And  fit  herfelf  for  that  which  is  projedled 
For  her  good,  and  your  honour.    Leo.  If  this  profpcr. 
Believe  it  you  have  made  a  purchafe  of 
My  Service  and  my  Life. 

Eupb.  Your  Love  I  aim  at. 

Leo.  (44)  Where  fhall  I  find  you  ? 

Eupb.  With  the  Queen. 

Con.  Enough,  Sir.  [Exit. 
Enter  Page. 

Page.  The  Queen  enquires  for  you  my  Lord,  I've  met 
A  dozen  Meflengers  in  fearch  of  you. 

Enter  ^een.  Ladies^  and  Attendants. 

Eupb,  I  knew  I  Ihould  be  fought  for,  as  I  wifh'd 
She's  come  herfelf  in  Perfon. 

(44)  Where  Jhall  1  find  you  ?'\  So  1647  Edilior."   The  others. 
Here  I  Jhall find^au. 
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^een.  Are  you  found.  Sir? 
I  wonder  where  you  fpend  your  Hours,  methinks 
Since  I  fo  love  your  Company,  and  profefs 
'Tis  die  belt  comfort  this  Life  yields  me,  mine 
Should  not  be  tedious  to  you, 

Euph,  Gracious  Madam, 
To  have  the  Happinefs  to  fee  and  hear  you. 
Which  by  your  Bounty  is  conferr'd  upon  me, 
I  hold  fo  great  a  Bleffing,  that  my  Honours 
And  Wealth  compared  to  that,  are  but  as  Cyphers 
To  make  that  Number  greater ;  yet  your  Pardon 
For  borrowing  from  my  Duty  fo  much  time. 
As  the  Provifion  for  my  fudden  Marriage 
Exadled  from  me. 

^een,  I  perceive  this  Marriage 
Will  keep  you  often  from  me ;  but  I'll  bear  it. 
She's  a  good  Lady,  and  a  fair,  Euphanes^ 
Yet  by  her  leave  I  will  lhare  with  her  in  you ; 
I  am  pleas'd  that  in  the  Night  fhe  lhall  enjoy  you. 
And  that's  fufEcient  for  a  Wife ;  the  Day-time  [you, 
I  will  divorce  you  from  her.    Leo.  within.  We  will  force 
If  you  refift. 

^een.  What  Noife  is  that  ? 

The.  within,  Bafe  Tray  tors. 

Euph,  It  moves  this  way. 

Enter  Agenor,  Leonidas  with  Theanor,  Merione  // 
Beliza.    Conon,  Crates,  Neanthes,  Soficles,  Eraton 

and  Guard, 

^.een.  Whatever  it  be  I'll  meet  it, 
I  was  not  born  to  fear  :  Who's  that,  Beliza  ? 

Euph.  My  worthieft,  nobleft  Miftrefs.      [Exit  Mer 

^een.  Stay  her,  ha  ? 
All  of  you  look  as  you  were  rooted  here. 
And  wanted  motion  5  what  new  Gorgon's  Head 
Have  you  beheld,  that  you're  all  turn'd  Statues? 
This  is  prodigious,  has  none  a  Tongue 
To  fpeak  the  Caufe  ? 

Leo,  Could  every  Hair,  great  Queen, 
Upon  my  Head  yield  an  articulate  found. 

And 
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And  all  together  fpeak,  they  could  not  yet 
Exprefs  the  Viilany  we  have  difcover*d  ; 
And  yet,  when  with  a  few  unwilling  Words 
I  have  delivered  what  muft  needs  be  known. 
You'll  fay  I  am  too  Eloquent,  and  wilh 
I  had  been  born  without  a  Tongue. 

^een.  Speak  boldly, 
For  I,  unmov'd  with  any  lofs,  will  hear. 

Leo,  Then  know,  we  have  found  out  the  Ravlfher 
Of  my  poor  Sifter,  and  the  place,  and  means 
By  which  th'unfortunate,  though  fair  Beliza 
Hath  met  a  fecond  Violence.  Euph,  This  confirms 
What  but  before  I  doubted  to  my  Ruin. 
My  Lady  Ravilh'd. 

^een.  Point  me  out  the  Villain  ; 
That  guilty  wretched  Monfter  that  hath  done  this. 
That  1  may  look  on  him,  and  in  mine  Eye 
He  reads  his  Sentence. 

Leo,  That  I  truly  could 
Name  any  other  but  the  Prince,  that  heard. 
You  have  it  all. 

^een.  Wonder  not  that  I  fhake, 
The  Miracle  is  greater  that  I  live. 
Having  endur'd  the  Thunder  that  thy  Words 
Have  thrown  upon  me  :  Dar'ft  thou  kneel,  with  hope 

[Theanor  knselsi 

Of  any  favour,  but  a  fpeedy  Death, 

And  that  too  in  the  dreadful'fl  fhape  that  can 

Appear  to  a  defpairing  leprous  Soul, 

If  thou  haft  any  ?  No,  libidinous  Beaft, 

Thy  Luft  hath  altered  fo  thy  former  Being, 

Be  Heav'n  I  know  thee  not. 

ne.  Although  unworthy. 
Yet  ftill  1  am  your  Son. 

^een.  Thou  lieft,  lieft  falfty, 
My  whole  Life  never  knew  but  one  chafte  Bed, 
Nor  e'er  defir'd  warmth  but  from  lawful  Fires  ; 
Can  I  be  then  the  Mother  to  a  Goat, 
Whofe  Luft  is  more  infatiate  than  the  Grave, 
And  like  infcdtious  Air  ingenders  Plagues, 

Vol.  VJ.  R  T<^ 
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To  murder  all  that's  chafte  or  good  in  Woman  ? 
The  Gods  I  from  my  Youth  have  ferv'd  and  fear*d, 
Whofe  holy  Temples  thou  haft  made  thy  Brothels ; 
Could  a  Religious  Mother  then  bring  forth 
So  damn'd  an  Atheift  ?  Read  but  o'er  my  Life, 
My  A6tions,  Manners,  and  made  perfed  in  them 
But  look  into  the  Story  of  thy  felf 
As  thou  art  now,  not  as  thou  wert,  ^heanovy 
And  Reafon  will  compel  thee  to  confefs, 
Thou  art  a  Stranger  to  me. 

(45)  Euph,  Note  but  how  heavy 
The  weight  of  guilt  is ;  it  fo  low  hath  funk  him, 
That  he  wants  power  to  rife  up  in  defence 
Of  this  bad  Caufe. 

^4een,  Perfwade  me  not  Euphanes^  • 
This  is  no  Prince,  nor  can  claim  part  in  me 
My  Son  was  born  a  Free- man,  this  a  Slave 
To  beaftly  PalTions,  a  Fugitive, 
(46^  And  run-away  from  Virtue :  Bring  Bonds  for  him. 
By  all  the  honour  that  I  owe  to  Juftice, 
He  lofes  me  for  ever  that  feeks  to  fave  him  ; 
Bind  him  I  fay,  and  like  a  Wretch  that  knows 
He  ftands  Condemn'd  before  he  hears  the  Sentence, 
With  his  bafe  Agents,  from  my  fight  remove  him. 
And  lodge  them  in  the  Dungeon ;  as  a  Queen 
And  Patronefs  to  Juftice  I  command  it  : 
Thy  Tears  are  like  unfeafonable  Showers, 
And  in  my  Heart  now  fteel'd  can  make  no  entrance  j 
Thou'rt  cruel  to  thyfelf.  Fool,  'tis  not  want 
In  me  of  foft  CompafTion  ;  when  thou  left'ft 
To  be  a  Son,  I  ceas'd  to  be  a  Mother  ; 
Away  with  them :  The  Children  I  will  leave 

(45)  Agen.  Note  but  -']  The  giving  this  Speech  to  Agemr^  as  all  the 
Copies  do,  makes  firange  work  with  the  following  one  of  the  Queen. 
For  flie  bids  Eupbanes  perfuade  her  not,  isfr.  But  how  could  he  per- 
fuade  her,  when,  by  the  old  Edition,  not  he  but  Agenor  had  been 
pleading  for  the  Prince  ?  But  if  we  put  Euphanes  for  Agenor,  as  I  have 
done,  the  Bulinefs  is  concluded,  and  all  is  right. 

{46)  An^f  run  amjay  from  Virtue :  ]  The  Change  of  the  Verb  into 
a  Subftantive,  by  the  help  of  a  poor  Hyphen,  gives  a  diiFerent  and 
elegant  Senfe  to  this  P^tiTagei  which  was  not  one  of  the  cleareft  before. 

To 
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To  keep  my  Name,  to  all  Pofterities, 

Shall  be  the  great  Examples  of  my  Juftice, 

The  Government  of  my  Country,  which  fhall  witnefs 

How  well  I  rul'd  myfelf ;  bid  the  wrong'd  Ladies 

Appear  in  Court  to  morrow,  we  will  hear  them  ; 

And  by  one  Ad  of  our  Severity, 

For  fear  of  Punifhment,  or  love  to  Virtue, 

Teach  others  to  be  honeft  :  All  will  fhun 

To  tempt  her  Laws,  that  would  not  fpare  her  Son.  \Ex, 

SCENE  IIL 

Enter  Onos,  Uncle^  and  Tutor. 
Uncle,  Nay,  Nephew.  Tutor,  Pupil,  hear  but  Reafon; 
Onos,  No 

I  have  none,  and  will  hear  none ;  oh  my  Honour, 
My  Honour  blafted  in  the  Bud,  my  Youth, 
My  hopeful  Youth,  and  all  my  Expeftation 
Ever  to  be  a  Man,  are  loft  for  ever. 

Uncle.  Why  Nephew,  we  as  well  as  you  are  dub'd 
Knights  o'th'  Pantofle. 

Tutor.  And  are  fhouted  at. 
Kicked,  fcorn'd,  and  laugh'd  at  by  each  Page  and  Groom, 
Yet  with  ereded  heads  we  bear  it. 

Onos.  Alas, 

You  have  years,  and  ftrength  to  do  it    but  were  you. 
As  I,  a  tender  Griftle,  apt  to  bow. 
You  would  like  me,  with  Cloaks  envelloped. 
Walk  thus,  then  ftamp,  then  ftare. 

Uncle.  He  will  run  mad 
I  hope,  and  then  all's  mine. 

Tutor,  Why  look  you  Pupil, 
There  are  for  the  recovery  of  your  Honour 
Degrees  of  Medicines ;  for  a  tweak  by  the  Nofc 
A  Man's  to  travel  but  fix  Months,  then  blow  it. 
And  all  is  well  again  ;  the  Baftinado 
Requires  a  longer  time,  a  Year  or  two. 
And  then  'tis  buried  :  I  grant  you  have  been  baffl'd, 
*  lis  but  a  Journey  of  fome  thirty  Years, 
And  it  win  be  forgotten. 

R  2  Onosi 


26o       noe  ^een  of  Corinth. 

Onos,  Think  you  fo  ? 
*tutor,  Affur'dly. 

Uncle.  He  nr^y  make  a  fliorter  cut. 
But  hang  or  cr^wn  himfelf,  and  on  my  life 
'Twill  no  naore  trouble  him. 

■Onos,  1  could  ne'er  endure 
Or  Hemp  or  Water,  they  are  dangerous  Tools 
For  Youth  to  deal  with  \  I  will  rather  follow 
My  Tutor's  Counfel. 

^utor.  Do  fo. 

Onos,  And  put  in 
For  my  Security,  that  I'll  not  return 
In  thirty  Years,  my  whole  'date  to  my  Uncle. 

Uncle,  That  1  like  well  of. 

On(ks.  Still  provided  Uncle, 
That  at  my  coming  home  you  will  allow  me 
To  be  of  Age,  that  I  may  call  to  account 
This  Page  that  hath  abus'd  me. 

Uncle,  'Tis  a  match. 

Onos,  Then  Corinth^  thus  the  bafhful  Lamprias 
Takes  leave  of  thee  5  and  for  this  little  time 
Of  thirty  Years,  will  labour  all  he  can. 
Though  he  goes  young  forth,  to  come  home  a  Man. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Euph^n^s  and  Marjhal. 

Euph.  Are  your  Prifbners  ready  ? 

Mar,  When  it  fhall  pleafe  the  Queen 
To  call  them  forth,  my  Lord. 

Euph,  Pray  you  do  me  the  favour 
To  tell  me  how  they  have  born  themfelves  this  Night 
Of  their  imprifonment  ? 

Mar,  Gladly,  Sir ;  your  Brother 
With  th'  other  Courtiers  willingly  receiv'd 
All  courtefies  I  could  offer;  eat,  and  drank. 
And  were  exceeding  merry,  fo  diflembling 
Their  guilt,  or  confident  in  their  innocence,  m 
That  1  much  wondred  at  it.    But  the  Prince,  1 
That,  as  born  higheft,  fliould  have  grac'd  his  fall  ' 

With 
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With  greatcft  Courage,  is  fo  funk  with  Sorrow, 
That  to  a  common  judgment  he  would  feem 
To  fufFer  like  a  Woman :  but  to  me, 
That  from  the  experience  I  have  had  of  many. 
Look  further  in  him,  I  do  find  the  deep 
Confideration  of  what's  paft,  more  frights  him 
Than  any  other  Punifliment, 

Eufh,  That's  indeed 
True  Magnanimity  ;  the  other  but 
A  defp'rate  baftard  Valour. 

Mar,  I  prefs'd  to  him, 
And  notwithftanding  the  Queen*s  drift  Command, 
Having  your  Lordfhip's  promife  to  iecure  me, 
OfFer'd  to  free  him  from  his  Bonds,  which  he 
Refus'd,  with  fuch  a  Sorrow,  mix'd  with  Scorn 
That  it  amaz'd  me  ;  yet  I  urg*d  his  Highnefs 
To  give  one  Reafon  for't :  He  briefly  anfwer'd. 
That  he  had  fat  in  Judgment  on  himfelf, 
And  found  that  he  deferv'd  them  ;  that  he  was 
A  Ravifher,  and  fo  to  fufi^er  like  one. 
Which  is  the  reafon  of  my  Tears :  he  addeth. 
For  wer't  not  I  again  Ihould  break  the  Laws, 
By  fcorning  all  thetr  rigour  can  inflift, 
I  fhould  die  fmiling. 

Euph.  I  forbear  to  wonder 
That  you  were  mov'd  that  faw  this  :  I  am  ft  ruck 
With  the  relation  fo.    *Tis  very  well. 
See  all  things  ready.    I  do  wifh  I  could 
Send  comfort  to  the  Prince  j  be  ready  with  him  ; 

\Bar  brought  in. 
'Tis  in  the  Queen's  Breaft  only,  which  for  us 
To  fearch  into  were  laucinefs,  to  determine 
What  fhc  thinks  fit. 

Enter  Leonidas,  with  Merione  in  white ;  Euphanes,  with 
Bcliza  in  blacky  ^een,,  Agenor,  Conon,  MarJhaU 
with  Theanor,  Crates,  Soficles,  Eraton,  Lords ^  Ladies ^ 
and  Guard. 

Lord.  Make  way  there  for  the  Qijeen. 
!^een.  Read  firft  the  Law,  and  what  our  AnceftoFs 
R  J  Hav© 


262        7%e  ^een  of  Corinth. 

Have  in  this  cafe  provided,  to  deter 

Such  hke  Offenders :  To  you,  gentle  Ladies, 

This  only.  Would  I  could  as  well  give  Comfort, 

As  bid  you  be  fecure  from  fear  or  doubt 

Of  our  difpleafure,  be  as  confident 

As  if  your  Plea  were  'gainil  a  common  Man, 

To  have  all  Right  from  us ;  I  will  not  grieve 

For  what's  not  worth  my  Pity :  Read  the  Law. 

Clerk  Reads. 

(47)  Lycurgus  the  nineteenth  againft  Rapes  :  It  is  prO' 
vided^  andpuhlickly  ena^ed  and  confirmed^  That  any 
Man  of  what  degree  foever^  offering  Violence  to  the 
Chaftity  of  a  Firgin^  Jhall^  iplo  fadto,  be  liable  to  her 
Accufation^  and  according  to  the  faid  Law  be  cenfur^d ; 
ever  provided^  that  itjhall  be  in  the  choice  of  the  faid 
Virgin  fo  abufed^  either  to  compel  the  Offender  to  marry 
her  without  a  Dowry ^  if  fo  fhe  will  be  fatisfiedy  or 
demanding  his  Head  for  the  Offence^  to  have  that  ac- 
cordingly performed, 

Slueen.  You  hear  this :  what  do  you  demand  ? 

Mer.  The  benefit 
The  Law  allows  me. 

Bel.  For  the  injury 
Done  to  mine  Honour,  I  require  his  Head. 

Mer.  1  likewife  have  an  Eye  upon  mine  Honour, 
But  knowing  that  his  Death  cannot  reftore  it, 
I  ask  him  for  my  Husband. 

Bel  I  was  ravifli'd. 
And  will  have  Juftice. 

Mer.  I  was  ravifh'd  too, 
I  kneel  for  Mercy. 

Bel  I  demand  but  what 
The  Law  allows  me. 

Mer.  That  which  I  defire 
Is  by  the  fame  Law  warranted 

{47)  Lycurgus  the  nineteenth']  What  Bufinefs  had  Lycurgus*  Laws 
at  Corinth  ?  This  is  an  odd  Proceeding,  to  commit  a  Rape  in  one 
Country,  and  be  try'd  and  condemn'd  for  it  by  the  Laws  of  another. 

Bel 
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Bel.  The  Rape 
On  me  hath  made  a  forfeit  of  his  life, 
Which  in  revenge  of  my  difgrace  I  plead  for. 

Mer.  The  Rape  on  me  gives  me  the  privilege 
To  be  his  Wife,  and  that  is  all  I  fue  for. 

Jge.  A  doubtful  cafe. 

Leo,  Such  pretty  Lawyers,  yet 
I  never  faw  nor  read  of,  < 

Euph,  May  the  Queen 
Favour  your  fweet  plea,  Madam. 

BeL  Is  that  ^uftice? 
Shall  one  that  is  to  fuffer  for  a  Rape  ^ 
Be  by  a  Rape  defended  ?  Look  upon 
The  publick  Enemy  of  Chaftity, 
This  luftful  Satyr,  whofe  enrag'd  defires 
The  ruin  of  one  wretched  Virgin's  Honour 
Would  not  fuffice ;  and  fhall  the  wrack  of  two 
Be  his  Proteftion  ?  May  be  I  was  ravilh*d 
For  his  Luft  only,  thou  for  his  Defence  > 
O  fine  evafion  !  fhall  with  fuch  a  fligte 
Your  Juftice  be  deluded  ?  your  Laws  cheated  ? 
And  he  that  for  one  Fa6t  deferv'd  to  die, 
For  finning  often,  find  Impunity  ? 
But  that  I  know  thee,  I  would  fwear  thou  wert 
A  falfe  Impoftor,  and  fuborn*d  to  this ; 
And  it  may  be  thou  art,  Merione  : 
For  had'ft  thou  fuffer'd  truly  what  I  have  done. 
Thou  wouldft  like  me  complain,  and  call  for  Vengeance, 
And  our  wrongs  being  equal,  I  alone 
Should  not  defire  Revenge  :  But  be  it  fo. 
If  thou  prevail,  even  he  will  punifii  it. 
And  foolifh  Mercy  fiiew'd  to  him  undo  thee. 
Confider,  Fool,  before  it  be  too  late. 
What  joys  thou  canft  expedl  from  fuch  a  Husband, 
To  whom  thy  firft,  and  what's  more,  forc'd  Embraces, 
Which  Men  fay  heighten  pleafure,  were  diftaftful. 

Mer,  'Twas  in  rel'peft,  that  then  they  were  unlawful, 
Unblefs'd  by  Hymen^  and  left  flings  behind  them. 
Which  from  the  Marriage-bed  are  ever  banifh'd. 
Let  this  Court  be  then  th'  Image  of  Jove''^  Throne, 

R  4  Upon 
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Upon  which  Grace  and  Mercy  ftill  attend. 
To  intercede  between  him  and  his  Juftice  ; 
And  fince  the  Law  allows  as  much  to  me 
As  fhe  can  challenge,  let  the  milder  Sentence, 
Which  beft  becomes  a  Mother,  and  a  Qyeen, 
Now  overcome,  nor  let  your  Wifdom  futFer : 
In  doing  right  to  her,  I  in  my  wrong 
Indure  a  fecond  Ravifliment. 

BeL  You  can  free  him 
Only  from  that  which  does  concern  yourfelf. 
Not  from  the  Punifliment  that's  due  to  me  j 
Your  injuries  you  may  forgive,  not  mine; 
I  plead  mine  own  juft  wreak,  which  will  right  both. 
Where  that  which  you  defire  robs  me  of  Juftice  ? 
'Tis  that  which  I  appeal  to. 

Mer.  Bloody  Woman, 
Doil  thou  defire  his  Punifhment?  Let  him  live  then; 
For  any  Man  to  marry  where  he  likes  not 
Is  ftill  a  lingring  Torment. 

'BeL  For  one  Rape 
One  Death's  fufficient,  that  way  cannot  catch  me. 

Mer.  To  you  I  fly  then,  to  your  Mercy,  Madam, 
Exempting  not  your  Juftice,  be  but  equal ; 
And  fince  in  no  regard  I  come  behind  her. 
Let  me  not  fo  be  undervalu'd  in 
Your  Highnefs  favour,  that  the  World  take  notice 
You  fo  prefer'd  her,  that  in  her  behalf 
You  kiird  that  Son,  you  would  not  fave  for  me ; 
Mercy,  O  Mercy,  Madam. 

BeL  Great  Queen,  Juftice. 

Jge,  With  what  a  Mafculine  Conftancy  the  grave  Lady 
Hath  heard  them  both  ? 

Leo.  Yet  how  unmov'd  fhe  fits 
In  that  which  moft  concerns  her  ? 

Con.  Now  ftie  ri fes ; 
And  having  well  weigh'd  both  their  Arguments, 
Refolves  to  fpeak. 

Euph.  And  yet  again  fhe  paufes ; 
O  ConoHj  fuch  a  Refolution  once 
A  Roman  told  me  he  had  feen  in  Cato 
Before  he  kill'd  himfelf.  ^ueen. 
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^4een.  'Tis  now  determin'd. 
Merione^  I  could  wifh  I  were  no  Queen, 
To  give  you  Satisfadlion ;  no  Mother, 
Belizay  to  content  you  \  and  would  part. 
Even  with  my  Being,  both  might  have  their  Wiflies; 
But  fince  that  is  impoffible,  in  few  Words 
1  will  deliver  what  I  am  refolv'd  on ; 
The  End  for  which  all  profitable  Laws 
Were  made,  looks  two  ways  only,  the  Reward 
Of  innocent  good  Men,  and  th'  Punifhment 
Of  bad  Delinquents :  Ours,  concerning  Rapes, 
Provided  (48)  that  fame  latter  Claufe  of  Marriage 
For  him  that  had  fall'n  once,  not  then  forefeeing 
Mankind  could  prove  fo  monftrous,  to  tread  twice 
A  Path  fo  horrid.    The  great  Law- Giver 
Bracoy  that  for  his  ftrange  Severity 
Was  faid  to  write  his  flern  Decrees  in  Blood, 
Made  none  for  Parricides,  prefuming  that 
No  Man  could  be  fo  wicked  :  Such  might  be 
Lycurgus^s  Anfwer  (did  he  live)  for  this. 
But  fince  I  find  that  in  my  Son,  which  was  not* 
Doubted  in  any  elfe,  I  will  add  to  it 
He  cannot  marry  both,  but  for  both  dying. 
Both  have  their  full  Revenge :  You  fee,  Belizay 
You  have  your  Wifh  j  with  you,  Merione^ 
I'll  fpend  a  Tear  or  two,  fo  Heav'n  forgive  thee. 

The,  Upon  my  Knees  I  do  approve  your  Judgment, 
And  beg  that  you  would  put  it  into  a6l 
With  all  fpeed  pofTible  ;  only  that  I  may. 
Having  already  madjs  Peace  with  myfelf. 
Part  fo  with  ail  the  World :  Princely  Agenor 
I  ask  your  pardon  ;  yours  my  Lord  Euphanes ; 
And  Crates  with  the  reft  too,  I  forgive  you  ; 
Do  you  the  like  for  me  :  Yours,  gracious  Mother^ 
I  dare  not  ask,  and  yet  if  that  my  Death 
Be  like  a  Son  of  yours,  though  my  Life  was  not. 
Perhaps  you  may  vouchfafe  it :  Laftly,  that 
Both  thefe  whom  I  have  wrong-d,  may  wifli  my  Afhes 

(48)   that  fame  latter  of  Marriage  ]   The  filling  up  the  Senfe 

and  Meafure  by  the  Word  Claufe y  is  from  the  Folio  of  1647. 
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No  heavy  Burden,  e'er  I  fufFer  Death, 
For  the  reftoring  of  Merioneh  Honour, 
Let  me  be  married  to  her,  and  then  die 
For  you  Beliza. 

^een.  Thou  haft  made  in  this 
Part  of  amends  to  me,  and  to  the  World, 
Thy  Suit  is  granted  ;  call  a  Flamyn  forth 
To  do  this  holy  Work,  with  him  a  Headfman. 

EnUr  FJamyn  and  Executioner. 

Raife  up  thy  weeping  Eyes,  Merione^ 

With  this  Hand  I  confirm  thy  Marriage, 

Wifhing  that  now  the  Gods  would  fhew  fome  Miracle, 

That  this  might  not  divorce  it. 

Cra.  To  that  purpofe 
I  am  their  Miniller  j  ftand  not  amaz*d,  - 
To  all  your  Comforts  1  will  do  this  Wonder. 
Your  Majefty  (with  your  Pardon  I  muft  /peak  it) 
Allow'd  once  heretofore  of  fuch  a  Contradb, 
Which  you  repenting  afterwards,  revok'd  it. 
Being  fully  bent  to  match  her  with  Agenor  % 
The  griev'd  Prince  knowing  this,  and  yet  not  daring 
To  crofs  what  you  determined,  by  an  Oath 
B9und  me  and  thefe  his  Followers  to  do  fomething 
That  he  might  once  enjoy  her  ;  we  fwore  to  it. 
And  eafily  perfwaded,  being  affur*d  .  ^ 

She  was  his  Wife  before  the  Face  of  Heav*n, 
Although  fome  ceremonious  Forms  were  wanting, 
Commicted  the  firft  Rape,  and  brought  her  to  him. 
Which  broke  the  Marriage  j  but  when  we  perceived 
He  purposed  to  abufc  our  ready  Service 
In  the  fame  kind,  upon  the  chafte  Beliza^ 
Holding  ourlelves  lefs  ty'd  to  him  than  Goodnefs, 
I  made  Difcovery  of  it  to  my  Brother, 
Who  can  relate  the  reft. 

Eupb.  It  is  moft  true. 

Siueen,  I  would  it  were. 

Euph.  In  every  Circumftance 
It  is,  upon  my  Soul :  For  this  known  to  me^ 
I  wan  Merione  in  my  Lady*s  Habit, 

To 
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To  be  again  (but  willingly,)  furpriz'd  ; 

But  with  Agenor^  and  her  noble  Brother, 

With  my  approv'd  Friend  Conon^  with  fuch  fpeed 

She  was  purfu'd,  that  the  lewd  A£t  fcarce  ended. 

The  Prince  (alTur'd  he  had  enjoy'd  Beliza^ 

For  all  the  time  Merione^s  Face  was  cover'd) 

Was  apprehended  and  brought  to  your  Prefence, 

But  not  *till  now  difcover'd,  in  refpefl: 

I  hop'd  the  imminent  Danger  of  the  Prince, 

To  which  his  loofe  unquenched  Heats  had  brought  him. 

Being  purfu'd  unto  the  lateft  Tryal, 

Would  work  in  him  Compundlion,  which  it  has  done  ; 

And  thcfe  two  Ladies  in  their  feign'd  Contentions, 

To  your  Delight  I  hope  have  fcrv'd  as  Maskers 

To  their  own  Nuptials. 

^een.  My  choice  was  worthy 
When  firft  I  look'd  on  thee;  as  thou  haft  order'd 
All  (hall  be  done,  and  not  the  meaneft  that 
Plaid  in  this  unexpedted  Comedy, 
But  lhali  partake  our  Bounty :  And  my  Lord, 
That  with  the  reft  you  may  feem  fatisfy'd. 
If  you  dare  venture  on  a  Queen,  not  yet 
So  far  in  Debt  to  Years,  but  that  ftie  may 
Bring  you  a  lufty  Boy,  I  offer  up 
Myfelf  and  Kingdom,  during  my  Life,  to  you. 

Age.  It  is  a  Blefling  which  I  durft  not  hope  for. 
But  with  all  Joy  receive. 

All.  We  all  applaud  it. 

^een.  Then  on  unto  the  Temple,  where  the  Rites 
Of  Marriage  ended,  we*ll  find  new  Delights.  [Exeunt, 
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A 


TRAGEDY. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON,^. 


MEN. 

CARATACH,  General  of  the  Britains,  Coufm  to  Bon- 
duca. 

Nennius,  a  great  Soldier^  a  Britain  Commander. 
Hengo,  a  brave  Boy^  Nephew  to  Caratach. 
Suetonius,  General  to  the  Roman  Army  in  Britain. 
Penius,  a  brave  Roman  Commander^  but  Jlubborn  to  the 
General, 

Junius,  a  Roman  Captain^  in  love  with  Bonduca'j  Daughter, 
Petilus,  a  merry  Captain^  but  fomewhat  wanton, 

Dedus^^"^'  }  "^^^  Roman  Commanders, 
Regulus,) 

Macer!'  Roman  0#r^r^. 

Curius,  J 

Judas,  a  Corporal^  a  merry  hungry  Knave, 

Herald. 

Druids. 

Soldiers.  • 

W   O   M   E  N. 

Bonduca,  ^een  of  the  Iceni,  a  brave  Virago, 
Her  two  Daughters^  by  Protufagus. 

SCENE  BRirjIN. 


Bonduca,  ^teen  of  the  Iceni,  /i  Bra<ve  Virsigo,  by  Protufagus. 

Her  t<vjo  Daughters^  Thus  runs  the  Folio  of  1679,  from  which 
the  Editor  of  the  Odavo  inconfiderately  copied.  The  Reader  will  fee 
by  the  Courfe  of  the  Play,  that  the  Alteration  made  here  is  undoubted- 
ly what  the  Drawer  up  of  the  Dramatis  Perfona  intended. 


BON- 
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ACTI.     SCENE  1. 

Enter  Bonduca,  Daughters^  Hengo,  Nennius, 
and  Soldiers. 

B  O  N  D  U  C  A.\ 

^^^^jHE  hardy  Romans?  O  ye  Gods  of  Britainy 
The  ruft  of  Arms,  the  blufhing  fiiame  of 
Soldiers; 

Are  thefe  the  Men  that  conquer  by  Inheri- 
tance ? 

The  Fortune-makers  ?  Thefe  the  Julians^ 

Enter  Caratach. 

That  with  the  Sun  meafure  the  end  of  Nature, 
Making  the  World  but  one  Rome^  and  ontCafarf 
Shame,  how  they  flee !  Cafar\  foft  Soul  dwells  in  'em  5 
Their  Mothers  got  'em  fleeping,  Pleafure  nurft  'em. 
Their  Bodies  fweat  with  fweet  Oils,  Loves  allurements. 
Not  lufty  Arms.    Dare  they  fend  thefe  to  feek  us, 
Thefe  Roman  Girls?  Is  Britain  grown  fo  wanton? 
Twice  we  have  beat  'em,  NenniziSy  fcatter'd  'em; 
And  through  their  big-bbn'd  Germans^  on  whofe  Pikes 
The  honour  of  their  Aftions  fits  in  Triumph, 
Made  Themes  for  Songs  to  fhame  'em,  and  a  Woman, 
A  Woman  beat  'em,  Nennius ;  a  weak  Woman, 
A  Woman  be^t  th^k  Romans. 

Car. 
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Car.  So  it  fcems, 
A  Man  would  lhame  to  talk  fo. 
Bon.  Who's  that?    Car,  I. 
Bon.  Coufm,  do  you  grieve  at  my  Fortunes  ? 
Car.  No,  Bonduca^ 
Jf  I  grieve,  'tis  at  th'  bearing  of  your  Fortunes; 
You  put  too  much  Wind  to  your  Sail :  Difcretion  ^ 
And  hardy  Valour  are  the  twins  of  Honour, 
And  nurs'd  together,  make  a  Conqueror  5 
Divided,  but  a  Talker.    'Tis  a  Truth, 
That  Rome  has  fled  before  us  twice,  and  routed  ; 
A  Truth  we  ought  to  crown  the  Gods  for.  Lady, 
And  not  our  Tongues.    A  Truth  is  none  of  ours, 
I>Jor  in  our  Ends,  more  than  the  noble  bearing. 
For  then  it  leaves  to  be  a  Virtue,  Lady ; 
And  we  that  have  been  Vidors,  beat  ourfelves, 
When  we  infult  upon  our  Honours  Subjed. 

Bon.  My  valiant  Coufin,  is  it  foul  to  fay 
What  Liberty  and  Honour  bid  us  do. 
And  what  the  Gods  allow  us  ? 

Car.  No,  Bonduca, 
So  what  we  fay  exceed  not  what  we  do. 
Ye  call  the  Romans  fearful,  fleeing  Romans, 
And  Roman  Girls,  the  lees  of  tainted  Pleafures : 
Does  this  become  a  doer  ?  Are  they  fuch  ? 
Bon.  They  are  no  more. 
Car.  Where  is  your  Conqueft  then? 
Why  are  your  Altars  crown'd  with  Wreaths  of  Flowers^ 
The  Beafts  with  gilt  Horns  waiting  fore  the  Fire? 
The  holy  DrwJes. compoCm^  Songs 
Of  everlafting  Life  to  Vidtory? 
Why  arc  thefe  Triumphs,  Lady  ?  For  a  A%>-game  ? 
For  hunting  a  poor  Herd  of  wretched  Roman's? 
Is  It  no  more  ?  Shut  up  your  Temples,  Britains, 
And  let  the  Husbandman  redeem  his  Heifers  j 
Put  out  our  holy  Fires,  no  Timbrel  ring ; 
Let's  home,  and  .fleep    for  fuch  great  Overthrows, 
A  Candle  burns  too  bright  a  Sacrifice, 
A  Glow-worm's  Tail  too  full  of  Flame.  ONennius, 
Thou  hadft  a  noble  Uncle  knew  a  Roman, 

And. 
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And  how  to  fpeak  him,  how  to  give  him  weight 
In  both  his  Fortunes. 

Bon.  By— —I  think 
Ye  doat  upon  thefe  Romans^  Caratach. 

Car.  Witnefs  thefe  wounds,  1  <^o  ;  they  were  fairly 
giv*n, 

I  love  an  En'my,  I  was  born  a  Soldier  ; 

And  he  that  in  the  head  on's  Troop  defies  mc. 

Bending  my  manly  Body  with  his  Sword, 

I  make  a  Miftrefs.    Yellow-trefTed  Hymen 

Ne'er  tyM  a  longing  Virgin  with  more  joy. 

Than  I  am  married  to  that  Man  that  wounds  me : 

And  are  not  all  thefe  Romans  F  Ten  (iruck  Battels 

I  fuck*d  thefe  honourM  Icars  from,  and  all  Roman  : 

Ten  Years  of  bitter  Nights  and  heavy  Marches, 

(When  many  a  frozen  Storm  fung  through  my  Curafs, 

And  made  it  doubtful  whether  .that  or  1 

Were  the  more  ftubborn  Metal,)  have  I  wrought  through. 

And  all  to  try  thefe  Roinans,    Ten  times  a  N  ight 

I've  fwum  the  Rivers,  (i)  when  the  Stars  of  Rome 

Shot  at  me  as  I  floated,  and  the  Billows 

Tumbled  their  watry  Ruins  on  my  Shoulders, 

Charging  my  batter'd  Sides  with  Troops  of  Agues  ; 

And  ftill  to  try  thefe  Romans^  whom  1  found 

(And  if  I  lye,  my  Wounds  be  henceforth  backward. 

And  be  you  witnefs,  Gods,  and  all  my  dangers) 

As  ready,  and  as  full  of  that  1  brought 

(Which  was  not  fear,  nor  flight)  as  valiant. 

As  vigilant,  as  wife,  to  do  and  fuffer, 

Ever  advanced  as  forward  as  the  Britains^ 

Their  flecps  as  fliort,  their  hopes  as  high  as  ours, 

Ay,  and  as  fubtle.  Lady.    *Tis  diflionour. 

And  follow'd,  will  be  impudence,  Bonduca. 

And  grow  to  ho  belief,  to  taint  thefe  Romans, 

Have  not  I  feen  the  Britains^—- 

(i)  .  nxjhen  the  Stars  of  Rome]  Mr.  fheobaU  Jn  his  Margin 

gives  us  Shafts  or  Darts,  as  thinking  the  Place  corrupted.  I  have 

pot  however  ventured  to  diilurb  the  Text;  as  thinking  the  PafTagc 
|:jght  as  it  ftands. 

Vol,  VI.  S  Bon. 
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Bon.  What?  Car.  Difheartned, 
Run,  run,  Bonduca  P  not  the  quick  rack  fwifcer  j 
The  Virgin  from  the  hated  Ravifher 
Not  halt  fo  fearful?  (^)  not  a  FJight  drawn  home, 
A  round  Stone  from  a  fling,  a  Lovers  wifh. 

E'er  made  that  hafte  that  they  have.  ,  By  

I've  feen  thefe  Britains^  that  you  magnifie. 
Run  as  they  would  have  out-run  time,  and  roaring 
Bafely  for  IMercy,  roaring:  the  light  Shadows, 
That  in  a  thought  fcur  o*er  the  Fields  of  Corn, 
Haked  on  Crutches  to /em.    Bon,  O  ye  Powers, 
What  Scandals  do  I  fuffer  ?    Car.  Yes,  Bonduca^ 
I've  feen  thee  run  too,  and  thee,  Nennitis  \ 
Yea,  run  apace,  both  ;  then  when  PeniuSy 
The  Roman  Girl,  cut  through  your  armed  Cart*?, 
And  drove  'em  headlong  on  ye,  down  the  Hill  j 
Then  when  he  hunted  ye  like  Britain  Foxes, 
More  by  the  fcent  than  fight ;  then  did  I  fee 
Thefe  valiant  and  approved  Men  of  Britain^ 
Like  Boading  Owls,  creep  into  tods  of  Ivy, 
And  hoot  their  Fears  to  one  another  nightly, 

Nen.  And  what  did  you  then,  Caratach  ? 

Car,  I  fled  too. 
But  not  fo  faft ;  your  Jewel  had  been  loft  then," 
Yonug  Hengo  there  ;  he  (2)  trafht  me,  Nennius: 
For  when  your  Fears  out-run  him,  then  ftept  I, 
And  in  the  head  of  all  the  Romans  fury 
Took  him,  and,  with  my  tough  Belt,  to  my  BacI^ 
I  buckled  him  ;  behind  him,  my  fure  Shield : 
And  then  I  follow'd.    If  I  fay  I  fought 

{a)   not  a  Flight]  Here  means  Arronv,    So  Shakefpeare  m  Much 

edo  about  Nothing,  Aft  i.  Sc.  1.  mzkcs  Beatrice  ky. 

He  (Benedick)  challenged  Cupid  at  the  Flight. 

(2)  he  traftit  me  Nennius]  The  more  natural  as  well  as  ufual 

word  in  this  place,  Ihou'd  have  been  tracd,  i.  e.  follow'd,  and  pro- 
bably the  Line  run  fo  in  the  Authors  MSS.  for  if  I  remember  right 
trcjh  abfolutely  taken,  is  not  to  be  met  with  in  the  fenfe  here  re^ 


Five 
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Five  times  in  bringing  off  this  bud  of  Britain^ 

1  lie  nor,  Nennius,    Neither  had  ye  heard 

Me  fpeak  this,  or  ever  Teen  the  Child  more. 

Bat  that  the  Son  of  Virtue,  Penius, 

Seeing  me  fteer  through  all  thefe  ftorms  of  danger, 

(^)  My  Helm  flill  in  my  Hand,  my  Sword  ;  my  Prow 

Turn'd  to  my  Foe,  my  Face-,  he  cry'd  out  nobly. 

Go,  Britain,  bear  thy  Lion's  Whelp  off  fafely ; 

Thy  manly  Sword  has  ranfom'd  thee-,  grow  ftrong. 

And  let  me  meet  thee  once  again  in  Arms; 

Then  if  thou  lland'll,  thou'rt  mine.    I  took  hisOiTcr, 

And  here  I  am  to  Honour  him. 

Bon.  O  Coufin, 
From  what  a  flight  of  Honour  haft  thou  checkt  me  ? 
What  wouldft  thou  make  me,  Caratach? 

Car.  See,  Lady, 
The  noble  ufe  of  others  in  our  loffes : 
Does  this  afflid  ye?  Had  the  Romans  cry'd  this 
And,  as  we  have  done  theirs,  fung  out  thefe  Fortunes, 
Rail'd  on  our  bafe  condition,  hooted  at  us. 
Made  marks  as  far  as  th*  Earth  was  ours,  to  fhew  us 
Nothing  but  Sea  could  ftop  our  flights ;  defpis'd  us, 
And  held  it  equal,  whether  banquetting 
Or  beating  of  the  Britains  were  more  bufinefs. 
It  would  have  gall'd  ye. 

Bon,  Let  me  think  we  conquer'd. 

Car,  Do  5  but  fo  think  it,  as  we  may  be  conquer*d  5 
And  where  we  have  found  Virtue,  though  in  thofe 
That  came  to  make  us  Slaves,  let's  cherifli  it. 
There's  not  a  blow  we  gave  fince  Julius  landed. 
That  was  of  ftrength  and  worth,  but  ifke  Records, 
They  file  to  After-ages.    Our  Regifters, 
The  Romans  are,  for  noble  deeds  of  Honour ; 
And  lhall  we  (4)  burn  their  mentions  with  upbraidings? 

il)  My  Helm  Jlill  in  my  Hand,  my  Sivord  my  Proujy 

turn'd  to  my  Foe  my  Face,]  The  right  Pundluation  in  the  Text, 
is  from  Mr.  Theobald. 

(4)   burn  their  mentions  uotth  upbraidings?']  This  Place  ap- 
pears to  rae  far  from  genuine.  For  what  can  burning  of  Mentions^ 
i.  e.  Hiftories,  nvith  upbraidings^  poffibly  fignify  ?  1  lufped  that  for 
hrif  we  Ihou'd  read  brand,  which  will  anfwer  the  Phrafc  Nctam  in- 

S  2  B&fts 
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Bon.  No  more,  I  fee  myfelf ;  thou'fl:  made  me,  Coufin, 
More  than  my  Fortunes  durft,  for  they  abus'd  me. 
And  wound  me  up  fo  high,  I  fwell'd  with  GJory  : 
Thy  temperance  has  cur'd  that  Tympany, 
And  giv'n  me  Health  again,  nay  more  Difcrction. 
Shall  we  have  peace?  for  now  I  love  thefe  Romans. 

Car,  Thy  Love  and  Hate  are  both  unwifc  ones.  Lady. 

Bon,  Your  Reafon  ? 

Nen,  Is  not  Peace  the  end  of  Arms? 

Car.  Not  where  the  caufe  implies  a  general  Conqueft : 
Had  we  a  difference  with  fome  petty  Ifle, 
Or  with  our  Neighbours,  Lady,  for  our  Land-marks, 
The  taking  in  of  fome  rebellious  Lord, 
Or  making  Head  againft  Commotions, 
After  a  day  of  Blood,  Peace  might  be  argued  ; 
But  where  we  grapple  for  the  Ground  we  live  on. 
The  liberty  we  hold  as  dear  as  Life, 
The  Gods  we  worfliip,  and  next  thofe,  our  Honours, 
And  with  thofe  Swords  that  know  no  end  of  Battel ; 
Thofe  Men,  befide  themfelves,  allow  no  Neighbour; 
Thofe  Minds  that  where  the  day  is,  claim  Inheritance, 
And  where  the  Sun  makes  ripe  the  Fruits,  their  Harveft, 
And  where  they  march,  but  meafure  out  more  Ground 
To  add  to  Rome^  and  here  i'th'  Bowels  on  us ; 
It  muft  not  be  ;  no,  as  they  are  our  Foes, 
And  thofe  that  muft  be  fo  until  we  tire  *em  ; 
Let's  ufe  the  Peace  of  Honour,  that's  fair  dealing, 
But  in  our  (5)  Hands,  our  Swords.  That  hardy  Roman^ 
That  hopes  to  graft  himfelf  into  my  Stock, 
Muft  firft  begin  his  kindred  under-ground, 

ferere,  and  the  Senfe  then  will  run  thus :  They  (Romans)  have  by 
their  Annals  recorded  to  our  Honours  ev*ry  Stroke  and  A£li»n  of  ours 
fince  Julius  {C^far)  firft  had  Footing  here:  And  (hall  we,  by  up- 
braiding them  with  a  Defeat  or  two,  make  *em  infert  our  vile  Treat- 
ment of 'em  in  their  future  Memoirs,  and  fo  difgrace  all  their  former 
honourable,  by  this  diflionourable  Mention  of  us. 

 ends,  our  S'ujords.'}   The  Senfe  feems  to  labour  here  ; 

what  I  have  ofFerM  is  clear  and  abfolute.  Let  us  ufe  the  Peace  of  Ho- 
nour, but  not  tamely  and  fubmiffively  delirc  it :  No,  let  us  feek  it 
with  our  Swords  in  our  Hands,  as  tho'  we  couM  carve  it  out  for  our- 
fflves,  if  the  Conditions  oiFer'd  are  not  honourable. 

And 
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And  be  ally'd  in  Aflies.    Bon.  Caratach, 
As  thou  haft  nobly  fpoken,  fhall  be  done ; 
And  Hengo  to  thy  charge  I  here  deliver : 
The  Romans  lhall  have  worthy  Wars. 

Car.  They  fhall. 
And,  little  Sir,  when  your  young  Bones  grow  ftiffer, 
And  when  I  fee  ye  able  in  a  Morning 
To  beat  a  dozen  Boys,  and  then  to  breakfaft, 
ril  tye  ye  to  a  Sword. 

Hengo,  And  what  then,  Uncle  ? 

Car.  Then  ye  muft  kill.  Sir,  the  next  valiant  Rom^n 
That  calls  ye  Knave. 

Hengo.  And  muft  I  kill  but  one? 

Car.  An  hundred,  Boy,  I  hope. 

Hengo.  I  hope  five  hundred. 

Car.  That  is  a  noble  Boy.    Come,  worthy  Lady, 
Let's  to  our  feveral  charges,  and  henceforth 
Allow  an  Enemy  both  weight  and  worth.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Junius  and  Petillius,  two  Roman  Captains. 

Pet.  What  ail'ft  thou,  Man  ?  doft  thou  want  Meat  ? 

Jun.  No.    Pet.  Cloaths? 

Jun.  Neither.    For  Heav*ns  love,  leave  me. 

Pet.  Drink  ?    Jun.  Ye  tire  me. 

Pet.  Come,  it  is  drink  ;  I  know  'tis  drink, 

Jun.  'Tis  no  drink. 

Pet.  I  fay  'tis  drink ;  for  what  AfBidlion 
Can  light  fo  heavy  on  a  Soldier, 
To  dry  him  up  as  thou  art,  but  no  drink? 
Thou  ftialt  have  drink.    Jun.  Prithee  Petillius  — • 

Pet,  And  by  mine  Honour,  much  drink,  valiant  drink : 
Never  tell  me,  thou  ftialt  have  drink.    I  fee. 
Like  a  true  Friend,  into  thy  wants :  'tis  drink  ; 
And  when  I  leave  thee  to  a  defolation, 
Efpecially  of  that  dry  Nature,  hang  me. 

Jun.  Why  do  ye  (6 )  do  this  to  me  ?  Pet.  For  I  fee, 

(6)  — So  the  Edition  of  1647.  The  others  thus ;  Why  do  ye  this 
to  me  ? 

S  3  AlthougH 


278        B  0  N  DU  C  A. 

Although  your  Modefty  would  fain  conceal  it. 

Which  fits  as  fweetly  on  a  Soldier, 

As  an  old  Side-faddle.  Jun,  What  do  you  fee  ? 

Tet,  I  fee  as  (7)  fair  as  day,  that  thou  want'ft  drink. 
Did  I  not  find  thee  gaping  like  an  Oyfter 
For  a  new  Tide  ?  thy  very  thoughts  lye  bare 
Like  a  low  Ebb  ?  thy  Soul  that  rid  in  Sack, 
Lies  moor'd  for  want  of  Liquor  ?  Do  but  fee 

Into  thy  felf ;  for  by  1  do  : 

For  ail  thy  Body's  chapt  and  crackt  hke  Timber 

For  want  of  moiflure,  what  is't  thou  want'ft  there,  Junius^ 

And  if  it  be  not  drink  ? 

Jun,  You  have  too  much  on't. 

Pet.  It  may  be  a  Whore  too';  fay  it  be  :  come,  Meecher, 
Thou  fhalt  have  both  ;  a  pretty  valiant  TFellow, 
Die  for  a  licde  Lap  and  Lechery  ? 
No,  it  Hiall  ne'er  be  faid  in  our  Country, 
Thou  dy'dfto'th'  Chin-cough.  Hear,  thou  nohlcRomaHy 
The  Son  of  her  that  loves  a  Soldier, 
Htar  what  I  promifed  for  thee  5  thus  I  faid, 
Lady,  I  take  thy  Son  to  my  Companion, 
Lady,  I  love  thy  Son,  thy  Son  loves  War, 
The  War  loves  Danger,  Danger  Drink,  Drink  Difciplinc, 
Which  is  Society  and  Lechery  ; 
Thefe  two  beget  Commanders :  Fear  not.  Lady, 
Thy  Son  fhall  lead. 

Jun.  'Tis  a  ftrange  thing,  PetilUuSy 
That  fo  ridiculous  and  loofe  a  Mirth 
Can  mafker  your  Affedions.    Pet.  Any  Mirth, 
And  any  way,  of  any  Subjefl,  Junius y 
Is  better  than  unmanly  muflinefs ; 
What  harm's  in  Drink,  in  a  good  wholcfome  Wench  ? 
I  do  befeech  ye.  Sir,  what  error  ?  yet 
It  cannot  out  of  my  Head  handfomely. 
But  thou  would'fl:  fain  be  drunk  >  come,  no  more  fooling. 
The  General  has  new  Wine,  new  come  over. 

Jtin,  He  mufl:  have  new  Acquaintance  for  it  too. 
For  I  will  none^  I  thank  ye. 

(7)   far  as  day^  ]  Mr.  Seward  faw  the  Fault  here  as  well 

f^s  my  felf,  and  both  hit  upon  the  Reading  in  the  Text. 
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Pet,  None^  I  thank  ye? 
A  fliort  and  touchy  anfwer.  None^  I  thank  ye: 
Ye  do  not  fcorn  it,  do  ye  ? 

Jun.  Gods  defend.  Sir ; 
I  owe  him  ftiU  more  honour. 

Pet,  None^  I  thank  ye : 
No  Company,  no  Drink,  no  Wench,  /  thank  ye. 
Ye  fhall  be  worfc  intreated,  Sir. 

Jun,  Petillius^ 
As  thou  art  honeft,  leave  me. 

Pet,  None^  I  thank  ye  : 
A  modert  and  a  decent  Refolution, 
And  well  put  on.    Yes,  I  will  leave  ye,  Junius^ 
And  leave  ye  to  the  Boys,  that  very  fhortiy 
Shall  all  falute  ye,  by  your  new  Sirname 

Junius^  None  I  thank  ye,   I  would  ftarve  now. 
Hang,  drown,  delpair,  {b)  deferve  the  forks,  lye  open 
To  all  the  dangerous  palFes  of  a  Wench, 
Bound  to  believe  her  Tears,  and  wed  her  Aches, 
E'er  I  would  own  thy  Follies.    I  have  found  ye. 
Your  lays,  and  out-leaps,  Junius^  haunts,  and  lodges: 
I've  view'd  ye,  and  I've  found  ye  by  my  skill 
To  be  a  Fool  o'ch*  firft  Head,  Junius^ 
And  I  will  hunt  ye  ;  ye're  in  Love,  I  know  it : 
Ye  are  an  Afs,  and  all  the  Camp  fhall  know  it; 
A  peevifh  idle  Boy ;  your  Dame  fliall  know  it. 
(8)  A  wronger  of  my  Care  5  yourfelf  fhall  know  it. 

Enter  Corporal  Judas,  and  four  Soldiers, 

Jud,  A  Bean  ?  a  (9)  Princely  diet,  a  full  Banquet, 
To  what  we  compafs. 

I  Sold,  Fight  like  Hogs  for  Acorns  ? 

{jb)  t.  e.  The  Gallo'ws. 

(8)  This  Line  is  from  the  Edition  of  1647 »  1^°^  ^^"^^  to  ^ 
dropt  upon  us,  the  Reader  mull  judge. 

{9)  — Princely  ditt^^  My  Copy  of  the  1647  Edition,  which  in 
this  Place  is  not  very  fair,  reads,  1  think,  Dier.  Though  I  have  not 
difturb'd  the  Text,  I  can*t  yet  help  thinking  but  we  may  improve  the 
Senfe,  by  an  eafy  and  obvious  Correftion,  thus, 
A  Princely  Dinner,  a  full  Banquet. 
I  don't  remember  any  where^  that  a  Diet  is  us^d  for  Meal, 

S  4  2  Sold. 
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2  ^oU,  Venture  our  lives  for  Pig-nuts  ? 
Tet,  What  ail  thefe  Rafcals  ? 

3  Sold.  If  this  hold,  we're  ftarv'd. 
Jud,  For  my  pare,  Friends, 

Which  is  but  twenty  Beans  a  day,  a  hard  World 

For  Officer?,  and  Men  of  Aflion  j 

And  thofe  fo  dipt  by  mafter  Mouie,  and  rotten; 

For  underftand  'em  French  Beans,  where  the  Fruits 

Are  ripen'd  like  the  People  in  old  Tubs. 

For  mine  own  part,  1  fay,  Tm  ftarv'd  already. 

Not  worth  another  Bean,  confum'd  to  nothing. 

Nothing  but  (lo)  Flefh  and  Bones  left,  miferable  : 

Now  if  this  mully  Provender  can  prick  me 

To  honourable  Matters  of  Atchievement,  Gentlemen, 

Why  there's  the  Point. 

4  Sold.  Pil  fight  no  more.  Pet,  You'll  hang  then, 
A  fovereign  Help  for  Hunger.    Y*  eating  Rafcals, 
Whofe  Gods  are  Beef  and  Brewis,  whofe  brave  Angers 
Do  execution  upon  thefe,  and  {c)  Chibbals : 

Ye  Dog's  Heads  in  the  Porridge-Pot ;  you  fight  no  more  ? 
Does  Rome  depend  upon  your  Refolution 
For  eating  mouldy  Pye-Cruft  ? 

(lo)  Tlcjh  and  Bones  left,  ]  This  is  really  a  merry  Defcription 

of  a  Man  hunger-ftarv'd  ;  He  u  as  reduc'd  to  Flelh  and  Bones !  Why 
what  wDuld  he  be  at  ?  V^'ouM  he  be  more  than  fo  ?  Modes  of  Speech 
?u-e  ilrange'y  alter'd,  if  we  fhould  read  and  the  Poets  wrote. 
Skin  and  Bones. 

{c)  A  fort  of  Onions. 

So  Ben  Johnfon^  inhis  Gypfies  Metamrphos''d,  Vol.  5.  p.  377. 

2  Gypfie. 

Where  the  Cacklers,  but  no  Grunters, 
Shall  uncas"  d  he  for  the  Hunters : 
^^ofe  ive  fili  muf  keep  alive  ; 
/,  and  put  them  out  to  thri-ve 
In  the  Par'kSt  and  tn  the  Chafes, 
And  the  finer  Wailed  place:-. 
As  Saint  JamesV,  Greenwich,  Tibbals, 
Where  the  Acorns  plump  as  Chibbals, 
Soon  Jhall  change  both  Kind  and  Name, 
Ati  proclaim  'em  the  Kiag*s  Game. 
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3  Sold.  Would  we  had  it. 

Jud.  I  may  do  Service,  Captain. 

Pet,  In  a  Fifh-market. 
You,  Corporal  Curry- Comb,  what  will  your  fighting 
Profit  the  Common- wealth  ?  d'  you  hope  to  triumph. 
Or  dare  your  vamping  Valour,  Goodman  Cobler, 
Clap  a  new  Sole  to  th' Kingdom  ?  s'death,  ye  Dog- Whelps 
You,  fight,  or  not  fight. 

Jud,  Captain.    Pet,  Out,  ye  Flefh-flies, 
Nothing  but  Noife  and  Naftinefs. 

Jud.  Good,  Give  us  Meat, 
Whereby  we  may  do. 

Pet.  W  hereby  hangs  your  Valour  ? 

Jud,  Good  Bits  afford  good  Blows. 

Pet.  A  good  Pofition  : 
How  long  is't  fince  thou  eat'fl:  laft }  wipe  thy  Mouth, 
And  then  tell  Truth. 

Jud,  I  have  not  eat  to  th*  purpofc   [Garlick? 

Pet,  To  th' purpofe  ?  What's  that?  half  a  Cow  and 
Ye  Rogues,  my  Company  eat  Turf,  and  talk  not ; 
Timber  they  can  digeft,  and  fight  upon't ; 
Old  Matts,  and  Mud  with  Spoons,  rare  Meats.  Your 

Shoes,  Slaves  } 
Dare  ye  cry  out  for  Hunger,  and  thofe  extant  : 
Suck  your  Sword- Hilts,  ye  Slaves,  if  ye  be  valiant, 
Honour  will  make  'em  March-pane  ;  ^0  the  Purpofe? 
A  grievous  Penance.    Doft  thou  fee  that  Gentleman, 
That  melancholy  Monfieur  ? 

Jun,  Pray  ye,  Pettllius, 

Pet.  He  has  not  eat  thefe  three  Weeks^ 

2  Sold.  'Has  drunk  th'  more  then. 

3  Sold,  And  that's  all  one. 

Pet,  Nor  drunk  nor  flept  thefe  two  Months. 

Jud,  Captain,  we  do  befeech  you  as  poor  Soldiers, 
Men  that  have  leen  good  Days,  whofe  mortal  Stomachs 
May  fometime  feel  Afflidtions, 

Jun,  This,  Petillius^ 
Is  not  fo  nobly  done. 

Pet,  *Tis  common  Profit ; 
yrge  him  to  th*  Point,  he'll  find  you  out  a  Food 

That 
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That  needs  no  Teeth  nor  Stomach  ;  a  ftrange  furmity 
"Will  feed  you  up  as  fat  as  Hens  i'th*  foreheads. 
And  make  ye  fight  hke  Fichocks  ;  to  him. 
Jud,  Captain. 

Jm,  Do  you  long  to  have  your  Throats  cut  ? 

Pet,  See  what  Metal 
It  makes  in  him  :  Two  Meals  more  of  this  Melancholy, 
And  there  lyes  Caratacb. 

Jud,  We  do  befeech  ye. 

2  Sold,  Humbly  befeech  your  Valour.  Jun.  Am  I  only 
Become  your  Sport,  Petillius  ?  Jud.  But  to  render 

In  way  of  general  good,  in  Prefervation. 
Jun.  Out  of  my  Thoughts,  ye  Slaves. 
4  Sold.  Or  rather  Pity. 

3  Sold.  Your  warlike  Remedy  againft  the  Maw- worms. 
Jud.  Or  notable  Receipt  to  live  by  nothing. 

Pet.  Out  with  your  Table-books. 

Jun,  Is  this-true  Friendfliip 
And  muft  my  killing  Griefs  make  others  May-Games  ? 
Stand  from  my  Sword's  Point,  Slaves,  your  poor  ftarv'd 
Spirits 

Can  make  me  no  Oblations  ;  elfe,  O  Love,  | 
Thou  proudly  blind  Deftru6tion,  I  would  fend  thee  * 
Whole  Hecatombs  of  Hearts,  to  bleed  my  Sorrows. 

Jud.  Alas,  he  lives  by  Love,  Sir.        [Exit  Junius. 

Pet,  So  he  does.  Sir, 
And  cannot  you  do  fo  too  ?  All  my  Company 
Are  now  in  love,  ne'er  think  of  Meat,  nor  talk 
Of  what  Provant  is  :  Jymees^  and  Hearty  hey-hoes^ 
Are  Sallets  fit  for  Soldiers.    Live  by  Meat ; 
By  larding  up  your  Bodies  ?  'tis  lewd,  and  lazy. 
And  (hews  ye  meerly  mortal,  dull,  and  drives  ye 
To  fight,  like  Camels,  with  Baskets  at  your  Nofes. 
Get  ye  in  love  :  Ye  can  whore  well  enough. 
That  all  the  World  knows ;  faft  ye  into  Famine, 
Yet  ye  can  crawl  like  Crabs  to  Wenches ;  handfomel; 
Fall  but  in  love  now,  as  ye  fee  Example, 
And  follow't  but  with  all  your  Thoughts,  probatum^ 
There's  fo  much  Charge  fav'd,  and  your  Hunger's  ended. 

[Drum  afar  off. 
Away, 
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Away,  \  hear  the  General    get  y'  in  love  all, 

Up  to  tlie  Ears  in  love,  that  I  may  hear 

No  more  of  thefe  rude  Murmurings ;  and  difcreetly 

Carry  your  Stomachs,  or  I  prophefie 

A  pickePd  Rope  will  choak  ye.   Jog,  and  talk  not. 

Enter  Suetonius,  Demetrius,  Decius,  Urum  and  Colours: 

,    Suet.  Demetrius^  is  the  Meflfenger  difpatch'd 
To  Penius^  to  command  him  to  bring  up 
The  Volans  Regiment  ? 

Dem.  He's  there  by  this  time.  [Mona? 

Suet,  And  are  the  Horfe  well  view'd  we  brought  from 

Dec,  The  Troops  are  full  and  lufty. 

Suet,  Good  Petillius, 
Look  to  thofe  eating  Rogues,  that  bawl  for  Viftuals, 
And  flop  their  Throats  a  Day  or  two  :  Provifion 
Waits  but  the  Wind  to  reach  us. 

Pet,  Sir,  already 
I  have  been  tampering  with  their  Stomachs,  which  I  find 
As  deaf  as  Adders  to  Delays  :  Youi;  Clemency 
Hath  made  their  Murmurs,  Mutinies ;  nay,  Rebellions : 
Now,  an'  they  want  but  Muftard,  they're  in  Uproars  ! 
No  Oil  but  Candy,  Lu/ttanian  Figs 
And  Wine  from  Lesbos,  now  can  fatisfie  'em : 
The  Britijh  Waters  are  grown  dull  and  muddy. 
The  Fruit  difguftful :  (ii)  Orontes  muft  be  fought  for. 
And  Apples  from  the  happy  Ifles  ;  the  truth  is. 
They  are  more  curious  now  in  having  nothing. 
Than  if  the  Sea  and  Land  turn'd  up  their  Treafures : 
This  loft  the  Colonies,  and  gave  Bonduca 
(With  Shame  we  muft  record  it)  time  and  ftrength 
To  look  into  our  Fortunes ;  great  Difcretion 

(i  i)  Orontes]  Our  Poets  are  fad!y  out  here  in  their  Choice  of  plea- 
fant  Waiers  lor  drinking.  Mr.  Maundrell  fays,  the  Waters  of  this 
River  are  thick  and  turbid ^  as  unlit  to  be  drunk,  as  its  Fiih  to  be  eaten. 
Choafpes  was  undoubtedly  what  they  would  have  faid,  but  trufting  to 
Memory  they  made  this  Miilake.  The  Waters  of  this  River  were 
famous  for  their  finenefs,  c .  and  as  Mlian  tells  us  were  drunk  by 
the  Perjlan  Monarchs,  let  'epi  be  in  whit  part  of  their  Pominions 
iJiey  would. 
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To  follow  offered  VidVy ;  and  laft,  full  Pride 
To  brave  us  to  our  Teeth,  and  fcorn  our  Ruins. 

Suet,  Nay,  chide  not,  good  Petillius^  I  confefs 
My  Will  to  conquer  Mom^  and  long  ftay 
To  execute  that  Will,  let  in  thefe  Lofles: 
All  ftiall  be  right  again,  and  as  a  Pine 
Rent  from  Oeta  by  a  fweeping  Temped, 
Jointed  again,  and  made  a  Maft,  defies 
Thofe  angry  Winds  that  fplit  him :  So  will  \^ 
Piec'd  to  my  never-failing  Strength  and  Fortune, 
Steer  through  thefe  fwclling  Dangers ;  plow  their  Prides 
up. 

And  bear  like  Thunder  through  their  loudeft  Tempefls  : 
They  keep  the  Field  ftill. 
Dem,  Confident  and  full. 

Pet,  In  fuch  a  Number,  one  would  fwear  they  grew. 
The  Hills  are  wooded  with  their  Partizans, 
And  all  the  Valleys  overgrown  with  Darts, 
As  Moors  are  with  rank  Ru(hes :  No  Ground  left  us 
To  charge  upon,  no  room  to  ftrike :  Say  Fortune 
And  our  Endeavours  bring  us  into  'em, 
They  are  fo  infinite,  fo-ever  fpringing. 
We  fhall  be  kill'd  with  killing  \  of  defperatc  Women, 
That  neither  Fear  or  Shame  e'er  found,  the  Devil 
Has  rank'd  amongft  *em  Multitudes:  Say  th*  Men  fail. 
They'll  poifon  us  with  their  Petticoats  ;  fay  they  fail. 
They've  Priefts  enough  to  pray  us  into  nothing. 

Suet,  Thefe  are  Imaginations,  Dreams  of  nothing, 
The  Man  that  doubts  or  fears  >  ■  

Dec,  Pm  free  of  both. 

T>em,  The  felf  fame  I. 

Pet,  And  I  as  free  as  any  j 
As  carelefs  of  my  Fiefh,  of  that  we  call  Life, 
So  I  may  lofe  it  nobly  ;  as  indifi^erent 
As  if  it  were  my  Diet.   Yet,  noble  General, 
It  was  a  Wifdom  learn'd  from  you  ;  I  learn'd  it, 
And  worthy  of  a  Soldier's  Care,  mod  worthy, 
To  weigh  with  moft  deliberate  Circumftance 
The  ends  of  Accidents,  above  their  Offers  % 

How 
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How  to  go  on  C 1 2)  and  get,  to  fave  a  Roman^ 
Whofe  one  Life  is  more  worth  in  way  of  doing, 
Than  Millions  of  thefe  painted  Wafps  ;  how  viewing 
To  find  Advantage  out ;  how,  found,  to  follow  it 
With  Counfel  and  Difcretion,  left  meer  Fortune 
Should  claim  the  Viftory. 

Suet,  *Tis  true,  Petillius^ 
And  worthily  remembred :  The  Rule  is  certain. 
Their  Ufes  no  lefs  excellent  \  but  where  time 
Cuts  off  Occalions,  (13)  Danger,  Time  and  all 
Tend  to  a  prefent  Peril,  'tis  required 
Our  Swords  and  Manhoods  be  beft  Counfellors, 
Our  Expeditions,  Precedents.    To  win,  is  nothing. 
Where  Reafon,  Time  and  Counfel  are  our  Camp-Mafters : 
But  there  to  bear  the  Field,  then  to  be  Conquerors, 
Where  pale  Deftrudion  takes  us,  takes  us  beaten. 
In  Wants  and  Mutinies,  ourfelves  but  handfuls, 

(12)  go  on  and  get,  ]   To  go  on  and  get  is  a  little  favouring  of 

Tautology  ;  for  if  a  Man  goes  on,  in  the  Senfe  of  this  Paflage,  he  can- 
not chufe  but  get.  But  to  go  on,  and  yet  not  lofe  a  Roman,  is  an  Ex- 
prelTion  which  the  Words  immediately  following  would  induce  us  to 
believe  the  Poets  wrote  here.  I  have  net  however  difturb'd  the  Text, 
and  only  humbly  offer  this  Innovation  to  the  Judgment  of  the  Reader. 

(i^)   Danger,  Time  and  all 

Tend  to  a  prefent  Peril,  ]  i.e.  Danger  tends  to  a  prefent 
Danger.  Our  Poets  might  have  been  guilty  of  fuch  Inaccuracy,  and 
they  might  not.  E'vil  is  very  near  in  Letters  to  Peril,  taking  away 
the  P,  and  might  probably  have  been  the  Word.         ^  Mr.  Se^^ard^ 

What  Mr.  Seiuard  has  advanc'd  has  probability  :  But  as  two  of  our 
beft  Writers  and  Poets  have  been  guilty  of  the  fame  Inaccuracy,  or 
what  elfe  you  pleafe  to  call  it,  I  have  let  the  Paffage  ftand. 

Spenfer,  Boek  6.  Cant.  i.  Stan.  25. 

yet  ShamcJ^all  thee  woith  Shame  requite, 
Milton,  Chrijimas  Hymn.    Stanza  3d. 

But  he,  her  fears  to  (eafe, 
Sent  do^jjn  the  meek-efd  Peace ; 

She,  croivn'd  nuith  Olive  green,  came  foftly  Riding 
Do^n  through  the  turning  Sphear 
His  ready  Harbinger, 

With  Turtle  iving  the  amorous  clouds  di'viding  ; 
Jind  ivaijing  nuide  her  myrtle  nvand, 
^  he  fir  ike  t  a  univfrfal  Peace  through  SeB  and  Land^ 


And 
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And  to  ourfelves  our  own  Fears,  needs  a  new  way, 

A  fadden  and  a  defperate  Execution  : 

Here,  how  to  fave,  is  Jofs ;  to  be  wife,  dang'rous; 

Only  a  prefent  well-united  Strength, 

And  Minds  made  up  for  all  Attempts,  difpatch  it: 

Dilputing  and  delay  here,  cools  the  Courage; 

KeccfTity  gives  Tmie  for  Doubts  \  fthings  infinite. 

According  to  the  Spirit  they  are  preach'd  to:^ 

Rewards  like  them,  and  Names  for  After-Ages, 

IViuft  fteel  the  Soldier  ^  his  own  Shame  help  to  arm  him  : 

And  having  forc'd  his  Spirit,  e'er  he  cools, 

Fhng  him  upon  his  Enemies ;  fudden  and  fwift. 

Like  Tigers  amongfl:  Foxes,  we  mufl:        for't : 

Fury  mud  be  our  Fortune;  Shame  we Ve  Joft, 

Spurs  ever  in  our  Sides  to  prick  us  forward : 

There  is  no  other  Wiidom  nor  Difcretion 

Due  to  this  Day  of  Ruin,  but  Deilruftion  ; 

The  Soldiers  order  firfl,  and  then  his  Anger* 

'Dem,  No  doubt  they  dare  redeem  all. 

Suet.  Then  no  doubt 
The  Day  muft  needs  be  ours.    That  the  proud  Woman 
Is  infinite  in  Number,  better  likes  me, 
Than  if  we  deatt  with  Squadrons  ;  half  her  Army 
Shall  choak  themfelves,  their  own  Swords  dig  their 
Graves. 

I'll  tell  ye  all  my  fears,  one  fingle  Valour, 
The  Virtues  of  the  valiant  Caratach 
More  doubts  me  than  all  Britain :  He's  a  Soldier 
So  forg'd  out,  and  fo  temper'd  for  great  Fortunes, 
So  much  Man  thruft  into  him,  fo  old  in  Dangers, 
So  fortunate  in  all  Attempts,  that  his  mere  Name 
Fights  in  a  thoufand  Men,  himfelf  in  millions. 
To  make  him  Roman,    But  no  more,  PetilliuSy 
How  ftands  your  Charge  ? 

Pet,  Ready  for  all  Employments, 
To  be  commanded  too.  Sir. 

Suet,  'Tis  well  govern'd  ; 
To  morrow  we'll  draw  out,  and  view  the  Cohorts : 
I'ch*  mean  time,  all  apply  their  Offices. 

Where's 
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Where's  Junius  ?    Pet,  In's  Cabin, 
Sick  o'th*  Mumps,  Sir.    Suet,  How  ? 

Pet.  In  Love,  indeed  in  Love,  moft  lamentably  loving. 
To  the  tune  of  Queen  Dido, 

Dec.  'Las  poor  Gentleman.  [Lady  ? 

Suet,  'Twill  make  him  fight  the  nobler.  With  what 
Fll  be  a  Spokefman  for  him. 

Pet,  You'll  fcant  fpeed.  Sir. 

Suet,  Who  is'c  ? 

Pet,  The  Devil's  Dam,  Bonduca^^  Daughter, 
Her  youngeft,  crackt  i'th'  Ring. 

Suet.  I'm  forry  for  him  ; 
But  fure  his  own  Difcretion  will  reclaim  him. 
He  muft  deferve  our  anger  elfe.   Good  Captains, 
Apply  yourfelves  in  all  the  pleafing  Forms 
Ye  can,  unto  the  Soldiers  j  fire  their  Spirits, 
And  fet  'em  fit  to  run  this  Adion  ; 
Mine  own  Provifions  fhall  be  fiiar'd  amongft  'em. 
Till  more  come  in  ;  tell  'em,  if  now  they  conquer. 
The  fat  of  all  the  Kingdom  lies  before  'em. 
Their  Shames  forgot,  their  Honours  infinite. 
And  Want  for  ever  banifht.    Two  days  hence, 
Our  Fortunes,  and  our  Swords,  and  Gods  be  for  us; 

[Exeunt. 


A  C  T    11.     S  C  E  N  E  L 

Enter  Penius,  Regulus,  Macer,  and  Drufius. 

Pen,  T  Muft  come  ? 

Macer,  So  the  General  commands,  Sir. 
Pen,  I  muft  bring  up  my  Regiment  ?    Macer.  Be- 
lieve, Sir, 

I  bring  no  Lye.    Pen,  But  did  he  fay,  I  muft  come? 
^  Macer,  So  delivered. 

'  Pen,  How  long  is't,  Regulus^  fince  I  commanded 
In  Britain  here} 
Reg.  About  five  years,  great  Penius. 

Pin. 


I 
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Pen.  The  General  fome  five  Months.  .Are  all  my  Adions 
So  poor,  and  loft,  my  Services  fo  barren, 
That  I'm  remembred  in  no  nobler  Language 
But  muft  come  up  ? 

Macer.  I  do  befeech  ye.  Sir, 
Weigh  but  the  times  Eilate. 

Pen.  Yes,  good  Lieutenant, 
1  do,  and  his  that  Iways  it.    Muft  come  up  ; 
Am  I  turn'd  bare  Centurion  ?  Muft,  and  fhall. 
Fit  Embaftles  to  court  my  Honour  ?  Macer,  Sir-    ■  - 

Pen.  Set  me  to  lead  a  handful  of  my  Men 
Againft  an  hundred  thoufand  barbarous  Slaves 
That  have  marcht  name  by  name  v^ith  Rome'^  beft  doers  ? 
Serve  *em  up  fome  other  Meat;  I'll  bring  no  Food 
To  ftop  the  Jaws  of  all  thofe  hungry  Wolves. 
My  Regiment's  mine  own.    I  muft,  my  Language.-— 

Enter  Curius. 

Cur.  Penius^  where  lies  the  Hoft  ?    Pen.  Where  Fate 
may  find  'em.  [foon  ^ 

Cur.  Are  they  ingirt?  Pen.  The  Battel's  loft.  Cur.  So 

Pen  No ;  but  'tis  loft,  becaufe  it  muft  be  won  : 
The  Britains  muft  be  Vidlors.  Whoe'er  faw 
A  troop  of  bloody  Vultures  hovering 
About  a  few  corrupted  Carcafles, 
Let  him  behold  the  filly  Roman  Hoft, 
Girded  with  millions  of  fierce  Britains  Swains, 
With  Deaths  as  many  as  they  have  had  hopes  ; 
And  then  go  thither,  he  that  loves  his  ftiame ; 
I  fcorn  my  Life,  yet  dare  not  lofe  my  Name. 

Cur.  Do  not  you  hold  it  a  moft  famous  End, 
When  both  our  Names  and  Lives  are  Sacrific'd 
For  Rome*s  increafe  ? 

Pen.  Yes,  Curius,  but  mark  this  too ; 
What  Giory  is  there,  or  what  lafting  Fame 
Can  be  to  Rome  or  us  ?  What  full  Example, 
When  one  is  fmother'd  with  a  Multitude, 
And  crouded  in  amongft  a  namelefs  Prefs  ; 
Honour  got  out  of  Flint,  and  on  their  Heads 
Whofe  Virtues,  like  the  Sun,  exhal'd  all  Valours, 

Muft 
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Muft  not  be  loft  in  mifts  and  fogs  of  People, 

Notelefs,  and  out  of  Name,  (14)  both  rude  and  naked  : 

Nor  can  Rome  task  us  with  impoffibiHties, 

Or  bid  us  fight  againft  a  Flood  ;  we  ferve  her, 

That  fhe  may  proudly  fay  fhe  has  good  Soldiers, 

Not  Slaves  to  choak  all  hazards.    Who  but  Fools, 

That  make  no  difF'rence  betwixt  certain  dying, 

And  dying  well,  would  fling  their  Fames  and  Fortunes 

Into  this  Britain-gulf^  this  quick-fand  Ruin, 

That  finking,  fwallows  us  ?  What  noble  Hand 

Can  find  a  Subje61:  fit  for  blood  there  ?  Or  what  Sword 

Room  for  his  Execution  ?  What  Air  to  cool  us. 

But  poifon'd  with  their  blafting  Breaths  and  Curfes, 

Where  we  lye  buried  quick  above  the  Ground, 

And  are  with  labouring  Sweat,  and  breathlefs  Pain, 

Kiird  like  to  Slaves,  and  cannot  kill  again  ?  [then 

Dru,  Penius,  mark  antient  Wars,  and  know  (i  5)  that 
Ten  Captains  weigh'd  an  hundred  thoufand  Men. 

Pen,  I)r«/?/iJ,  mark  antient  Wifdom,  and  you'll  find  then. 
He  gave  the  Overthrow  that  fav'd  his  Men. 
I  muft  not  go. 

Leg,  The  Soldiers  are  defirous, 
Their  Eagles  all  drawn  out,  Sir. 

Pen,  Who  drew  up,  Regulus  ? 
Ha  ?  Speak,  did  you  ?  whofe  bold  Will  durft  attempt  this } 
Drawn  out  ?   Why,  who  commands.  Sir  ?  On  whofe 

Warrant 
Durft  they  advance  ? 

Reg,  1  keep  mine  own  Obedience* 

(14)  —  but  rude  anil  naked :  ]  I  have  ventured  to  fubftitute  both 
in  the  prefent  Text,  for  the  old  but ;  it  feems  to  me  to  heighten  the 
Senfe,  and  might  have  been  the  original  Reading. 

(15)   that  then 

Captains  uueigh'd'i  The  Corruption  here  is  very  evident, 
but  little  trouble  will  fet  all  right.    We  may  read  thus, 
that  then 
Ten  Captains  iveigh'd^ 

Or  thus, 
 that  ten 

Captains  out-iveigh'd^-^  The  Number  has  either  beendropt 
upon  us,  or  the  Verb  fuiFer'd  a  Mutilation  of  its  firft  Syllable  :  I  am 
for  the  firft,  and  have  altered  the  Text  accordingly. 

Vol.  VI.  T  Dm. 
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Dm.  'Tis  like  the  general  Caufe,  their  love  of  Honour, 

Relieving  of  their  wants,  

Fen,  Without  my  knowledge  ? 
Am  I  no  more  ?  My  Place  but  at  their  pleafures  ? 
Come,  who  did  this? 

Dru,  By  -Sir,  I  am  ignorant. 

'   [^Drum  foftly  within,  then  enter  Soldiers  with  Drum  and 
Colours, 

Pen,  What,  am  I  grown  a  Shadow  ?  Hark,  they  march. 
I'll  know,  and(wilJ)be  myfelf.  Stand,  Difobedience  i 
He  that  advances  one  Foot  higher,  dies  for't. 
Run  through  the  Regiment  upon  your  Duties, 
And  charge  'em  on  command,  beat  back  again, 
By-— — ril  tithe  'em  all  elfe. 

Reg,  We'll  do  our  beft. 

[Exeunt  Drufius  and  Regulus. 

Pen,  Back,  ceafe  your  bawling  Drums  there, 
ril  beat  the  Tubs  about  your  Brains  elfe.  Back  : 
Do  1  rpeak  with  leis  tear  than  Thunder  to  ye? 
Muft  1  ftand  to  befeech  ye?  Home,  home;  ha? 
D'ye  flare  upon  me  ?  Are  thofe  Minds  I  moulded, 
Thofe  honelt  valiant  Tempers  I  was  proud 
To  be  a  Fellow  to,  thofe  great  Difcretions  [fires? 
Made  your  Names  fear'd  and  honour'd,  turn'd  to  Wild- 

0  Gods,  to  Difobedience  ?  Command,  farewel  : 
And  ye  be  witnefs  with  me,  all  things  Sacred, 

1  have  no  fhare  in  thefe  Mens  Shames.  March  Soldiers, 
And  feek  your  own  fad  Ruins  ;  your  old  Penius 

Dares  not  behold  your  Murders. 

I  Sold.  Captain.    2  Sold,  Captain.  Jj 
3  Sold.  Dear  honour'd  Captain.  « 
Pen,  Too  too  dear  lov'd  Soldiers,  ^ 
Which  made  ye  weary  of  me,  and  Heav*n  yet  knows. 
Though  in  your  Mutinies,  I  dare  not  hate  you ; 
Take  your  own  Wills ;  'tis  fit  your  Jong  experience 
Should  now  know  how  to  rule  yourfelves ;  I  wrong  ye. 
In  wifhing  ye  to  fave  your  Lives  and  Credits, 
To  keep  your  Necks  whole  from  the  Ax  hangs  o'er  ye: 
Alas,  I  much  dilhonour'd  ye  j  go,  feek  the  BritainSy 
And  fay  ye  come  to  glut  their  Sacrifices ; 

'But 
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But  do  not  fay  I  fent  ye.    What  ye  have  been. 
How  excellent  in  aJI  Parts,  good,  and  govern'd. 
Is  only  left  of  my  Command,  for  Story  ; 
What  now  ye  are,  for  Pity.  Fare  ye  well. 

Enter  Drufius  and  Regulus. 

Bru.  Oh  turn  again,  grc^t  Penius'^  fee  the  Soldier 
In  all  points  apt  for  Duty. 

J^eg.  See  his  Sorrow 
For's  Difbbedience,  which  he  fays  was  hafte. 
And  hafte,  he  thought,  to  pleafe  you  with.  See  Captain, 
The  toughnefs  of  his  Courage  turn'd  to  Water ; 
See  how  his  manly  Heart  melts. 

Pen.  Go,  beat  homeward. 
There  learn  to  eat  your  little  with  Obedience, 
And  henceforth  ftrive  to  do  as  I  dired  ye. 

[Exeunt  Soldiers, 

Macer,  My  Anfwer,  Sir. 

Pen.  Tell  the  great  General, 
My  Comp'nies  are  no  Fagots  to  fill  Breaches ; 
Myfelf  no  Man  that  muft,  or  fhall,  can  carry : 
Bid  him  be  wife,  and  where  he  is,  he's  fafe  then  ; 
And  when  he  finds  out  pofTibilitics, 
He  may  command  me.  Commend  me  to  the  Captains. 

Macer,  All  this  I  fhall  deliver. 

Pen.  Farewel,  Macer.  [Exit  Penius, 

Cur.  Pray  Gods  this  breed  no  Mifchief. 

Reg.  It  muft  needs, 
If  ftout  Suetonius  win  ;  for  then  his  Anger, 
Befides  the  Soldiers  lofs  of  due  and  honour. 
Will  break  together  on  him. 

Bru.  He's  a  brave  Fellow ; 
And  but  a  little  hide  his  Haughtinefs, 
(Which  is  but  fometimes  neither,  on  fbme  Caufes) 
He  fhews  the  worthieft  Roman  this  day  living. 
You  may,  good  Curius,  to  the  General 
Make  all  things  feem  the  beft. 

Cur.  I  fhall  endeavour : 
Pray  for  our  Fortunes  Gendemen,  if  we  fall. 
This  one  farewel  ferves  for  a  Funeral. 

T  2  The 
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The  Gods  make  fharp  our  Swords,  and  fteel  our  Hearts  5 
We  dare,  alas,  but  cannot  fight  our  Parts.  [ExemL 

SCENE  II. 

EnUr  Junius,  Petillius  and  a  Herald  ohferving  Junius. 

Pet.  Let  him  go  on,  flay,  now  he  Talks. 
Jm.  Why? 

Why  fhould  1  love  mine  Enemy  ?  What's  Beauty  ? 
Of  what  ftrange  Violence,  that  like  the  Plague, 
It  works  upon  our  Spirits?  Blind  they  feign  him, 
I'm  fure,  I  find  it  fo. 

Pet,  A  Dog  fhall  lead  ye. 

Jm.  His  fond  AfFedions  blinder. 

Pet.  Hold  ye  there  ftill. 

Jm.  It  takes  away  my  Sleep. 

Pet.  Alas,  poor  Chicken. 

Jun.  My  company,  content  5  almofl  my  fafhion. 

Pet.  Yes,  and  your  weight  too,  if  you  follow  it. 

Jun.  'Tis  fure  the  Plague,  for  no  Man  dare  come  near  mc 
Without  an  Antidote,  'tis  far  worfe  ;  Hell. 

Pet.  Thou'rt  damn'd  without  Redemption  then. 

Jm.  The  way  to't 
Strew'd  with  fair  Weftern  Smiles,  and  April  Blufhes, 
Led  by  the  brighteft  Conftellations    Eyes,  [thence 
And  fweet  (16)  proportions,  envying  l4eav'n  ;  but  from 
No  way  to  guide,  no  Path,  no  Wifdom  bring  us. 

Pet,  Yes,  a  fmart  W^ater,  Junius.    Jun.  Do  I  fool  ? 
Know  all  this,  and  fool  ftill  ?  Do  I  know  further. 
That  when  we  have  enjoy'd  our  Ends,  we  lofe  'em. 
And  all  our  Appetites  are  but  as  Djeams 
We  laugh  at  in  our  Ages. 

(16)  ^—.envying  Hea'v'n  j  ]  As  this  is  now  pointed,  'tis  Propor- 
tions which  Hea'ven  envies;  but  if  this  be  the  Defign,  the  Senfe  and 
Expreflion  are  both  equally  ftiff  and  bad.  I  believe  the  Comma  after 
proportions  fhould  be  out,  and  eti'vying  be  underllood  as  n}ying  nvitht  \ 
OT  emulating  Hea'ven.  It  is  an  uncommon  Ufe  of  the  Word,  but 
I  believe  fully  juftifiable  from  its  Etymology.  1  take  En^vy  to  be  no 
more  originally,  than  a;>'^,  with  the  affirmative  Particle  added  to  it,  as 
Enfolded  from  folded^  endure  from  dure,  8cc.  only  this  is  chang'd  into 
the  A£live  Verb.  Mr.  Seaward. 

Pet. 
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FeL  Sweet  Philofopher !  [Gods, 

Juris  Do  I  know  on  flill,  and  yet  know  nothing  ?  Mercy, 
Why  am  I  thus  Ridic'Jous  ?    Pet,  Motley  on  thee. 
Thou  art  an  arrant  Afs.    Jun.  Can  red  and  white. 
An  Eye,  a  Nofe,  a  Cheek.  Fet,  But  one  Cheeky  Junius  P 
An  half-fac'd  Miftrefs? 

Jun.  With  a  little  trim, 
That  wanton  Fools  call  Fafliion,  thus  abufe  me  ? 
Take  me  beyond  my  Reafon  ?  Why  (liould  not  I 
Doat  on  my  Horfe  well  trapt,  my  Sword  well  hatch*d  ? 
They  are  as  handfome  things,  to  me  more  ufeful. 
And  poilible  to  rule  too.    Did  I  but  love. 
Yet  'twere  exculable,  my  Youth  wuuld  bear  it ; 
But  to  love  there,  and  that  no  time  can  give  me. 
Mine  Honour  dare  not  ask  ;  Hie  has  been  Ravi{h*d, 
My  Nature  mull  not  know;  Ihe  hates  our  Nation. 
Thus  to  difpofe  my  Spirit ! 

Pet.  Stay  a  little,  he  will  declaim  again, 

Jun,  I  will  not  Love;  I  am  a  Man,  have  Reafon, 
And  I  will  ufe  it :  Pil  no  more  tormenting. 
Nor  whining  for  a  Wench,  there  are  a  thoufand  *— — * 

Pet.  Hold  thee  there.  Boy. 

Jun.  A  thoufand  will  inrreat  me. 

Pet,  Ten  thoufand,  Junius. 

Jun.  I  am  young  and  lufty. 
And  to  my  fafhion  Valiant ;  can  pleafe  Nightly. 

Pet.  ril  fwear  thy  Bixck's  pro  latum,  for  I've  known  thee 
Leap  at  fixteen  like  a  ftrong  Stallion. 

Jun.  I  will  be  Man  again. 

Pet.  Now  mark  the  working. 
The  Devil  and  the  Spirit  tug  for't :  Twenty  pound 
Upon  the  DeviPs  Head. 

Jun.  I  muft  be  wretched. 

Pet.  L  knew  I'd  won. 

Jun.  Nor  have  I  fo  much  power 
To  ihun  my  Fortune. 

Pet.  I  will  hunt  thy  Fortune 
With  all  the  Shapes  imagination  breeds,  [Mujick. 
But  1  will  fright  thy  Devil :  Stay,  he  fings  now. 

[Songy  by  Junius,  and  Petillius  after  him  in  Mockage, 
T  3  Jun. 

I 
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Jm.  Mufl:  I  be  thus  abus'd  ? 
Pet,  Yes  marry  muft  ye. 
Let's  follow  him  clofe:  Oh,  there  he  is,  now  read  it. 

Herald  reads.  It  is  the  GeneraVs  Command  that  all 
ftck  Perfons^  old  and  unable^  retire  within  the  renches ; 
he  (17)  that  fears  has  Liberty  to  leave  the  Field: 
Fools y  BoySy  and  Cowards  muft  not  come  near  the  Regi" 
ments^  for  fear  of  their  Infe^ions-y  efpecially  thofe 
Cowards  they  call  Lovers. 

Jun.  Ha? 
Pet,  Read  on. 

Herald.  Jf  any  common  Soldier  love  an  Enemy ^  he*s  whip^d 
and  made  a  Slave  :  If  any  Captain^  ( 1 8)  he*s  caft 
with  lofs  of  Honours^  flung  out  d'th^  Army^  and  made 
unable  ever  after  to  bear  the  name  of  a  Soldier, 

Jun.  The-  confume  ye  all.  Rogues.     [Exit  Jun. 

Pet,  Let  this  work  : 
H*as  fomething  now  to  chew  upon,  he's  gone. 
Come,  fliake  no  more. 

Her,  Well,  Sir,  you  may  command  me. 
But  not  to  do  the  like  again  for  Europe ; 
I  would  have  given  my  Life  for  a  bent  two-pence. 
If  I  e'er  read  to  Lovers  whilft  I  live  again. 
Or  come  within  their  Confines  - 

Pe\  There's  your  Payment, 
And  keep  this  private. 

Her.  I  am  School'd  for  Talking.       [Exit  Herald. 

(17)  that  fears  his  Liberty  —  Fools  ^  Boys  and  Lovers']  The  bare 
InfpeiTtion  of  this  Place  evidently  (hews  'tis  far  from  found.    He  that 

fears  has  Liberty y  is  Senfe,  not  fo  the  old  Reading.    So  Fools ^  Boys 

and  Lo'verSy  efpecially  thofe  Convards  they  call  Lo'vers  csin  never 

be  genuine.  I  hope  my  Correction  bids  fair  for  reftoring  the  true 
Senfe  of  this  Place. 

(18)  Captain,  caji]  The  refloring  of  the  Verb  here  to  its  an- 
cient undoubted  Right,  makes  full  and  compleat  Senfe,  which  it 
could  not  be  faid  to  be  before  this  Infertion. 


Enter 
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Enter  Demetrius. 

Pet,  How  now,  Demetrius^  are  we  drawn  ? 
Dem.  'Tis  doing, 
Your  Company  (lands  fair  ;  but  pray  ye,  where's  Junius  ? 
Half  his  command  are  wanting,  with  fome  forty 
That  Decius  leads. 

Pet.  Hunting  for  Viduals. 
Upon  my  life  free-booting  Rogues,  their  Stomachs 
Are  like  a  Widow's  Lufb,  ne'er  latisfied. 

Dem.  I  wonder  how  they  dare  ftir,  knowing  th'  Enemy 
Mafter  of  all  the  Country. 

Pet,  Refolute  Hungers 
Know  neither  Fears  nor  Faiths,  they  tread  on  Ladders, 
(19)  Ropes,  Gallows's,  and  overlook  all  Dangers. 

Dem,  They  may  be  hang'd  though. 

Pet,  There's  their  joyful  Supper, 
And  no  doubt  they  are  at  it.  Dem.  But  for  Heav'n*s  fake. 
How  does  young  Junius  i    Pet,  Drawing  on,  poor 
Gentleman. 

Dem.  Wiiat,  to  his  end  ? 

Pet.  To  th'  end  of  all  Flefh,  Woman. 

Dem,  This  Love  has  made  him  a  ftout  Soldier. 

Pet,  O,  a  great  one. 
Fit  to  command  young  Goflings  ;  but  what  News  ? 

Dem.  I  think  the  Meffenger's  come  back  from 
Penius 

By  this  time,  let's  go  know. 

Pet,  What  will  you  fay  now 
If  he  deny  to  come,  and  take  Exceptions 
At  fome  half  Syllable,  or  found  deliver'd 
With  an  ill  Accent,  or  fome  Stile  left  out  ? 

Dem.  I  cannot  think  he  dare. 

Pet.  He  dare  fpeak  Treafon, 
Dare  fay  what  no  Man  dares  believe,  dares  do  — —  • 

(19)  Ropesy  Gai/onvSf  and  o*verdo  all  Dangers.]  The  Verfe  and 
the  Senfe  here  both  leem  to  labour  :  I  hope  1  have  fupplied  the  one, 
and  remedied  the  other.  To  o'verdo  a  Danger  is  an  Expreflion  I  don't 
remember,  but  to  ouerlook  one  common. 

T  4  But 
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But  that's  all  one :  PI]  lay  you  my  black  Armour 
To  twenty  Crowns,  he  comes  not. 

Dem.  Done.    Pet,  You'll  pay  ? 

T>eyn,  I  will. 

Fet,  Then  keep  thine  old  ufe,  Penius^ 
Be  ftubborn  and  vain-glorious,  and  Til  thank  thee. 
Come  let's  go  pray  for  fix  Hours ;  moft  of  us 
I  fear  will  trouble  Heav'n  no  more  ;  two  good  Blows 
Struck  home  at  two  Commanders  of  the  BritainSy 
And  my  part's  done. 

Dem.  I  do  not  think  of  Dying, 

Pet,  'Tis  poffible  we  may  live.    But  Demetrius^ 
With  what  ftrange  Legs,  and  Arms,  and  Eyes,  and 
Nofes, 

Let  Carpenters  and  Copper- fmiths  confider. 

If  I  can  keep  my  Heart  whole,  and  my  Wind-pipe, 

That  I  may  drink  yet  like  a  Soldier  

Dem.  Come  let's  have  better  Thoughts:  mine's  on 

yoqr  Armour. 
Pet,  Mine's  in  your  Purfe,  Sir  let's  go  try  the  Wager. 

[Exeu&t^ 

SCENE  in. 

Enter  Judas  and  his  four  Companions  {Halters  about 
their  Necks  ; )  Bonduca,  her  Daughters y  and  Nen^ 
nius  following, 

Bon,  Come,  hang  'em  prefently. 

Nen,  What  made  your  Roguefhips 
Harrying  for  Victuals  here?  Are  we  your  Friends  ; 
Or  do  you  come  for  Spies  ?  Tell  me  diredlly. 
Would  you  not  willingly  be  hang'd  now  ?   Don't  yc 
long  for't? 

Jud,  What  fay  ye  ?  Shall  we  hang  in  this  vein  ?  Hang 
we  muft. 

And  'tis  as  good  to  difpatch  it  merrily. 
As  pull  an  Arfe  like  Dogs  to't. 

I  Sold,  Any  way,  fo  it  be  handfome; 

3  Schl  I  had  as  lieve  'twere  toothfome  too ;  But  all  agree. 

And 
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And  (20)  I'll  not  ftick  out,  Boys. 

4  Sold.  Let  us  hang  pleafantly. 

Jud.  Then  pleafantly  be't:  Captain,  the  truth  is, 
We  had  as  iieve  hang  with  Meat  in  our  Mouths, 
As  ask  your  Pardon  empty. 

Bon,  Thefe  are  brave  Hungers. 
What  fay  you  to  a  Leg  of  Beef  now.  Sirrah? 

Jud.  Bring  me  acquainted  with  it,  and  ril  tell  ye. 

Bon.  Torment  'em.  Wenches,  I  muft  back;  then 
hang 'em.  [Exit. 

Jud,  We  humbly  thank  your  Grace. 

1  Daugh.  The  Rogues  laugh  at  us. 

2  Daugh.  Sirrah,  what  think  you  of  a  Wench  now  ? 
Jud.  A  Wench,  Lady? 

I  do  befeech  your  Ladifhip,  retire. 

ril  tell  ye  prefently,  ye  fee  the  time's  fliort ; 

One  crafti,  even  to  the  letcling  of  my  Confciencc. 

Nen.  Why,  is't  no  more  but  up,  Boys? 

Jud.  Yes,  ride  too.  Captain, 
(2])  Will  you  but  fee  my  Seat? 

I  Daugh.  Ye  fhall  be  fet,  Sir, 
Upon  a  Jade  fhall  fhake  ye. 

Jud.  Sheets,  good  Madam, 
Will  do  it  ten  times  better. 

1  Daugh.  Whips,  good  Soldier, 

Which  ye  fhall  talte'fore  ye  hang,  to  mortifie  ye; 
'Tis  pity  ye  Ihould  die  chus  defperate.  [cap$. 

2  Daugh.  Theie  are  the  merry  Romans^  the  brave  Mad- 
*Tis  ten  to  one  we'll  cool  your  Refolucions. 

Bring  out  the  Whips. 

Jud.  Would  your  good  Ladifliips 
Would  exercife  'cm  too. 

(20)  Til  not  out.  Boys.']  Here  feems  to  be  a  Deficiency  m  t\t  Ex- 
preffion,  which  by  the  Infertion  of  a  Monofyllable,  I  hope  I  have 
made  up. 

(21)  Will  you  but  fee  my  Seat? 

I  Daugh.  Tou  Jhall  be  fet.]  Tho'  this  is  Senfe,  yet  to  make  it  more 
agreeable  with  what  follows  we  perhaps  fhou'd  read  fo. 
Will  you  fee  me  let  ? 
1  Dftugh.  Tou  fiall  be  fet, 

4  Sold. 
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4  Sold.  (22)  Securely  Ladies, 
We'll  fliew  you  a  ftrange  Patience. 
ISIen,  Hang  *em  Rafcals, 
'  They'll  talk  thus  on  the  Wheel. 

Enter  Caratach. 

Car.  Now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
What  are  thefe  Fellows  ?  What's  the  crirtie  committed. 
That  they  wear  Necklaces  ? 

Nen.  They're  Roman  Rogues, 
Taken  a  Foraging. 

Car,  Is  that  all,  Nennius  ? 

Jud,  Would  I  were  fairly  hang'd  5  this  is  the  Devil, 
The  kill-cow,  Caratach. 

Car,  And  you  would  hang  'em. 

Nen.  Are  they  not  Enemies? 

I  Sold.  My  Breech  makes  Buttons. 

1  Daugh.  Are  they  not  our  Tormentors? 
Car.  Tormentors?  Flea-traps. 

Pluck  off  your  Halters,  Fellows,  ■ 

Nen.  Take  heed,  Caratach^ 
Taint  not  yourWifdom. 

Car.  Wifdom,  Nennius? 
Why,  who  (hall  fight  againft  us,  make  our  Honours, 
♦  And  give  a  glorious  Day  into  our  Hands, 
If  we  difpatch  our  Foes  thus  ?  What's  their  Offence  ? 
Stealing  a  Loaf  or  two  to  keep  out  Hunger, 
A  piece  of  greazie  Bacon,  or  a  Pudding? 
Do  thefe  deferve  the  Gallows,  they  are  hungry. 
Poor  hungry  Knaves,  no  meat  at  home  left,  ftarv'd  : 
Art  thou  not  hungry  ? 

Jud.  Monftrous  hungry. 

Car.  He  looks  like  Hunger's  felf ;  get 'em  fomeViduals, 
And  Wine  to  cheer  their  Hearts,  quick :  Hang  up  poor 
Pilchers  ? 

2  Sold.  This  is  the  braved  Captain  ► 

Nen.  Caratach, 

V\\  leave  you  to  your  Will. 

(22)  Surely  Ladies ^1  Tke  prcfent  Text  is  from  Mr.  Seward's  Con- 
jedture,  which  he  thinks  completes  the  Senfe,  and  is  a  bectcr  Word. 

Card 
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Car.  ril  anfwer  all.  Sir. 

2  Daugh.  Let's  up  and  view  his  Entertainment  of  *em, 
I  am  glad  they're  fhifted  any  way,  their  Tongues  elfe 
Would  ftill  have  murdered  us. 

I  Daugh,  Let's  up  and  fee  it.  ^Exeunt. 

Enter  Hengo. 

Car.  Sit  down  poor  Knaves:  Why  where's  this  Wine 
and  Vidluals  ? 
Who  waits  there  ? 

Serv.  within.  Sir,  'tis  coming. 

Hen,  Who  are  thefe.  Uncle  ? 

Car.  They  are  Romans^  Boy. 

Hen,  Are  thefe  they 
That  vex  mine  Aunt  fo  ?  Can  thefe  fight  ?  They  look 
Like  empty  Scabbards  all,  no  mettle  in  *em. 
Like  Men  of  Clouts,  fet  to  keep  Crows  from  Orchards ; 
Why,  I  dare  fight  with  thefe. 

Car.  That's  my  good  Chicken.    And  how  do  ye.^ 
How  do  you  feel  your  Stomachs  ? 

Jud,  Wondrous  apt,  Sir, 
As  fhall  appear  when  time  calls. 

Car.  That's  well,  down  with't, 
A  little  Grace  will  ferve  your  turns ;  eat  foftly. 
You'll  choak  ye  Knaves  elfe :  Give  'cm  Wine. 

Jud.  Not  yet,  Sir, 
We're  even  a  little  bufie. 

Hen.  Can  that  Fellow 
Do  any  thing  but  eat  ?  Thou  Fellow, 

Jud.  Away  Boy, 
Away,  this  is  no  Boys  Play. 

Hen.  By  Uncle, 

If  his  Valour  lyes  in's  Teeth,  he's  the  mod  valiant. 

Car.  I  am  glad  to  hear  ye  talk.  Sir. 

Hen,  Good  Uncle,  tell  me. 
What's  the  Price  of  a  couple  of  cv^imm^  A  Romans? 

Car,  Some  twenty  Britains  Boy ;  thefe  are  good  Soldiers. 

Hen,  Do  not  the  Cowards  eat  hard  too  ? 

Car.  No  more.  Boy. 
Come,  I'll  fit  with  you  too  5  fit  down  by  me,  Boy. 

Jul 
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Jud.  Pray  bring^our  Difh  then. 

Crr.  Hearty  Knaves ;  More  Meat  there. 

I  Sold.  That^s  a  good  hearing. 

Car.  Stay  now  and  pledge  me. 

Jud,  This  little  Piece,  Sir. 

Car.  By— fquare  Eaters, 
More  Mcit  I  fay  j  upon  my  Confciencc 
The  poor  Rog-jes  have  not  eat  this  Month  :  How  terribly 
They  charge  upon  their  V^iftuals ;  dare  ye  fight  thus? 

Jud.  Believe  it,  Sir,  like  Devils. 

Ci2r.  Well  laid,  Famine, 
Here's  to  thy  General 

Jud.  Mofl:  excellent  Captain,  I  will  now  pledge  thee.' 

Car.  And  to  morrow  Night,  lay  to  him, 
His  Head  is  mine. 

Jud.  I  can  affjre  ye,  Captain, 
He  vrill  not  give  it  for  this  wafhing. 

ell  laid,  [_Baughters  above, 

1  B^ugh.  Here's  a  flrange  Entertainment:  How  the 

Thieves  drink. 

2  Baugb.  Danger  is  dry,  they  look'd  for  colder  Liquor. 
Car.  Fill  'em  more  Wine,  give 'em  full  Bowls;  which 

of  you  all  now. 
In  Recompence  of  this  good,  dare  but  give  mc 
A  found  Knock  in  the  Battel  ? 

Jud  Delicate  Captain, 
To  do  thee  a  furticient  Recompence, 
rii  knock  thy  Brains  out.    Car.  Do  it.        [Brains  out 

Hen.  Thou  dar'ft  as  well  be  damn'd  :  Thou  knock  his 
Thou  Skin  of  Man  ^  Uncle,  I  will  not  hear  this. 

Jud.  Tie  up  your  Whelp. 

Hen.  Thou  kill  my  Uncle 
Would  I  had  but  a  Sword  for  thy  lake,  thou  dry'd  Dog. 

Car.  What  a  Mettle 
This  little  Vermin  carries. 

Hen.  Kill  mine  Uncle  ? 

Car.  He  fhall  not,  Child. 

Hen.  He  cannot;  he's  a  Rogue, 
An  only  eating  Rogue.    Kill  my  fweet  Uncle  ? 
Oh  that  I  were  a  Man.    Jud,  By  this  Wine,  which  I 

Will 
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Will  drink  to  Captain  Junius,  who  loves 

The  Queen's  moft  excellent  Majefty's  little  Daughter 

Moft  Iweetly,  and  moft  fearfully.  Til  do  it. 

Hen,  Uncle,  Pll  kill  him  with  a  great  Pin. 

Car,  No  more.  Boy. 
ril  pledge  thy  Captain :  To  ye  all  good  Fellows. 

2  Daugh,  In  love  with  me  ^  That  Love  fhall  coft  your 
Lives  all; 

Come  Sifter,  and  advife  me ;  I  have  here 
A  way  to  make  an  eafie  Conqueft  of  'em. 
If  Fortune  favour  me. 

Car,  Let's  fee  ye  fweat 
To  Morrow,  Blood  and  Spirit,  Boys,  this  Wine 
Turn'd  to  ftern  Valour. 

1  Sold.  Hark  ye,  Judas, 

If  he  ftiould  hang  us  after  all  this. 

Jud,  Let  him: 
I'll  hang  like  a  Gentleman,  and  a  Roman, 

Car,  Take  away  there,  they  have  enough* 

Jud.  Captain,  we  thank  you  heartily 
For  your  good  Cheer,  and  if  we  meet  to  Morrow, 
One  of  us  pays  for't. 

Car,  Get  'em  Guides,  their  Wine 
Has  over-mafter'd  'em. 

Enter  fecond  Daughter  and  a  Servant. 

2  Daugh,  That  hungry  Fellow 

With  the  red  Beard  there,  give  it  him,  and  this. 
To  fee  it  well  delivered. 

Car,  Farewel  Knaves ; 
Speak  nobly  of  us,  keep  your  Words  to  Morrow, 

Enter  a  Guide, 

And  do  fomething  worthy  your  Meat.   Go,  guide  'em, 
And  fee  'em  fairly  onward. 

Jud,  Meaning  me,  Sir.^ 

Serv,  The  fame. 
The  youngeft  Daughter  to  the  Queen  intreats  ye 
To  give  this  privately  to  Captain  Juniusy 
This  for  your  Pains. 

Jud. 
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Jud.  I  reft  her  humble  Servant, 
Commend  me  to  thy  Lady.    Keep  your  Files,  Boys.' 

Serv,  I  muft  inftrud:  ye  farther.  ^ 

Jud.  Keep  your  Files  there. 
Order,  fweec  Friends ;  Faces  about  now.  Guide.  Here,  Sir, 
Here  iyes  your  way.  Jud.  Blefs  the  Founders,  I  fay : 
Fairly,  good  Soldiers,  fairly  march  now  j  clofe.  Boys. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Suetonius,  Petillius,  Demetrius,  Decius,  and 
Macer. 

Suet.  Bid  me  be  wife,  and  keep  me  where  I  am. 
And  fo  be  fafe;  not  come,  becaufe  commanded  i 
Was  it  not  thus 

Macer.  It  was,  Sir. 

Pet.  What  now  think  ye  ? 

Suet.  Muft  come^  fo  heinous  to  him,  fo  diftafteful  ? 

Pet.  Give  me  my  Mony. 

Dem.  I  confefs  'tis  due,  Sir, 
And  prtfently  I'll  pay  it. 

Suet.  His  Obedience, 
So  blind  at  his  Years  and  Experience, 
It  cannot  find  where  to  be  tendred 

Macer.  Sir, 

The  Regiment  was  willing,  and  advanc'd  too. 
The  Captains  at  all  points  fteel'd  up;  their  Preparations 
Full  of  Refolve,  and  Confidence :  Youth  and  Fire, 
Like  the  fair  breaking  of  a  glorious  Day, 
Guilded  their  Phalanx ;  when  the  angry  Penius 
Stept  like  a  (tormy  Cloud  'twixt  them  and  hopes* 

Suet.  And  ftopt  their  Refolutions  ? 

Macer,  True  ;  his  Reafon 
To  them  was  odds,  and  odds  fo  infinite, 
Difcretion  durft  not  look  upon. 

Suet.  Weil  Penius, 
I  cannot  think  thee  Coward  yet ;  and  treacherous 
I  dare  not  think  ;  thou'ft  lopt  a  Limb  off  from  me ; 
And  let  it  be  thy  Glory,  thou  waft  ftubborn ; 
Thy  Wildom,  that  thou  left'ft  thy  General  naked: 

Yet 
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Yet  e'er  the  Sun  fet,  I  fliall  make  thee  fee. 

All  Valour  dwells  not  in  thee;  all  command 

In  one  Experience.    Thou'lt  too  late  repent  this, 

(23)  And  wirti,  I  muft  come  up,  had  been  thy  Blefllng. 

Pet.  Let's  force  him. 

Suet.  No,  by  no  means;  he's  a  Torrent 
We  cannot  eas'Jy  Item. 

Fet,  I  think,  a  Traitor. 

Suet.  No  ill  words ;  let  his  own  Shame  firft  revile  him. 
That  Wine  I  have,  fee  it,  Demetrius^ 
Diftributed  amongfl:  the  Soldiers, 
To  make  'em  high  and  lufty ;  when  that's  done, 
Petillius^  give  the  Word  through,  that  the  Eagles 
May  prefently  advance ;  no  Man  difcover. 
Upon  his  Life,  the  Enemies  full  Strength, 
But  make  it  of  no  V alue  :  Dedusj 
Are  your  ftarv'd  People  yet  come  home  ? 

Dec,  I  hope  fo. 

Suet,  Keep  'epi  in  more  Obedience :  This  is  no  Time 
To  chide,  I  could  be  angry  elfe,  and  fay  more  to  ye : 
But  come,  let's  order  all :  Whofe  Sword  is  fharpefl". 
And  Valour  equal  to  his  Sword  this  Day, 
Shall  be  my  Saint, 

Pet.  We  fhall  be  holy  all  then.  \_Exeuntl 

Enter  Judas  and  his  Company, 

Jud.  Captain,  Captain,  I've  brought  'em  ofF  again ; 
The  drunkenneft  Slaves. 

Dec.  — — — Confound  your  Roguefliips; 
I'll  call  the  General,  and  have  ye  hang'd  all. 

Jud,  Pray  who  will  you  command  then? 

Dec,  For  you.  Sirrah, 
That  are  the  Ring-Leader  to  thefe  Devices, 
Whofe  Maw  is  never  cram'd,  I'll  have  an  Engine, 

Jud,  A  Wench,  fweet  Captain. 

Dec,  Sweet  Judas ^  even  the  Forks, 
Where  ye  fhall  have  two  Li^ors  with  two  Whips 
Hammer  your  Hide. 

(23)  So  the  Folio  of  1647.    The  other  Copies  thus : 
And  wift,  ImuJ},  ^c. 

Jul 
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Jud.  Captain,  good  Words,  fair  Words, 
Sweet  Words,  good  Captain  ;  if  you  like  not  us, 
Farewel,  we  have  Employment. 

Bee.  Where  haft  thou  been? 

Jud,  There  where  you  dare  not  be  with  all  yourValour. 
Dee,  W  here's  that  ? 

Jud.  With  beft  good  Fellow  living.  < 

I  Sold,  The  King  of  all  good  Fellows. 

Bee,  Who's  that: 

Jud,  Caratacb, 
Shake  now,  and  fay,  we  have  done  fomething  worthy, 

Mark  me,  with  Caratacb:  By  this  Caratacb: 

Do  you  as  much  now  and  you  dare:  fweet  Caratacb, 
Ye  talk  of  a  good  Fellow,  of  true  drinking; 
Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  Caratacb:  befides  the  drink. 
Captain, 

The  braveft  running  Banquet  of  black  Puddings, 
Pieces  of  glorious  Beef. 

Dec,  How  fcap'd  ye  hanging  ? 

Jud.  Hanging's  a  t)og's  Death,  we  are  Gentlemen^ 
And  I  fay  ftill,  old  Caratacb, 

Dec.  Belike  then,  ' 
You  are  turn'd  Rebels  all. 

Jud,  We're  Roman  Boys  all. 
And  Boys  of  Mettle  :  I  muft  do  that,  Captain, 
This  Day,  this  very  Day. 

Dec,  Away,  ye  Rafcal, 

Jud,  Fair  words,  I  fay  again. 

Dec,  What  muft  you  do.  Sir? 

Jud,  I  muft  do  that  my  Heart-flrings  yern  to  do» 
But  my  word's  paft. 

Dec,  What  is  it  ? 

Jud,  Why,  kill  Caratacb, 
That's  all  he  ask'd  us  for  our  Entertainment, 

Dec,  More  than  you'll  pay. 

Jud.  Would  I  had  fold  myfelf 
Unto  the  Skin  I  had  not  promis'd  it ; 
For  fuch  another  Caratacb  — 

Dec,  Come  Fool, 
Have  ye  done  your  Country  Service  ? 

Jud. 
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JuL  I  have  brought  that 
To  Captain  "^Junius, 
Dec,  How  ? 

Jud,  I  think  will  do  all  : 
I  cannot  tell,  I  think  fo. 

Dec,  How  ?  to  Junius  ? 
I'll  more  enquire  of  this :  You'll  fight  now  ?  Jud.  Promife, 
Take  heed  of  promife.  Captain.  Dec,  Away,  and  rank 
then. 

Jud.  But  hark  ye,  Captain,  there  is  Wine  diftributing, 
I  would  fain  know  what  fhare  I  have.    Dec,  Be  gone. 
Ye  have  too  much.  Jud,  Captain,  no  Wine,  no  fighting. 
There's  one  call'd  Caratach  that  has  Wine.  DecY^d]^  Sir, 
If  you'll  be  rul'd  now,  and  do  well.    Jud.  Do  excellent. 

Dec.  Ye  lhall  have  Wine,  or  any  thing:  go  File, 
I'll  fee  ye  have  your  fhare :  drag  out  your  Dormife, 
And  ftow  'em  fomewhere,  where  they  may  lleep  hand- 
fomely. 

They'll  hear  a  hunt's-up  fhortly. 

Jud,  Now  I  love  thee  : 
But  no  more  Forks  nor  Whips. 

Dec,  Deferve  'em  not  then  : 
Up  with  your  Men,  I'll  meet  ye  prefently  ; 
And  get  'em  fober  quickly. 

Jud.  Arm,  arm.  Bullies, 
All's  right  again  and  ftraight ;  and  which  is  more, 
More  Wine,  more- Wine  :  Awake  ye  Men  of  Memphis^ 
Be  fober  and  difcreet,  we've  much  to  do.  Boys. 

[^ExeunL 


ACT  in.     SCENE  L 

Enter  a  MeJJenger, 

Mejf,  pRepare  there  for  the  Sacrifice,  the  Q^en  comes. 

^  [Mufick. 
Enter  in  Solemnity  the  Druids  finging^  the  fecond  Daughter 

ftrewing  Flowers  ;  then  Bonduca,  Nennius,  and  others. 
!  Bon,  Ye  powerful  Gods  of  Britain^  hear  our  Prayers ; 
Vol.  VI.  U  Hear 
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Hear  us  you  great  Revengers,  and  this  Day  ! 

Take  pity  from  our  Swords,  doubt  from  our  Valours  j 

Double  the  fad  Remembrance  of  our  Wrongs 

In  every  Breaft ;  the  Vengeance  due  to  thofe 

Make  infinite  and  endlefs :  on  our  Pikes 

This  day  pale  Terror  fit.  Horrors  and  Ruins 

Upon  our  Executions ;  claps  of  Thunder 

Hang  on  our  armed  Carts,  and  'fore  our  Troops 

Defpair  and  Death  ;  Shame  beyond  thefe  attend  *em. 

Rife  from  th^  Duft,  ye  Relicks  of  the  Dead, 

Whofe  noble  Deeds  our  (24)  holy  Druids  fing  5 

O  rife,  ye  valiant  Bones,  let  not  bafc  Earth 

(24)  — — .  holy  Druids Jingi'\  What  I  think  proper  to  be  faid  in 
relation  to  the  Druidesy  I  (hall  quote  from  Mr.  yones*s  Anfwers  to 
Mr.  Tate\  Qaellions,  in  Fo/,  i.  p.  187,  of  a  CoUedion  of  Mr.  To- 
land's  Pieces. 

I  fay,  that  Druides^  or  Druiday  is  a  Word  that  is  derived  from  thd 
Britijh  Word  Drudion^  being  the  Name  of  certain  wife,  difcreet, 
learned  and  religious  Perfons  among  the  Britdns.  Drudion  is  the  Plu- 
ral Number  of  this  Primitive  Word  Brud.  By  adding  ion  to  the 
Singular  Number,  you  make  the  Plural  of  it,  fecundum  formam  Bri- 
tannorum ;  Jic  Drud,  Drudion,  This  Primitive  Word  Drud  haf 
many  Significations.  One  Signification  is  Dial'wry  that  is  a  Revenger, 
or  one  that  redreffeth  Wrong,  for  fo  the  Jufticers  cali'd  Drudion, 
did  fupply  the  Place  of  Magittrates.  Another  Signification,  Krevlon, 
and  that  fignifies  Cruel  and  Mercilefs ;  for  they  did  execute  Juftice 
moft  righteoully,  and  punifhM  Offenders  moft  fcverely.  Drud  figni- 
fies alio  Glue  and  Prid,  thai  is.  Valiant  or  Hardy.  Drud  is  alfo  Dear 
or  Precious,  unde  <venit  Drudanieth,  which  is  Dearth.  Thefe  Drw 
dion,  among  the  Britons,  by  their  Office  did  determine  all  kind  of 
Matters,-  as  well  private  as  publick,  and  were  Jufticers  as  well  in  re- 
ligious Matters  and  Controverfies,  as  in  Law  Matters  and  Controver- 
fies,  for  Offences  of  Death  and  Title  of  Laws.  Thefe  did  the  Sacri- 
fices to  the  Heathen  Gods,  and  the  Sacrifices  could  not  be  made  with- 
out them,  and  they  did  forbid  Sao  ifices  to  be  done  by  any  Man  that 
did  not  obey  their  Decree  and  Sentence.  All  the  Arts,  Sciences, 
Learning.  Philofophy  and  Divinity  that  was  taught  in  the  Land, 
was  taugnt  by  them,  and  they  taught  by  Memory,  and  never  would 
that  their  Knowledge  and  Learning  fhould  be  put  in  Writing :  where- 
by when  they  were  luppi  ell  by  the  Emperor  of  Rome  in  the  Beginning 
of  Chrillianity,  their  Learning,  Arts,  Laws,  Sacrifices,  and  Govern- 
ments weie  ioit  and  excmguilh'd  here  in  this  Land  ;  fo  that  I  can  find 
no  moi  ^  mention  of  any  oi  their  Deeds  in  our  Tongue  than  1  havefct 
down,  but  that  they  dwelled  in  Rocks  and  Woods,  and  dark  Places; 
and  iomc  Places  in  our  Land  had  their  Names  from  them,  and  arc 
called  after  their  Namei>  10  this  Day. 
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Opprefi  your  Honours,  whilfl:  the  Pride  of  Rome 
Treads  on  your  Stocks,  and  wipes  out  all  your  Stories. 

Nen.  (25)  Thou  great  ^iranes^  whom  our  facred  Prieib, 
Armed  with  dreadful  Thunder,  (26)  place  on  high 
Above  the  reft  of  the  immortal  Gods, 
Send  thy  confuming  Fires,  and  deadly  Bolts, 
And  fhoot  *em  home ;  ftick  in  each  Roman  Heart 
A  fear  fit  for  Confufion  ;  blaft  their  Spirits, 
Dwell  in  'em  to  Deftrudion  5  through  their  Phalanx 
Strike,  as  thou  ftrik'ft  a  proud  Tree  •,  fhake  their  Bodies, 
Make  their  Strengths  totter,  and  their  toplefs  Fortunes 
Unroot,  and  reel  to  ruin, 

I  Daugh,  O  thou  God, 
Thou  feared  God,  if  ever  to  thy  Juftice 
Infulting  Wrongs,  and  Ravifhmcnts  of  Women, 
(Women  deriv'd  from  thee,)  (27)  the  Shames,  the  Suf- 
ferings 

Of  thofe  that  daily  fill'd  thy  Sacrifice 

With  Virgin  Incenfe,  have  Accefs,  now  hear  me ; 

Now  fnatch  thy  Thunder  up,  now  on  thefe  Romans^ 

Delpifers  of  thy  Power,  of  us  Defacers, 

Revenge  thyfelf;  take  to  thy  killing  Anger, 

To  malce  thy  great  Work  full,  thy  Juftice  %okcn. 

An  utter  rooting  from  this  bleffed  Ifle 

Of  what  Rome  is  or  has  been. 

Bon,  Give  more  Incenfe, 
The  Gods  are  deaf  and  droufy ;  no  happy  Flame 
Rifes  to  raifc  our  Thoughts :  Pour  on. 

(25)  Thou  great  Tiranes,]  Thus  wrote  our  Authors,  tho*  the  Anti- 
qnarians  of  latter  Days  have  not  followM  their  Example. 

Mr.  Samms  in  his  Britannia  Jxti^ui  iUufirata^  calls  this  God  TeramSs  : 
Poland  in  his  Rmains,  Taramzs  or  Tarams,  but  Mr.  Baxter  allows 
neither  the  one  or  the  other.  Jupiter  Tonans  vero  five  Tanarue 
Lucano  Taranis  Gallorum  lingua  dicitur.  Nam.  vitiofum  efie  Tarar' 
mist  Britannorum  hodierna  Kngaa  clariffimo  eft  argumento,  cui  Toniirua 
dicuntur  faraneu^  ut  fit  fingulari  namero  Taran.  Vid.  Glqfar.  Antiq. 
Britannic,  in  *mc,  Tanarus.  From  fo  great  a  choice  of  Names  as  I  hav© 
here  fenr'd  up,  the  Reader  may  take  which  pleaifcs  hir»  beft. 

(26)   place  on  high]  So  the  Edition  of  1647,  the  reft  placed. 

(27)  th£ir  Shames,']  The  reafon  why  Mr.  Sanjuard  and  myfelf  haV8 

receded  from  the  old  Reading  in  this  Place,,  it  tco  obvious  to  be  mcH- 
tion*d. 

YQU.YI.  Ua  iDaugb. 
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2Baugh,  See  Heav'n,  ^'^'^y^'^'^^'y  '  ^ 

And  all  you  Pow'rs  that  guide  us,-  fee,-  and  fhame) 
(2§)  We  kneer  fo  long  for  pity :  Over  your  Altars. 
(Since  'tis  no  light  Oblation  that  you  look  for,  '  ' 
No  Incenfe  Offerings)  nvill  I  hang  mine  Eyes  -     ' ^"^J   -  ^ 
And  as  I  .\7ear  th'efe  Stones  with  hourly  weeping,  , 
So  wiif-r  mek  your  Pow'rs  into  Compaflion. 
This  Tear  .'for  Profutagus  rhy  brave  Father  ;        .  . 
(Ye  Gods  nov/  think  on  Rome  ;)  this  for  my  Mother, 
And  all  her  Miferies ;  yet  fee,  and  fave  us  ; 
But  now  ye  mufl:  be  opcn-ey'd.  See,'Heav'n, 
Oh  fee  thy  Show'rs  ftol'n  from  thee  ;  our  Difhonours, 

•  [yf  Smoke  from  the  AltaVn. 
Oh  Sifter,  our  Diflicnburs :  Can  ye  be  Gods, 
And  thel^  Sins  fmother'd  ? 

Bon,  The  Fire  takes.  - 

Car,  It  does  lb,  . 
But  no  Flame  rifes.    Ceafe'your  fearful  Prayers, 
Your  Whiriings,'  and  your  tame  Petitions  ;  '  , 
The  Gods  love  Courage  arm'd  with  Confklence, 
And  Prayers  fit  to  pull  therh  down :  weak  Tears 
And  troubled  Hearts,  the  dull  Twins  of  cold  Spirits, 
They  fit  and  fmile  at.    Hear  how  I  f^lute  'em : 
(20")  Divine  /Indrajha,  thou  who  hold' ft  the  Reins 
Of  furious  Battels,  and  difdrder'd  War, 
And  proudly  row'ft  thy  fwarty  Charriot- wheels 
Over  the  heaps  of  Wounds  and  Carcafies, 
Sailing  through  Seas  of  Blood ;  thou  fure-fteerd  Stern- 
nefs,     .  , 

Give  us  this  Day  good  Hearts,  good  Enemies, 
Good  Blows  b'  both  fides.  Wounds  that  Fear  or  Flight 
Can  claim  no  Share  in  ;  fteel  us  both  with  Angers 

(28)  We  kneel  fo  long  for  pity  O'ver  your  Altars', 
Since  "'tis  no  light  Oblation  that  you  look  for. 

No  Incenfe  Offering,  woill  I  hang  my  Eyes ;]  This  pointing  ren- 
ders the  Senfe  greatly  confus'd  the  true  one  I  take  to  be  that  of  the 
Text.      •  , 

(29)  Divine  Andate,]  The  real  Name  of  this  Goddefs,  fays  Mr.  Bax- 
ter from  Xiphiliny  is  not  Andate  hut  Andraja  i  and  fo  I  have  ventured 
to  alter  the  Text. 

.  And 
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And  warlike  Executions  lit  thy  viewing  ; 

Let  Rome  put  on  her  belt  flrength,  and  thy  Brilainy 

Thy  little  Britainy  but  as  great  in  Fortune, 

Meet  her  as  ftrong  as  /he,  as  proud,  as  daring  \ 

And  then  look  on,  (30)  thou  Red-ey 'd  God :  who  does  beft. 

Reward  with  honour;  who  Defpair  makes  fly. 

Unarm  for  ever,  and  brand  with  Infamy  : 

Grant  this,  divine  Andrafta^  'tis  but  Juftice ; 

And  my  firft  blow  thus  on  thy  holy  Altar       flame  arifes, 

I  Sacrifice  unto  thee. 

Bon.  It  flames  out.  {^Muftch 

Car,  Nowfing,      Druids.  \Song. 

Bon.  It  is  out  again.  [more. 

Car.  (31)  Sh'as  giv'n  us  leave  to  fight  yet  j  we  ask  no 
The  refl:  hangs  in  our  Refolutions : 
Tempt  her  no  more. 

Bon.  I  would  know  farther,  Coufin. 

Car.  Her  hidden  meaning  dwells  in  our  endeavours. 
Our  Valours  are  our  beft  Gods,    Chear  the  Soldier, 
And  let  him  eat.    Mef.  He's  at  it,  Sir. 

Car.  Away  then ; 
When  he  has  done,  let's  March.  Come,  fear  not.  Lady, 
This  day  the  Roman  gains  no  more  ground  here. 
But  what  his  Body  lies  in. 

Bon.  Now  I'm  confident.          {Exeunt.  Recorders^  - 

S    C    E    N    E  II. 

Enter  Junius,  Curius,  and  Decius. 

Dec.  Wc  dare  not  hazard  it ;  befide  our  Lives, 
It  forfeits  all  our  Underftandings. 

Jun.  Gendemen, 
Can  ye  forfake  me  in  fo  jufl:  a  Service, 
A  Service  for  the  Common-wealth,  for  Honour  ? 

(30)   ^  thou  Red-efd  God:  ^  As  the  Greeks  ufe  Bih,  and  the 

Latins  Deus^  both  for  God  and  Goddefs ;  fo  our  Poets  here  have 
taken  the  fame  Liberty,  and  call  Andrafia  Red-ey  d  Gody  though  llie 
was  really  a  Goddefe. 

(3O  Thus  Mr.  77'^o3<j/</ reads  in  his  Margin  :  The  old  Reading 
is  H'has. 

U.3      ^  Read 
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Read  but  the  Letter    you  may  love  too. 

Dec,  Read  it; 
If  there  be  any  fafety  in  the  Circumftance, 
Or  likelihood  'tis  Love,  we  will  not  fail  ye. 
Read  it,  good  Curtus, 

Cur.  Willingly.    Juji,  Now  mark  it. 

Cur.  reads.  Health  to  thy  Heart,  my  honoured  Junius^ 
And  all  thy  Love  requited  :  I  am  thine, 
Thine  everlaftingly,  thy  Love  has  won  me, 
And  let  it  breed  no  doubt;  our  new  Acquaintance 
Compels  this,  'tis  the  Gods  decree  to  blels  us. 
The  Times  are  dangerous  to  meet,  yet  fail  not; 
By  all  the  Love  thou  bear'ft  me  I  conjure  thee. 
Without  diftruft  of  danger,  to  come  to  me  ; 
For  I  have  purposed  a  delivery 
Both  of  mylelf  and  Fortune  this  bleft  Day 
Into  thy  Hands,  if  thou  think'ft  good  :  To  fhew  thec. 
Hov7  infinite  my  Love  is,  ev'n  my  Mother 
Shall  be  thy  Prifoner,  the  Day  yours  without  hazard  j 
For  I  beheld  your  Danger  like  a  Lover, 
A  juft  affedler  of  thy  Faith  :  Thy  Goodnefs, 
I  know,  will  ufe  us  nobly  ;  and  our  Marriage, 
If  not  redeem,  yet  leflTen  Rome^s  Ambition. 
I'm  weary  of  thefe  Mis'ries :  Ufe  my  Mother, 
(If  you  intend  to  take  her)  with  all  Honour, 
And  let  this  Difobedience  to  my  Parents 
Be  laid  on  Love,  not  me.    Bring  with  thee,  Junius^ 
Spirits  refolv'd  to  fetch  me  off,  the  noblefl. 
Forty  will  ferve  the  turn  ;  juft  at  the  joining 
Of  both  the  Battels,  we'll  be  weakly  guarded; 
And  for  a  Guide,  within  this  Hour  lhall  reach  thec 
A  faithful  Friend  of  mine  :  The  Gods,  my  JuniuSj 
Keep  thee,  and  me  to  ferve  thee  ;  young  Bonvica. 

Cur.  This  Letter  carries  much  Belief,  (32)  and  moft 
Objedlions  anfwer'd,  we  muft  have  doubted. 

(22)  .  and  TKofi  OhjeSiiens 

Anjhx)£r''d,  nve  Tnuji  have  doubted.  ]  This  is  not  Grammar, 
.without  being  made  an  imperfedl  Sentence;  But  I  believe  the  Original 
run  thus, 

'  and  ihofe  Ohje8ions 

Jfjfixersj  -v:e  mjt/i  ka^-t  doultfd. 

Dec. 
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Dec.  Is  that  Fellow  come  to  ye  for  a  Guide  yet  ? 
Jun,  Yes.    Dec,  And  examin'd  ? 
Jun,  Far  more  than  that,  he  has  felt  Tortures,  yet 
He  vows  he  knows  no  more  than  this  Truth. 
Dec,  Strange. 

Cur,  If  flie  mean  what  (he  writes,  as't  may  be  probable, 
'Twill  be  the  happieft  vantage  we  can  lean  to. 

Jun,  I'll  pawn  my  Soul  (he  means  Truth, 

Dec,  Think  an  Hour  more, 
Then  if  your  Confidence  grow  ftronger  on  ye. 
We'll  fet  in  with  ye.    Jun,  Nobly  done,  I  thank  ye: 
Ye  know  the  time.    Cur,  We  will  be  either  ready 
To  give  ye  prefent  Counfel,  or  join  with  ye. 

Enter  Suetonius,  Petillius,  Demetrius,  and  Macer. 

'Jun,  No  more,  as  ye  are  Gentlemen.  The  Gen'rai 

Suet,  Draw  out  apace,  the  Enemy  waits  for  us  \ 
Are  ye  all  ready  ? 

Jun,  All  our  Troops  attend.  Sir. 

Suet,  I'm  glad  to  hear  you  fay  fo,  Junius^ 
I  hope  you're  difpoflell. 

Jun,  I  hope  fo  too,  Sir  ? 

Suet,  Continue  fo.    And  Gentlemen,  to  you  now  j 
To  bid  you  fight  is  needlefs,  ye  are  Romans^ 
The  Name  will  fight  itfelf ;  to  tell  ye  who 
You  go  to  fight  againft,  his  Power,  and  Nature, 
But  lofs  of  time  ;  (^33)  Ye  know  it,  know  it  poor. 
And  oft  have  made  it  fo.   To  tell  ye  farther. 
His  Body  ihows  more  dreadful  than  it  has  done. 
To  him  that  fears,  lefs  poflible  to  deal  with. 
Is  but  to  flick  more  Honour  on  your  Actions, 

Or 

 and  thofe 

OhjeSlions  anfwers,  *which  nve  muft  ha<ve  doubted. 
The  Former  makes  the  following  Verfes  moil  compleat. 

T.  Senvard. 

(33)   yet^Kow//,]   yiT.7heohaldy  Mr.  Senvard  and  myfelf, 

all  concurred  in  this  flight  Alteration  of  the  Text :  Not  that  I  fhouid 
have  taken  notice  of  fo  fmall  a  Matuer,  but  out  of  a  Defire  iha:  the 
World  ftiould  know  the  very  minuteft  thing  that  Mr.  Theobald  had 
done  in  his  intended  Edition  of  our  Authors. 

U  4  Load 
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Load  ye  with  virtuous  Names,  and  to  your  Memories 

Tye  never-dying  Time,  and  Fortune  conftant. 

Go  on  in  full  afTurance,  draw  your  Swords 

As  daring  and  as  confident  as  Juftice  ; 

The  Gods  of  Rome  fight  for  ye ;  loud  Fame  calls  ye, 

Pitch'd  on  the  toplefs  Apenine^  and  blows 

To  all  the  under  World,  all  Nations,  [dwells  i 

The  Seas,  and  unfrequented  Defarts,  where  the  Snow 

Wakens  the  ruin'd  Monuments^  and  there 

Where  nothing  but  eternal  Death  and  Sleep  is. 

Informs  again  the  dead  Bones.    With  your  Virtues, 

Go  on,  I  fay  :  Valiant  and  Wife,  rule  Heav'n, 

And  all  the  great  afpeds  attend  'em.    Do  but  blow 

Upon  this  Enemy,  who,  but  that  we  want  Foes, 

Cannot  deferve  that  Name  ;  and  like  a  Mift, 

A  lazy  Fog,  before  your  burning  Valours 

You'll  find  him  fly  to  nothing ;  this  is  all, 

We've  Swords,  and  are  the  Sons  of  antient  Romans^ 

Heirs  to  their  endlefs  Valours,  fight  and  Conquer. 

Dec.  Dem.  It  is  done. 

Pet,  That  Man  that  loves  not  this  Day, 
And  hugs  not  in  his  Arms  the  noble  Danger, 
May  he  die  famelefs  and  forgot.    Suet.  Sufficient, 
Up  to  your  Troops,  and  let  your  Drums  beat  Thunder, 
March  clofe,  and  fudden  like  a  Tempeft  :  All  Execu- 
tions [March, 
Done  without  fparklingof  the  Body;  keep  your  Phalanx 
Sure  Iin*d,  and  piec'd  together,  your  Pikes  forward. 
And  fo  march  like  a  moving  Fort ;  e'er  this  Day  run. 
We  fhall  have  ground  to  add  to  Rome^  well  won.  [Exeunt.  - 


Nen,  The  Roman  is  advanced  ;  from  yond'  Hills  brow 
We, may  behold  him,  Caratach,  [A  March. 

Car,  Let's  thither,  [Drums  within  at  one  place  afar  off, 
I  fee  the  Duft  fly.    Now  I  fee  the  Body, 


SCENE  III. 


Enter  Caratach   and  Nennius. 


Obferve  'errj,  'Nennius^  by 


a  handfome  Body, 


And 
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And  of  a  few,  ftrongly  and  wifely  jointed  : 
Suetonius  is  a  Soldier.   Nen.  As  1  take  it. 
That's  he  that  gallops  by  the  Regiments, 
Viewing  their  Preparations.    Car.  Very  likely, 
Pie  fhews  no  lefs  than  General ;  fee  how  bravely 
The  Body  moves,  and  in  the  Head  how  proudly 
The  Captains  ftick  like  Plumes  ;  he  comes  apace  on  j 
Good  Nennius  go,  and  bid  my  ftout  Lieutenant 
Bring  on  the  firft  fquare  Body  to  oppofe  *em. 
And  as  he  Charges,  open  to  inclofe  'em  ; 
The  Queen  move  next  with  hers,  and  wheel  about, 
To  gain  their  Backs,  in  which  I'll  lead  the  Vanguard. 
We  lhall  have  bloody  Crowns  this  Day,  I  fee  by 't ; 
Hade  thee  good  Nennius^  I'll  follow  inlbntly. 

[^Exit  Nennius. 

How  clofe  they  march,  as  if  they  grew  together  ?  [^Marcb. 
No  place  but  lin'd  ahke,  fure  from  Oppreflion ; 
They  will  not  change  this  Figure ;  we  muft  charge  'em. 
And  charge  'em  home  at  both  Ends,  Van  and  Rear. 

[^Drums  in  another  place  afar  off. 
They'll  never  totter  elfe.   I  hear  our  Mufick, 
And  muft  attend  it :  Hold  good  Sword,  but  this  Day, 
And  bite  hard  where  I  hound  thee,  and  hereafter 
I'll  make  a  Relick  of  thee,  for  young  Soldiers 
To  come  like  Pilgrims  to,  and  kifs  for  Conquefts.  [£.v//,  ^ 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Junius,  Curius,  and  Decius. 

Jun.  Now  is  the  time,  the  Fellow  ftays.   Bee,  What 
think  ye  ? 

Cur,  I  think 'tis  true.  Jun,  Alas,  if 'twere  a  Queftion, 
If  any  doubt  or  hazard  fell  into't. 
D'ye  think  mine  own  Difcretion  fo  felf-blind. 
My  care  of  you  fo  naked,  to  run  headlong  ? 

Dec.  Let's  take  Petiilius  with  us.    Jun,  By  no  means : 
He's  never  wife  but  to  himfelf,  not  courteous,  ' 
But  where  the  end's  his  own  j  we're  ftrong  enough. 
If  not  too  many.    Behind  yonder  Hill 
The  Fellow  tells  me  fhe  attends,  weak  guarded. 

Her 


) 
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Her  Mother  and  her  Sifter.    Cur.  I  would  venture. 
Jm.  We  fliall  notftrike  five  Blows  for'tj  weigh  the 
good. 

The  general  good  may  come.  Dec,  Away,  PJl  with  ye. 
But  with  what  doubt  ?  Jun,  Fear  not,  my  Soul  for  all. 

\Exeunt^ 

\Alarms^  Brums  and  'Trumpets  in  feveral  Places  afar 
offy  as  at  a  main  Battel, 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Drufus  and  Penius  above, 

Dru.  Here  ye  may  fee  *em  all.  Sir ;  from  this  Hill 
The  Country  fhews  off  level.    Fen.  Gods  defend  me. 
What  Multitudes  they  are,  what  Infinites  ? 
The  Roman  Power  fhews  like  a  (34)  little  Star 
Hedged  with  a  double  Halo.    Now  the  Knell  Rings, 

[Loud  Shouts. 
Hark  how  they  fhout  to  th*  Battel,  how  the  Air 
Totters  and  reels,  and  rends  apieces,  Drufas^ 
With  the  huge  vollied  Clamours. 

Dru.  Now  they  charge, 
Oh  Gods,  of  all  fides,  fearfully. 

Pen.  Little  Rome. 
Stand  but  this  growing  Hydra  one  fliort  Hour, 
And  thou  hail  ouc-done  Hercules.    Dru,  The  Duft 
Hides  'em,  we  cannot  fee  what  follows.  Pen.  They're  gone. 
Gone,  fwallow'd,  Drufus^  this  eternal  Sun 
Shall  never  fee  *em  march  more.' 

Dru.  O  turn  this  way. 
And  fee  a  Model  of  the  Field,  fome  forty, 
Againft  four  hundred. 

Pen.  Well  fought,  bravely  followed  ; 
O  nobly  charg'd  again,  charg'd  home  too :  Drufus^ 

(34)  ^i^^^^  ^^^^ 

Hedged  ^ith  a  ^<7a^/^  Hollow.]  Thus  the  Odavo  of  1711-: 
The  Folio  of  1679 has  fW/^?,  that  of  1647  Halloa;  which  laft  lead 
me  to  Conje6lure  the  real  Word  was  Halo,  a  well  known  Term  in 
Aflronomy,  and  to  my  great  Pleafare  I  found  afterward,  Mr.  Theobald 
had  placM  this  very  Correction  in  his  Margin. 

They 


BONDUCA.  315 

i  They  feem  to  carry  it  5  now  they  charge  alJ,  {Loud  Shouts. 
Clofe,  clofe,  I  (ay  ;  they  follow  it :  Ye  Gods, 
Can  there  be  more  in  Men  ?  More  daring  Spirits  ? 
Still  they  make  good  their  Fortunes.  Now  they're  gone  too. 
For  ever  gone  ;  fee  Drufus  at  their  Backs 
A  fearful  Ambufli  rifes.    Farewel  Valours, 
Excellent  Valours  :  O  Rome^  where's  thy  Wifdom  ? 

Dm,  They're  gone  indeed,  Sir. 

Pen,  Look  out  toward  the  Army, 
Tm  heavy  with  thefc  Slaughters.  Dru.  *Tis  the  fame  ftill, 
Cover'd  with  Duft  and  Fury. 

Enter  the  two  Daughters^  with  Junius,  Curius,  Decius, 

and  Soldiers^ 

2  Daugh,  Bring  'em  in, 
!  Tie  'em,  and  then  unarm  'em.  i  Daugh,  Valiant  Romans^ 
Ye  are  welcome  to  your  Loves.  2  Daugh,  Your  Death?, 
Fools. 

Dec,  We  defer ve  'em,  and  Women  do  your  worft. 

1  Daugh.  Ye  need  not  beg  it. 

2  Daugh,  Which  is  kind  Junius  P  Ser.  This. 
2  Daugh.  Are  you  my  Sweet-heart  ? 

It  looks  ill  on't ;  how  long  is't,  pretty  Soul, 

Since  you  and  1  firft  lov'd  ?  Had  we  not  reafon 

To  doat  extreamly  upon  one  another  ? 

How  does  my  Love  ?  This  is  not  he ;  my  Chicken 

Could  prate  finely,  fing  a  Love-fong.  Jun.  Monfter— — 

2  Daugh,  Oh,  now  it  Courts. 

Jun,  Arm'd  with  more  Malice 
Than  he  that  got  thee  has,  the  DeviL   2  Daugh.  Good. 
Proceed,  fweet  Chick.  Jun,  I  hate  thee,  that's  my  lafl:. 

2  Daugh,  Nay,  and  ye  love  me,  forward:  No  ?  Come 
Siltcr, 

Let's  prick  our  Anfwers  on  our  Arrows  Points, 
And  make  'em  laugh  a  litde.    Ye  damn'd  Leachers, 
Ye  proud  improvident  Fools,  have  we  now  caught  ye  ? 
Are  ye  i'th*  Noofe  ?  Since  ye're  fuch  loving  Creatures, 
We'll  be  your  Cupids  :   Do  ye  fee  thefe  Arrows  ? 
W'^'ll  fend  them  to  your  wanton  T,iv^»*c.  Goats. 


I  Daugb» 
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1  Baugh,  O  how  I'll  trample  on  your  Hearts,  ye  Villain: 
Ambitious  falt-itch  Slaves :  Rome^s  mafter  Sins, 

The  mountain  Rams  topt  your  hot  Mothers. 

2  Baugh.  Dogs, 

To  whole  brave  Founders  a  fait  Whore  gave  fuck  5 
Thieves,  Honour's  Hangmen,  do  ye  grin  ?  Perdition 
Takeme  for  ever,  if  in  my  (35)  fell-anger,  {EnterQzxdii^ch. 
I  do  not  but-do  all  Example. 

Car,  Where, 
Where  are  thefe  Ladies  ?  Ye  keep  noble  Quarter, 
Your  Mother  thinks  ye  dead  or  taken,  upon  which 
She  will  not  move  her  Battel.    Sure  thefe  Faces 
I  have  beheld  and  known,  they're  Roman  Leaders^ 
How  came  they  here  ? 

2  Daugh.  A  trick.  Sir,  that  we  us'd, 
A  certain  Policy  conduced  'em 
Unto  our  Snare :    We've  done  ye  no  fmall  fervice; 
*  Thefe  us'd  as  we  intend,  we  are  for  th'  Battel. 

Car,  As  you  intend  ?  Taken  by  Treachery  I 

1  Daugh,  Is't  not  allow'd  ? 

Car,  Thofe  that  Ihould  gild  our  Conqueft^ 
Make  up  a  Battel  worthy  of  our  winning, 
Catch'd  up  by  Craft  ? 

2  Daugb.  By  any  means  that's  lawful. 

Car,  A  Woman's  Wifdom  in  our  Triumphs  ?  Out, 
Out  ye  Sluts,  ye  Follies ;  from  our  Swords 
Filch  our  slevenges  bafely  ?  Arm  again.  Gentlemen  : 
Soldiers,  I  charge  ye  help  'em. 

z  Daugh.  By   ■  Uncle,  ■ 

We  will  have  Vengeance  for  our  Rapes. 

Car.  By-  —  [there. 

You  ftiould  have  kept  your  Legs  clofe  then :  Difpatqh 

I  Daugh.  I  will  not  off  thus. 

Car,  He  that  ftirs  to  Execute, 

(35)   (eUanger,']  ^//,  as  I  have  corre£led  the  Text, 

and  as  Mr.  Seaward  likewife  reads,  is  undoubtedly  the  genuine  Leftten  : 
'Tis,.as  he  farther  obferves,  an  Epithet  the  Poets  ufe  a  little  lower,  \n 
the  fine  Defcription  of  Deftruftion. 

'fill  Dejiruciion 
Lqfies  his  fiery  Horff,, 

Or 
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Or  flie,  though't  be  yourfelves,  by  him  that  got  me. 
Shall  quickly  feel  mine  Anger  ;  one  great  Day  given  us 
Not  to  be  fnatch'd  out  of  our  Hands  but  bafeJy ;  * 
And  we  muft  fhame  the  Gods  from  whence  we'have  it 
With  fetting  Snares  for  Soldiers  ?  I'll  run  away  firfl:  ' 
Be  hooted  at,  and  Children  call  me  Coward,  ' 
Before  I  fet  up  (36)  Stales  for  Vidories ;    [the  Women 
Give  'em  their  Swords.   2  Baugh,  O  Gods.  Car,  BearofF 
Unto  their  Mother.  2  Baugh.  One  Shot,  gentle  UncJe 
Car.  One  cut  her  Fiddle-ftring :  Bear  *em  ofF.  1  fa/ 
I  Daugh.  The-         take  this  Fortune. 
Car,  Learn  to  Spin, 
And  curfe  your  knotted  Hemp;  Go  Gentlemen, 

en        «^  rr.  lExeunt  Daughters. 

Safely  go  off,  up  to  your  Troops ;  be  wifer, 

There  thank  me  like  tall  Soldiers :  I  fhall  feek  ye. 

[^Exit  Caratach 

Cur.  A  noble  worth.    Dec.  Well  Junius. 

Jun.  Pray  ye  no  more. 

Cur.  He  blufhes,  do  not  load  him. 

Dec.  Where's  your  Love  now  ?      [Drums  load  again. 

Jun.  Puff,  there  it  flies :  Come,  let's  redeem  our  Follies. 
A    1     o.  t^^^^^^  Junius,  Curius  Decius". 

Dru.  Awake,  Sir  5  yet  the  Roman  Body's  whole 
I  fee  -em  clear  again.    Pen.  Whole  ?  'tis  not  poffible  - 

Drufus,  they  mult  be  loft.  Dru.  By  they're  whole  Sir 

And  in  brave  doing ;  fee  they  wheel  about  '  ' 

To  gain  more  Ground. 

Pen,  But  fee  there,  Drufus,  fee. 
See  that  huge  Battel  moving  from  the  Mountains, 
Their  gilt  Coats  (liinc  like  Dragons  Scales,  their  March 
J-ike  a  rough  tumbling  Storm  ^  fee  them,  and  view  'em, 

U-^'-"^  Sca!es/.rr;V7..-;V.:]  This  Reading  has  neither 
Senle  nor  Meaning  as  mult  be  obvious  to  every  careful  Reader  taZ 
as  I  have  alter'd  the  Text,  bids  Ihireil  for  the  Authors  Reading  And 
m  Confirmation  of  this  Corredion  J  muft  add,  that  the  fSxDref 
4on  occurs  in  Wild-goofe  Chace,  Ad  3.  i^-xprel- 
Lil.  Biancha  fays  to  Pinac,  * 
Inx^illnot/ay,  1  on»e  f  a  parrel,  Monfieur, 
tor  making  7ne  your  Stale. 
Mr.  ^t^ard  too  fenc  me  this  very  Correaion. 

And 
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And  then  fee  Rome  no  more    fay  they  fail,  look, 
Look  where  the  armed  Carts  ftand  ;  a  new  Army. 
Look  how  they  hang  like  falling  Rocks,  as  murdering 
Death  rides  in  Triumph,  Drufus :  Fell  Deftruftion 
Lafhes  his  fiery  Horfe,  and  round  about  him 
His  many  thoufand  ways  to  let  out  Souls. 
Move  me  again  when  they  charge,  when  the  Mountain 
Meks  under  their  hot  Wheels,  and  from  their  Ax'trees 
Huge  Claps  of  Thunder  plough  the  G(Ound  before  'em, 
•Till  then  I'll  dream  what  Rome  was. 

Enter  Suetonius,  Petillius,  Demetrius,  and  Macer. 
Suet.  O bravely  fought;  Honour  'till  now  (^y)  ne'er 
fhowM 

Her  golden  Face  i'th*  Field.    Like  Lions,  Gentlemen, 
You've  held  your  Heads  up  this  Day.    Where's  young 
Junius^ 

Curius  and  Decius  ?  Pet,  Gone  to  Heav'n,  I  think.  Sir. 
Suet.  Their  Worths  go  with  'cm  :    Breath  awhile : 
How  do  ye  ? 

Pet.  Well,  (38)  fome  fewfcurvy  Wounds,  my  Heart's* 
whole  yet. 

Dem.  Would  they  would  give  us  more  Ground. 
Suet.  Give  ?  we'll  have  it. 

Pet.  Have  it  ?  and  hold  it  too,  defpight  o'th'  Devil. 

Enter  Junius,  Decius  and  Curius. 
Jun.  (39)  Lead  up  to  th*  Head,  and  Line  fure ;  the 
Queen's  Battel 

(37)  ne*er  Jhoiu'd 

Her  golden  Fate  rth'  Field."]  Mr.  Seaward  join'd  with  me  ilf 
the  prefient  Reading,  the  bare  Mention  of  which  carries  its  own  Con- 
vi6lion  with  it,  and  requires  no  farther  Elucidation  or  Confirmation. 

(38)  — ~  fome  fenjo  fcur^y  Wounds,]  I  can't  help  thinking,  but 
fomething  is  wanting  tocompleat  the  Senfe:  I  would  propofe  infert- 
ing  the  Word  except  after  Wounds,  thus. 

Well,  fome  fe'w  fcur^y  Wounds  except,  my  Heart'' s  whole  yet. 

(39)  Lead  up  to  th*  Head  and  Line',  fure  the  keen's,  &c.]  Mr.  Se- 
nvard  propcsM  once  to  read  thus, 

Lead  up  to  th"*  Head  and  Line^  Sirs ;  the  ^eet^Sy  &C. 
which  is  ingenious;  but  not  actjuielcing  in  this  Variation,  he  only 
alters  with  me  the  Punduation,  as  in  the  prefent  Text,  which  gives 
compleat  Senfe,  without  any  CorreAion  at  all. 

Begins 
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Begins  to  charge  like  Wild-fire.  Where's  the  General  ? 

Suet.  Oh,  they  are  living  yet.  Come  my  brave  Soldiers, 
Come,  let  me  pour  Rome^s  Blefling  on  ye;  live. 
Live,  and  lead  Armies  all :  Ye  bleed  hard.    Jun,  Bcft: 
We  fhall  appear  the  fterner  to  the  Foe. 

Dec,  More  Wounds,  more  Honour, 

Pet,  Lofe  no  time.    Suet.  Away  then. 
And  (land  this  Shock,  and  ye  have  flood  the  World. 

Pet,  We'll  grow  to't.    Is  not  this  better  than  lowfie 
Joving  ? 

Jun,  I  am  myfelf,  Petillius. 

Pet.  (40)  'Tis  now  I  love  thee.       lExeunt  Romans.' 
Enter  Bonduca,  Caratach,  Daughters  and  Nennius. 

Car.  Charge  'em  i'th'  Flanks :  O  ye  have  plaid  the  Fool, 
The  Fool  extremely,  the  mad  Fool.  Bon.  Why  Coufin  ? 

Car.  The  Woman  Fool.  Why  did  you  give  the  Word 
Unto  the  Carts  to  charge  down,  and  our  People 
In  grofs  before  the  Enemy  ?  We  pay  for't, 
Our  own  Swords  cut  our  Throats :  Why  ?  —  on't  j 
Why  do  you  offer  to  command  ^  The  Devil, 
The  Devil,  and  his  Dam  too ;  who  bid  you 
Meddle  in  Mens  Affairs  i 

Bon.  I'll  help  all  Car.  Home,    [Exeunt  ^een^  i^c. 
Home  and  fpin,  Woman,  fpin,  go  fpin,  ye  trifle. 
Open  before  there,  or  all's  ruin'd.  How,     [^Shouts  withinl 
Now  comes  the  Tempeft  on  ourfelves,  by— ~ 

[ViSforia  within^ 

O  Woman,  fcurvy  Woman,  beaftly  Woman.  [ExeunU 
Dru.  Fi^oria^  Vi&oria.  Pen.  How*s  that,  Drufus  ? 
Bru.  They  win,  they  win,  they  win  >  oh  look,  look, 
look.  Sir, 

For  Heav'n's  fake  look,  the  Brltains  fly,  the  Britains  fly. 
VitloYia. 

Enter  Suetonius,  Soldiers  and  Captains. 
Suet.  Soft,  foft,  purfue  it  foft ;  excellent  Soldiers, 

(40)  *7V/  I  love  thee,"]  So  the  former  Copies.  Mr.  Seuuard  and 
xnyteh  agreed  in  filling  up  the  Deficiency  of  the  Senfe  by  the  Infer- 
tioa  0^  fiQuu  into  the  pr«fent  Text. 

Clofc 
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Clofe,  my  brave  Fellows,  honourable  Romans  : 
Oh  cool  thy  Mettle,  Junius^  they  are  ours. 
The  World  cannot  redeem  'em  ;  H^rn  Petilli us. 
Govern  die  Conqueft  nobly.    Soft,  good  Soldiers*^ 

[^Exeunt, 

Enter  Bonduca,  Daughters  and  Britains.  | 
Bon,  Shame,  whither  flie  ye,  ye  unlucky  Britains  ? 
Wiir  ye  creep  into  your  Mothers  Wombs  again  ?  Back 
Cowards. 

Hares,  fearful  Hares,  Doves  in  your  Angers ;  leave  mc  ? 
Leave  your  Queen  defolate  ^  her  haplefs  Children, 

Enter  Caratach  and  Hengo. 

To  Romm  Rape  again,  and  Fury  ? 

Car,  Fly,  ye  Buzzards, 
Ye've  Wings  enough,  ye  fear  j  get  thee  gone  Woman, 

[Loud  Shout  within. 
Shame  tread  upon  thy  Heels  5  all's  loft,  all's  loft  5  hark. 
Hark  how  the  Romans  ring  our  Knells.  [Exit  Bond.  C^c, 

Hen.  Good  Uncle, 
Let  me  go  too.    Car,  No  Boy,  (40)  thy  Fortune's  mine^ 
I  muft  not  leave  thee ;  get  behind  me  j  fhake  not, 

Enter  Petillius,  Junius,  and  Decius. 

I'll  breech  ye,  if  ye  do.  Boy :  Come,  brave  Romans^  «| 
All  is  not  loft  yet.  ^ 

Jun,  Now  I'll  thank  thee,  Caratach.    [Fight,  DrumsM 

Car,  Thou  art  a  Soldier ;  ftrike  home,  home,  have  at  ye. 

Pen,  His  Blows  fall  like  huge  Sledges  on  an  Anvil. 

Dec,  I'm  weary.    Pet,  So  am  I. 

Car,  Send  more  Swords  to  me. 

Jun.  Let's  fit  and  reft.  [Sit  down. 

Dru,  What  think  ye  now  ?  Pen.  O  Drufus, 
I've  loft  mine  Honour,  loft  my  Name,  loft  all 
That  was  my  Light :  Thefe  are  true  Romans,  and  I 
A  Britain  Coward,  a  bafe  Coward  j  guide  me 

(41)   the  Fortune's  mi  fie,  ]  So  the  other  Copies.  Mr.  Seaward 

?greed  with  me  in  corre(^^ing  the  Place,  as  I  have  done,  in  this  pre- 
ient  Edition. 

Where 
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Where  nothing  is  but  Defolation, 

That  I  may  never  more  behold  the  Face 

Of  Man,  or  Mankind  know  me:  O  bhnd  Fortune, 

Haft  thou  abus'd  mc  thus  ? 

Dru,  Good  Sir,  be  comforted  ; 
It  was  your  Wifdom  rul'd  ye ;  pray  ye  go  home. 
Your  Day  is  yet  to  come,  when  this  great  Fortune 
Shall  be  but  Foil  unto  it.  ^  [Retrm, 

Pen.  Fool,  Fool,  Coward.  Penius  W  Drufus. 

£»/^r  Suetonius,  Demetrius,  Soldiers^  Brum  and  Colours, 

Suet,  Draw  in,  draw  in :  Well  have  you  fought,  and 
worthy 

Rme^s  noble  Recompencc,    Look  to  your  Wounds, 

The  Ground  is  cold  and  hurtful :  The  proud  Queen 

Has  got  a  Fort,  and  there  Ihe  and  her  Daughters 

Defie  us  once  again.    To-morrow  Morning 

We'll  feek  her  out,  and  make  her  know,  our  Fortunes 

Stop  not  at  flubborn  Walls ;  Come,  Sons  of  Honour,  ' 

True  Virtue's  Heirs ;  thus  hatch'd  with  Britain  Blood, 

Let's  march  to  reft,  and  fet  in  Gules  like  Suns, 

Beat  a  foft  March,  and  each  one  eafe  his  Neighbours. 

[Exeunt. 


A  C  T    IV.     8  C  E  N  E  1. 

Enter  Petillius,  Junius,  Decius,  Demetrius  finging. 

Pet.  cMOOTH  was  his  Cheek,, 

.Dec.  And  his  Chin  it  was  fieek^ 

Jun.  With  who  op  ^  he  has  done  wooing. 

Dem.  Junius  was  this  Captain^ s  Name^ 
A  had  for  a  Lajfes  viewing. 

Pet.  -Full  black  his  Eye ^  and  plump  his  Thigh ^ 

Dec.  Made  up  for  Love'*s  pur  filing : 

Dem.,  Smooth  was  his.  Cheeky 

Pet.  And  his  Chin  it  was  fleek. 

Jun.  tVith  whoops  he  has  done  weeing. 
Vol.  VI.  X  Pet. 
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Pet,  O  my  vex'd  Thicf^  art  thou  come  homeagaift? 

Are  thy  Brains  perfecft  ?, 

Jun.  Sound  as  Bells. 

Pet,  Thy  Back- Worm 
Quiet,  and  cafi:  his  Stingy  Boy  ? 

Jun,  Dead,  Petilliusi 
Dead  to  all  Folly,  and  now  my  Afigef  only. 

Pet,  Why,  that's  well  faid  ;  hang  Cupid  md.  his  QuiVcf, 
A  drunken  brawling  Boy  :  TBy  honour'd  Saint 
Be  thy  ten  Shillings,  Jtinius ;  there's  the  Mony, 
And  there's  the  Ware:   Square  dealing ;  This  but  fweati 
thee 

(42)  Like  a  Nefli  Nag,  and  makes  thee  look  pin-but- 
tock'd ; 

The  other  runs  thee  whining  up  and  down 
Like  a  Pig  in  a  Storm,  fills  thy  Brains  full  of  Madnefs,^ 
And  fhews  thee  like  a  long  Lent^  thy  brave  Body 
Turn'd  to  a  Tail  of  green  Filb  without  Butter. 

Bee,  W^hen  thou  lov'ft  next,  love  a  good  Cup  of  Wine, 
A  Miftrefs  for  a  King,  flie  leaps  to  kifs  thee, 
Her  Red  and  White's  her  own ;  flie  makes  good  Bloody 
Takes  none  away :  What  flie  heats  Sleep  can  help. 
Without  a  groping  Surgeon. 

Jun,  I  am  counfel'd. 
And  henceforth,  when  I  doat  again,  —  Bern.  Take  heed, 
Y'had  almoft  paid  for't. 

Pet,  Love  no  more  great  Ladies, 
Thou  can'ft  not  ftep  amifs  then;  there's  no  delight  in  *em  t 
All's  in  the  whittling  of  their  fnatcht  up  Silks, 
They're  only  made  for  handfom'e  View,  not  handling, 
Their  Bodies  of  fo  weak  and  wafli  a  Temper, 
A  rough-pac'd  Bed  will  fliake  'em  all  to  pieces :  • 
A  tough  Hen  pulls  their  Teeth  out,  tires  their  Souls  j 
Plen^  rimarum  funt^  they're  full  of  Rennet, 
And  take  the  Skin  off  whete  they're  tailed :  Shun  *em, 
They  live  in  Culifles  like  rotten  Cocks 
Stew'd  to  a  Tendernefs,  that  holds  no  tack  : 
Give  me  a  thing  I  may  crufh. 

(42)  Like  a  Ncjh  Na^,]  Nf^^  i.  9,  tt/tdtr^  Mcafe,  from  tJbe  J.  S, 
Kefc^  jnollis,  delieatus, 

Jun. 
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Jm,  Thou  fpeak'ft  truly  : 
The  Wars  fhall  be  my  Miftrefs  now. 

Pet.  Well  chofen. 
For  fhe's  a  bouncing  Lafs,  fhe'U  kifs  thee  at  Night,  Boy, 
And  break  thy  Pate  i'th*  Morning.    Jun.  Yefterday 
I  found  thofe  Favours  infinite.  Bern.  Wench  good  enough. 
But  that  (he  talk?  too  loud.  Pet,  She  talks  to  th'  Purpofe, 
Which  never  Woman  did  yet :  She'll  hold  grapling. 
And  he  that  lays  on  beft,  is  her  beft  Servant : 
All  other  Loves  are  meer  catching  of  Dotrels, 
Stretching  of  Legs  out  only,  and  trim  Lazinels. 
Here  comes  the  General. 

Enter  Suetonius,  Curius,  and  Macer. 

Suet,  I'm  glad  Pve  found  ye  : 
Are  thofe  come  in  yet  that  purfu'd  bold  Caratach  ? 

Pet,  Not  yet,  Sir,  for  I  think  they  mean  to  lodge  him  j 
Take  him  I  know  they  dare  not,  'twill  be  dangerous. 

Suet.  Then  haftc  PetilUus^  hafte  to  Penius^ 
I  fear  the  ftrong  Conceit  of  what  Difgrace 
H*as  puird  upon  himfelf,  will  be  his  Ruin : 
1  fear  his  Soldiers  Fury  too  ;  hafte  prefently, 
I  would  not  lofe  him  for  all  Britain.  GivQ  hiin^Petillius — 

Pet.  That  that  fhall  choak  him.  ^J^de, 

Suet.  All  the  noble  Counfel, 
His  Fault  forgiven  too,  his  Place,  his  Honour; 

Pet.  (43 J  For  me,  I  think,  as  handfome. 

Suet,  All  the  Comfort, 
And  tell  the  Soldier,  'twas  on  our  Command 
He  drew  not  to  the  Battel.  Pet.  I  conceive.  Sir, 
And  will  do  that  fhall  cure  all.    Suet.  Bring  him  with  ye 
Before  the  Queen's  Fort,  and  his  Forces  with  him. 
There  you  fhall  find  us  following  of  our  Conqueft  : 
Make  hafte.    Pet.  The  beft  I  may.  [Exito 

(43)  For  me,  I  think,  &c.]  This  feems  very  obfcure,  but  I  believe 
Petilliut  means  that  Penius*s  Place  and  Honour  would  be  as  handfome 
for  him  as  Penius,  who  by  his  Difobedience  deferv'd  to  forfeit  them. 
This  feems  to  be  the  Key  to  PefUlius's  whole  Behaviour  afterwards. 

Seward. 


Suet. 
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Suit,  And  noble  Gentlemen,  ^ 
Up  to  your  Gjm panic  ;  we'ir  prefently 
Upon  the  Qi^een's  Parfuit ;  there's  nothing  done 
*Till  ftic  be  leiz'd  j  without  her  nothing  won. 

[Exeunt.  Short  Fhmjk. 

S    C    E    N    E  11. 

E^iter  Caratach  end  Hengo. 

CuV,  How  does  my  Boy  r 

Hi):,  1  woald  do  well,  my  Heart's  well  5 
I  do  not  fear.    Car.  My  gcxxl  Boy, 

Hau  I  know,  Uncle, 
We  muft  all  die;  my  lirde  Brother  dy'd, 
I  faw  him  die,  and  he  dy'd  fmiling  >  fure 
There's  no  great  pain  in't.  Uncle.    Bat  pray  tell  me, 
Whither  muft  we  go  wben  we're  dead? 

Car,  Strange  qucdions  : 
\Vhy,  to  the  bleifed'ft  place,  Boy    ever  Sweetne& 
And  Happicels  dwells  there.  Hm,  Will  you  come  to  me : 

Car.  Yes,  my  fweet  Boy. 

Hen,  Mine  Aunt  too,  and  my  Co-^ilns  : 

Car,  All,  my  good  Child. 

Hen,  No  RomoMS^  Uncle.    Car,  No,  Boy. 

Hen,  I  (hould  be  loath  to  mca  them  thert. 

Cjr.  Xo  ill  Men, 
That  live  by  Violence,  and  ftror.g  Oppreflion, 
Come  thither:  'tis  for  thofe  the  Gods  love,  good  Men. 

Hen,  Why  then  I  care  not  when  I  go,  for  furely 
I  am  perfwaded  they  love  me  :  I  never 
Blalphem'd  *em.  Uncle,  (44)  nor  tranfgrefs'd  my  Parents  v 
1  alwavs  faid  my  Prayers.    Car,  Thou  fhait  go  then. 
Indeed  thou  (halt.  Hen.  When  they  pleafe.  Car,  That's 
my  good  Boy. 

(4^  -  —  tranfgrtjyi  my  Pixrewts  i  ]  Tkc  Scnic  here  is  desff-,  tfco' 
the  Fb.ra^  be  unuiud :  Howerer  we  kad.  k  oocur  a^jiiii  in  Wmmem 
llc&ii»  Aa  3.  Sc.  I.   Belvidtre  Ciys  to  Ikcr  Modtt  die  Duck^i 

of  Tlsrcste, 

 2  or  are  t—  Rtyml  t9  me^ 

T ;  me  thut  ha'se  fs  foclilbly  traafgrcfs'd  you. 

Art 
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Art  thou  not  weary,  Hengo?    Hen.  Weary,  Uncle  ? 
I've  heard  you  fay  you've  march'd  all  day  in  Armour. 
Car,  I  have.  Boy. 

Hen,  Am  not  I  your  Kinfman  ?  Car,  Yes. 

Hen,  And  am  not  I  as  fully  allied  unto  you 
In  thole  brave  things,  as  Blood  ? 

Car,  Thou  art  too  tender.  [me. 

Hen.  To  go  upon  my  Legs  ?  they  were  made  to  bear 
I  can  play  twenty  Mile  a  Day,  I  fee  no  reafon, 
But  to  preferve  my  Country  and  myfelf, 
I  fhould  march  forty.    Car.  What  wouldft  thou  be  living 
To  wear  a  Man's  ftrength  ?    Hen,  Why  a  Caratach^ 
A  Roman-hzter^  a  Scourge  fent  from  Heav'n  [Drum, 
To  whip  thefe  proud  Thieves  from  our  Kingdom.  Hark, 
Hark,  Uncle,  hark,  I  hear  a  Drum. 

Enier  Judas  and  bis  People  to  the  Door, 

Jud.  Beat  fofdy, 
Softly,  I  fay  ;  they're  here  :  who  dare  charge  ? 
I  Sold,  He 

That  dares  be  knock'd  o'th'Head :  I'll  not  come  near  him. 

Jud.  Retire  again,  and  watch  then.  How  he  flares! 
H'as  Eyes  would  kill  a  Dragon  :  Mark  the  Boy  well ; 

If  we  could  take  or  kill  him.    A-  on  ye. 

How  fierce  ye  look  ?  See  how  he  broods  the  Boy  5 
The  Devil  dwells  in's  Scabbard.    Back,  I  fay. 
Apace,  apace,  h*as  found  us.  [They  retire. 

Car.  Do  ye  hunt  us  ^. 

Hen,  Uncle,  good  Uncle  fee,  the  thin  ftarv'd  Rafcal, 
The  eating  Roman^  fee  where  he  thrids  the  Thickets : 
Kill  him,  dear  Uncle,  kill  him ;  one  good  blow 
To  knock  his  Brains  into  his  Breech  :  flrike's  Head  off, 
That  I  may  pifs  in's  Face.   Car,  Do  ye  make  us  Foxes  ? 
Here,  hold  my  Charging- flafF,  and  keep  the  place,  Boy, 
I  am  at  Bay,  and  like  a  Bull  I'll  bear  me.      [pays  'em  ; 
Stand,  ftand,  ye  Rogues,  ye  Squirrels.    Hen,  Now  he 


O  that  I  had  a  Man's  ftrength. 


[Exit, 


Enter  Judas,  tff. 
Jud,  Here's  the  Boy  \ 

X  3 


Mine 
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Mine  own,  I  thank  my  Fortune.  Hen,  Uncle,  Uncle, 
Famine  is  fain  upon  me.  Uncle.  Jttd.  Come,  Sir, 
Yield  willingly,  your  Uncle's  out  of  hearing, 
I'll  tickle  your  young  Tail  elfe.  Hen,  1  defie  thee. 
Thou  mock-made  Man  of  Mat;  charge  home  Sirrah: 
Hang  thee,  bafe  Slave,  thou  fliak'ft. 

J  lid.  Upon  my  Confcience 
The  Boy  will  beat  me ;  how  it  looks,  how  bravely. 
How  confident  the  Worm  is,  a  fcab'd  Boy 
To  handle  me  thus  ?  yield,  or  I  cut  thy  Head  off. 

Hen,  Thou  dar'ft  not  cut  my  Finger,  here  'tis,  touch  it, 

Jud.  The  Boy  fpeaks  Sword  and  Buckler  \  prithee 
yield,  Boy  ; 
Come,  here's  an  Apple,  yield. 

Hen,  By—  he  fears  me. 
ril  give  you  fharper  Language :  When,  ye  Coward, 
When  come  ye  up  ?    Jud.  If  he  Ihould  beat  me  ' 

Hen.  When,  Sir? 
I  long  to  kill  thee  ;  come,  thou  canft  not  fcape  me: 
I've  twenty  ways  to  charge  thee  ;  twenty  deaths 
Attend  my  bloody  Staff. 

Jud,  Sure  'tis  the  Devil,  a  Dwarf  Devil  in  a  Doublet, 

Heyh.  I've  kill'd  a  Captain,  Sirrah,  a  brave  Captain, 
And  when  I've  done,  I've  kick'd  him  thus.  Look  here. 
See  hov/  I  charge  this  Staff.   Jud,  moft  certain  this  Boy 
^Will  cut  my  Throat  yet. 

Enter  two  Soldiers  running, 

1  Sold,  Flee,  flee,  he  kills  us. 

2  Sold,  He  comes,  he  comes. 

Jud,  The  Devil  take  the  hindmoft.  [Rogues, 
Hen,  Run,  run,  ye  Rogues,  ye  precious  Rogue8,ye  rank 

A  comes,  a  comes,  a  comes,  a  comes :  that's  he,  Boys. 

What  a  brave  cry  they  make  ^ 

Enter  Caratach  with  a  Head. 

Car.  How  does  my  Chicken  ? 

Hen,  'Faith,  Uncle,  grown  a  Soldier,  a  great  Soldier  5 
For  by  the  virtue  of  your  Charging-ftaff, 
And  a  ftrange  fighting  Face  I  put  upon'c, 
I've  out-br^v'd  Hunger.  Car. 
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Car,  That's  my  Boy,  my  fweet  Boy, 
Here,  here's  a  Roman's  Head  for  thee. 

Hen,  Good  Provifion. 
Before  I  ftarve,  my  fweet-fac'd  Gentleman, 
ril  try  your  favour. 

Car,  A  right  compleat  Soldier. 
Come,  Chicken,  let's  go  feek  fome  place  of  Strength- 
(The  Country's  full  of  Scouts)  to  reft  a  while  in. 
Thou  wilt  not  elfe  be  able  to  endure 
The  Journey  to  my  Country  ;  Fruits  and  Water, 
Muft  be  your  Food  a  while,  Boy.    Flen,  Any  thin^- ; 
I  can  eat  Mofs,  (45)  nay,  I  can  live  on  Anger,  ^ 
To  vex  thefe  Rofnans,   Let's  be  wary,  Uncle. 

Car,  I  warrant  thee ;  come  chearfully. 

Hen.  And  boldly.  [_Exeunf. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Penius,  Drufus,  and  Regulus; 

Reg,  The  Soldier  fhall  not  grieve  ye. 

Pen,  Pray  ye  forfakc  me ; 
Look  not  upon  me,  as  ye  love  your  Honours  : 
I  am  fo  cold  a  Coward,  my  infedlion  [tain. 
Will  choak  your  Virtues  like  a  damp  elfe.  Bru,  Dear  Cap- 

Reg,  Moft  honour'd  Sir,  Pen.  Moft  hated,  moft  ab- 
hor'd  ; 

Say  fo,  and  then  ye  know  me,  nay,  ye  pleafe  me. 
O  my  dear  Credit,  my  dear  Credit.  Reg,  Sure 
His  Mind  is  dangerous.  Dru,  The  good  Gods  cure  it. 
Pen,  My  Honour  got  through  fire,  through  ftubborn 
breaches. 

Through  Battels  that  have  been  as  hard  to  win  as  Heav'n, 

Through  Death  himfelf,  in  all  his  horrid  trims, 

Is  gone  for  ever,  ever,  ever.  Gentlemen, 

And  now  I'm  left  to  fcornful  Tales  and  Laughters, 

(45)   I  can  li've  on  Anger,  ]   I  had  fupply'd  the  Meafure  be- 

fore 1  faw  the  Folio  of  1647,  which  exhibits  the  Text  as  1  have 
given  it. 

X  4  To 
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To  bootlngs  at,  pointing  with  Fingers,  That's  he, 
That's  the  brave  Gentleman  forfook  the  Battel, 
The  mod  wife  Penius^  thedifputing  Coward. 

0  my  good  Sword,  break  from  my  fide,  and  kill  me  ; 
Cut  out  the  Coward  from  my  Heart.  Reg,  Ye  are  none. 

Pen,  Fie  lies  that  fays  fo  :  by  he  lies,  lies  bafely, 

Bafer  than  I  have  done.    Come,  Soldiers,  fee k  me. 
I've  rob'd  ye  of  your  Virtues :  Juftice  feek  me, 
I've  broke  my  fair  Obedience,  lofl:  5  Shame  take  me, 
Take  me,  and  fwallow  me,  make  Ballads  of  me ; 
Shame,  endlefs  Shame  ;  and  pray  do  you  forfake  me. 

Dru,  What  fhall  we  do  ? 

Pen,  Good  Gentlemen  forfake  me  : 
You  were  not  wont  to  be  commanded.  Friends,  pray  do  it. 
And  do  not  fear  ;  for  as  I  am  a  Coward 

1  will  not  hurt  my  felf :  (when  that  Mind  takes  me,  i 
ril  call  to  you,  and  ask  your  help.)  I  dare  not. 

[Throws  himfelf  upon  the  Ground. 

Enter  Petillius. 

Pet,  Good  morrow.  Gentlemen ;  where's  the  Tribune } 
Reg.  There. 

Dru.W  hence  come  ye,  good  Petillius  ?  Pet,  From  the 
General. 

Dru.  With  what,  for  Heav'ns  fake  ?  Pet,  With  good 
Counfel,  DrufuSy 
And  love,  to  comfort  him.  Bru,  Good  ReguluSy 
Step  to  the  Soldier  and  allay  his  Anger  ; 
For  he  is  wild  as  Winter. 

[Exeunt  Drufus  and  Jlegulus. 
Pet,  O,  are  ye  there    have  at  ye.    Sure  he's  dead,  , 
It  cannot  be  he  dare  out-live  this  Fortune  : 
He  muft  die,  'tis  moft  neceflary ;  Men  expedt  it, 
And  thought  of  life  in  him,  goes  beyond  Coward. 
Forfake  the  Field  fo  bafely  ^,  fie  upon't : 
So  poorly  to  betray  his  Worth,  fo  coldly 
To  cut  all  credit  from  the  Soldier  ?  fure 
If  this  Man  mean  to  live,  (as  I  fhould  think  it 
Beyond  belief )  he  muft  retire  where  never 
The  Name  of  Rome^  the  Vgice  of  Arms,  or  Honour 

Was 
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Was  known  or  heard  of  yet :  he's  certain  dead. 

Or  ftrongly  means  it ;  he*s  no  Soldier  elfe. 

No  Roman  in  him  ;  all  h'as  done,  but  outfide. 

Fought  either  drunk  or  defp'rate.    Now  he  rife. 

How  does  Lord  Penius  ?  Pen.  As  ye  fee.  Pet,  Pm  glad  on*t, 

Continue  fo  ftill.    The  Lord  General, 

"J'he  valiant  General,  great  Suetonius  — 

Pen,  No  more  of  me  is  fpokcn,  my  Name's  perifli*d. 

Pet,  He  that  commanded  Fortune  and  the  Day 
By  his  own  Valour  and  Difcretion, 
(When,  as  fome  fay,  Penius  refufed  to  come. 
But  I  believe  'em  not, )  fent  me  to  fee  ye. 

Pen.  Y*  are  welcome ;  and  pray  fee  me,  fee  me  well ; 
Ye  fhall  not  fee  me  long.  Pet.  I  hope  fo,  Penius ; 
The  Gods  defend.  Sir. 

Pen,  See  me,  and  underftand  me :  This  is  he 
Left  to  fill  up  your  Triumph  ;  he  that  bafely 
Whiftled  his  Honour  off  to  th*  Wind,  that  coldly 
Shrunk  in  his  Politick  Head,  when  Rome  like  Reapers 
Sweat  Blood,  and  Spirit,  for  a  glorious  Harveft, 
And  bound  it  up,  and  brought  it  off:  that  Foo), 
That  having  Gold  and  Copper  ofFer'd  him, 
Refus'd  the  Wealth,  and  took  the  Wafte ;  that  Soldier 
That  being  courted  by  loud  Fame  and  Fortune, 
Labour  in  one  Hand,  that  propounds  us  Gods, 
And  in  the  other,  Glory  that  creates  us. 
Yet  durft  doubt  and  be  damned. 

Pet,  It  was  an  error. 

Pen,  A  foul  one,  and  a  black  one.  Pet.  Yet  the  blackefl: 
May  be  wafht  white  again.  Pen,  Never.  Pet,  Your  leave. 
Sir, 

And  I  befeech  ye  note  me,  for  I  love  ye, 
(46)  And  bring  along  all  comfort :  Are  we  Gods, 
Allied  to  no  Infirmities  }  are  our  Natures 
More  than  Mens  Natures?  When  we  flip  a  little 
Out  of  the  way  of  Virtue,  are  we  loft  ? 
Is  there  no  Medicine  called  fweet  Mercy  i 
Pen,  None,  PetilUus  \ 

(46)  And  hring  all  Comfort '.1  So  the  Other  Copiej.  The  Text 
is  from  the  Edition  of  J647. 

There 
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There  is  no  Mercy  in  Mankind  can  reach  me. 
Nor  is  it  fit  it  fhould  ;  iVe  fin'd  beyond  it. 
Pet.  Forgivenefs  meets  with  all  faults. 
Pen,  'Tis  all  faults. 
All  fins  I  can  commit,  to  be  forgiven  : 
**Tis  lofs  of  whole  Man  in  me,  my  Difcretion, 
To  be  fo  ftupid,  to  arrive  at  I?ardon. 

Pet,  O  but  the  General  - 

Pen,  He's  a  brave  Gendeman, 
A  valiant,  and  a  loving  ;  and  I  dare  fay 
He  would,  as  far  as  Honour  durft  diredl  him. 
Make  even  with  my  Fault,  but  *tis  not  honeft. 
Nor  in  his  power  :  Examples  that  may  nourifh 
Negledl  and  Difobedience  in  whole  Bodies, 
And  totter  the  Eftates  and  Faiths  of  Armies, 
Muft  not  be  plaid  withal ;  nor  out  of  pity 
(47)  Make  a  General  forget  his  Duty  ; 
Nor  dare  I  hope  more  from  him  than  is  worthy. 

Pet,  What  would  ye  do  ?   Pen,  Die. 

Pet,  So  would  fullen  Children, 
Women  that  want  their  Wills,  Slaves,  Difobedient, 
That  fear  the  Law,  die.    Fie,  great  Captain  ;  you 
A  Man  to  rule  Men,  to  have  thoufand  hves 
Under  your  Regiment,  and  let  your  Paflion 
Betray  your  Reafon  ?  1  bring  y'  all  forgivenefs. 
The  nobleft  kind  commends,  your  Place,  your  Honour. 

Pen,  Prithee  no  more ;  'tis  foolilli.  Didft  not  thou. 
By— thou  didft,  I  over- heard  thee,  there. 
There  where  thou  ftand'ft  now,  deliver  me  for  RafcaJ, 
Poor,  dead,  cold  Coward,  miferable,  wretched. 
If  I  out-liv'd  this  ruin  ?    Pet,  I  ? 

Pen,  And  thou  did'ft  it  nobly. 
Like  a  true  Man,  a  Soldier,  and  I  thank  thee, 
I  thank  thee,  good  Petillius^  thus  I  thank  thee.  i 

Pet,  Since  ye're  fo  juftly  made  up,  let  me  tell  ye,  Jl 
'Tis  fit  ye  die  indeed.    Pen,  O  how  thou  lov'ft  me !  Ik 

Pet,  For  fay  he  had  forgiven  ye,  lay  the  Peoples  whilpers 
Were  tame  again,  the  time  run  out  for  wonder, 

(47)  Make  a  Genera/']   Perhaps  we  (hould  read, 

Mufi  make  a  General,  or,  Make  any  General, 

What 
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What  muft  your  own  Command  think,  from  whofe 
Swords 

YVe  taken  off  the  Edges,  from  whofe  Valours 
The  Due  and  Recompence  of  Arms ;  nay,  made  it  doubtful 
Whether  they  knew  Obedience?  muft  not  thefc  kill  ye  ? 
Say  they  are  won  to  pardon  yc,  by  meer  Miracle 
Brought  to  forgive* ye ;  what  old  valiant  Soldier, 
What  Man  that  loves  to  fight,  and  fight  for  Rome^ 
Will  ever  follow  you  more  ?  Dare  ye  know  thcfe  ven- 
tures ? 

If  fo,  I  bring  ye  Comfort dare  ye  take  it  ? 

Pen.  No,  no,  Petillius^  no. 

Pet.  If  your  Mind  ferve  ye. 
Ye  may  live  'llill,  but  how  ?  yet  pardon  me, 
You  may  out-wear  all  too,  but  when  ?  and  certain 
There  is  a  Mercy  for  each  Fauk,  if  tamely 
A  Man  will  take't  upon  Conditions. 

P^«..No,  by  no  means:  I'm  only  thinking  now,  Sir^ 
CFor  I'm  refolved  to  go)  of  a  moft  bafe  Deaths 
Fitting  the  Bafenefs  of  my  Fault.    I'll  hang. 

Pet.  Ye  lhall  not ;  y'are  a  Gentleman  I  honour, 
I  would  elfe  flatter  ye,  and  force  ye  live. 
Which  is  far  bafer.    Hanging  ?  'tis  a  Dog*s  Death, 
An  end  for  Slaves. 

Pen.  The  fitter  for  my  Bafenefs. 

Pet.  Befides,  the  Dylan  that's  hang'd,  preaches  his  end, 
(48)  And  fits  a  Sign  for  all  the  World  to  gape  at. 

Pen.  That's  true  :  I'll  take  a  fitter;  Poifon. 

Pet.  No, 

'Tis  equal  ill.  j  the  Death  of  Rats  and  Women, 
Lovers,  and  lazy  Boys,  that  fear  Corredion  j 
Die  like  a  Man. 
:  Pen,  Why  my  Sword  then. 

Pet.  Ay,  if  your  Sword  be  iharp.  Sir. 
There's  nothing  under  Heav'n  that's  like  your  Sword  \ 
Your  Sword's  a  Death  indeed. 
Pen.  It  fhall  be  fharp.  Sir. 

(48)  Jnd  fits  a  Sign]  This  Reading  is  certainly  again  ft  ?A\  the  Notions 
any  one  can  have  ot  a  Man's  being  hang'd.  To  fet  a  Sign  bids  faircft  for 
the  true  LetSlion,  the'  I  have  not  dared  to  dlilurb  the  Text. 

Vol.  VI.  Pet. 
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Pet.  Why  (49)  Mithridates  was  an  arrant  A6 
To  die  by  Poifon,  if  all  Bofphorus 
Could  lend  him  Swords :  your  Sword  muft  do  the  Deed  : 
»Tis  fhame  to  die  choak'd,  fame  to  die  and  bleed. 

Pen.  Thou  haft  confirmed  me  i  and,  my  good  PitiUius^ 
Tell  me  no  more  I  may  live* 

Pet.  'Twas  my  Commiflion; 
But  now  I  fee  ye  in  a  nobler  way, 
A  way  to  make  all  even.     Pen.  Farewel,  Captak : 
Be  a  good  Man,  and  f5ght  well ;  be  obedient 
Command  thyfelf,  and  then  thy  Men,  Why  lhakeft  thou.  J 

Pet,  I  do  not,  Sir. 

Pen.  I  would  thou  had  ft,  Petillius  : 
I  would  find  fomething  to  forfake  the  World  with 
Worthy  the  Man  that  dies :  A  kind  of  Earth-quake 
Through  all  ftern  Valours  but  mine  own. 

Pet.  I  feel  now 
A  kind  of  Trembling  in  me.     Pen,  Keep  it  ftitl, 
As  thou  lov'ft  Virtue  keep  it. 

Pet.  And  brave  Captain, 
The  great  and  honoured  Pemus,     Pen,  That  again  i 
O  how  it  heightens  me !  again  Petillius* 

Pet,  Moft  excellent  Commander. 

Pen.  Thofe  were  mine, 
Mine,  only  mine.     Pet.  They  are  fti!l» 

Pep,  Then  to  keep  'em 
For  ever  falling  more,  have  at  ye ;  Heavens,, 
Ye  everlafting  Powers,  Vm  yours :  The  Wprfe's  done. 

IKills  bimfelf. 
That  neither  Fire,  nor  Age,  nor  (50)  melting  Epvy 

(49)  —  Mithridates  muas  an  arrant  Afs 
To  die  hy  Poi/on,  if  all  Bofphorus 

Could  lend  him  Swords:]  The  Affcrtion  m  this  Paflage  is  a  mani- 
fefl  Contradidion  to  the  Tratli  of  Hiftory.  For  Mithridates  did  np.t 
end  his  Days  by  Poifon,  bat  by  the  Sword.  Another  Inllance  this  of 
Inattention  in  our  Authors,  or  trailing  too  much  to  an  uninfaUiblc  Me- 
mory. 

(50)  —  mditng  Envy]  This  Epithet  feems  a  little  ftifF  and  obTcure.  It 
was  a  Cuftom  of  the  Romans  to  deface  the  Marble,  and  melt  down  the 
brazen  Statues  of  thofe  who  wtre  become  deteflable  to  them ;  and  to  the 
Wilting  of  thefc  brazen  onps  thk  Epithet  mull  r^er,       T,  Srward. 

3hall 
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Shall  ever  conquer.    Carry  my  laft  Words 
To  the  great  Gen'ral :  kifs  his  Hands,  and  fay. 
My  Soul  I  give  to  Heav'n,  my  Fault  to  Juftice 
Which  I  have  done  upon  myfelf ;  my  Virtue, 
If  ever  there  was  any  in  poor  Peniusy 
Made  more,  and  happier,  light  on  him.    I  faint. 
And  where  there  is  a  Foe,  I  wifli  him  Fortune. 
I  die  :  lie  lightly  on  my  Alhes,  gentle  Earth. 
Pet.  And  on  my  Sin.  Farewel,  great  Penius. 

[Noife  within^ 

The  Soldier  is  in  fury  ;  now  Fm  glad 

»Tis  done  before  he  comes.    This  way  for  me. 

The  way  of  toil ;  for  thee,  the  way  of  Honour.  [Exit. 

Enter  Drufus  and  Regulus  with  Soldiers. 

Sold,  Kill  him,  kill  him,  kill  him. 

Dru.  What  will  ye  do  } 

Reg,  Good  Soldiers,  honeft  Soldiers. 

Sold,  Kill  him,  kill  him,  kill  him. 

Bru,  Kill  us  firfl:,  we  command  too. 

Reg,  Valiant  Soldiers, 
Confider  but  whofe  life  ye  feek.    O  Drufus, 
Bid  him  be  gone,  he  dies  elfe.    Shall  Rome  fay. 
Ye  moft  approved  Soldiers,  her  dear  Children 
Devoured  the  Fathers  of  the  Fights  ?  fhall  Rage 
And  ftubborn  Fury  guide  thofe  Swords  to  flaughter, 
To  flaughter  of  their  own,  to  Civil  Ruin  ? 

Dru.  O  let  *em  in  5  all's  done,  all's  ended,  Regulus^ 
Penius  has  found  his  laft  Eclipfe.    Come,  Soldiers, 
Come,  and  behold  your  Miferies ;  come  bravely. 
Full  of  your  mutinous  and  bloody  Angers, 
And  here  beftow  your  Darts.    O  only  Roman^ 
O  Father  of  the  Wars. 

Reg,  Why  ftand  ye  ftupid  ? 
Where  be  your  killing  Furies  ?  whofe  Sword  now 
Shall  firft  be  ftieath'd  in  Penius  ?  Do  ye  weep  ? 
Howl  out,  ye  Wretches,  ye  have  caufe ;  howl  ever. 
Who  fliall  now  lead  ye  fortunate whofe  Valour 
Preferve  ye  to  the  Glory  of  your  Country  ? 
Who  fhall  march  out  before  ye,  coy*d  and  courted 
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By  all  the  MiftreffesofWar,  Care,  Counfel, 
Quick-ey'd  Experience,  and  Viftory  twin*d  to  him  ? 
Who  fhall  beget  ye  deeds  beyond  inheritance 
To  fpeak  your  Names,  and  keep  your  Honours  hVincr^ 
When  Children  faiJ,  and  Time  that  takes  ail  with  him*^' 
Build  Houfes  for  ye  to  Oblivion  ?  ' 

Bru,  O  ye  poor  defp'rate  Fools:  no  more  now,  Soldiers  $ 
Go  home,  and  hang  your  Arms  up ;  Jet  Ruft  rot  'em  j 
And  humble  your  flern  Valours  to  foft  Prayers ; 
For  ye  have  funk  the  Frame  of  all  your  Virtues ; 
The  Sun  that  warm'd  your  Bloods  is  fet  for  ever  ; 
I'll  kifs  thy  honour'd  Cheek.    Farewel,  great  Penius^ 
Thou  Thunder-bolt,  farewel.    Take  up  the  Body  : 
(51)  To  Morrow  Morning  to  the  Camp  convey  it. 
There  to  receive  due  Ceremonies.    That  Eye 
That  blinds  himfelf  with  weeping,  gets  moft  glory. 

[Exeunt  with  a  dead  March, 

•SCENE  IV. 

Eriter  Suetonius,  Junius,  Decius,  Demetrius,  Curius,  and 
Soldiers:  Bonduca,  two  Daughters^  and  Nennius  above. 
Drum  and  Colours, 

Suet,  Bring  up  the  Catapults  and  fiiake  the  Wall, 
We  will  not  be  out-brav'd  thus. 

Nen,  Shake  the  Earth, 
Ye  cannot  ihake  our  Souls.    Bring  up  your  Rams, 
And  with  their  armed  Heads,  make  the  Fort  totter ; 
Ye  do  but  rock  us  into  Death.  {Exit  Neni 

Jun,  See,  Sir, 

(51)  — -  Morrow  Morning  ]  This  Place,  though  Senfe,  is  yet  ca- 
pable of  being  much  heighten'd  and  improvM,  as  both  Mr.  Sevoard 
and  myfelf  conjefture.  And  though  I  have  not  alter'd  the  Text,  yet 
the  reading  Mourning  for  Morning  takes  away  a  Flatnefs  which  Mor- 
roiv  Morning  carries  in  it.  The  Variation  is  fo  fmall,  and  the  Im- 
provement fo  great  by  this  proposed  Le^lion,  that  the  Reader  may  per- 
haps wifh  our  Authors  had  fo  exprefs'd  themfelves.  Add  to  this  what 
Mr.  Seaward  fays  fariher,  that  fomcthing  like  this  feems  neceffary  to 
precede. 

  the  Eye 

7hat  blinds  it/elf  <with  ^weeping  gets  moji  Glory, 

Sec 
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See  the  Iceman  Queen  in  all  her  Glory 
From  the  ftrong  Battlements  proudly  appearing, 
As  if  flie  meant  to  give  us  lafhes.    Dec,  Yield,  Queen.' 
Bond,  I'm  unacquainted  with  that  Language,  Roman, 
Suet.  Yield,  honoured  Lady,  and  expeft  our  Mercy, 

\Emt  Decius* 

We  love  thy  noblenefs. 

Bond.  I  thank  ye,  ye  fay  well  5 
But  Mercy  and  Love  are  fins  in  Rome  and  Hell. 

^uet.  Ye  cannot  fcape  our  ftrength,  ye  muft  yield.  Lady, 
Ye  muft  adore  and  fear  the  Power  of  Rome, 

Bond.  If  Rome  be  earthly,  why  fliould  any  Knee' 
With  bending  Adoration  worfhip  her  ? 
She's  vitious ;  and  your  partial  felves  confels, 
Afpires  the  height  of  all  Impiety, 
Therefore  'tis  fitter  I  fhould  reverence 
The  thatched  Houfes  where  the  Britains  dwell 
In  carelefs  Mirth  ;  where  the  bleft  Houfhold  Gods 
See  nought  but  chaftc  and  fimple  Purity. 
(52)  *Tis  not  high  Power  that  makes  a  Place  Divine, 
Nor  that  the  Men  from  Gods  derive  their  Line  \  • 
But  facred  Thoughts  in  holy  Bofoms  ftor'd. 
Make  People  noble,  and  the  Place  ador'd. 

Suet.  Beat  the  Wall  deeper.  Bon,  Beat  it  to  the  Center, 
We  will  not  fink  one  Thought.   Suet,  I'll  make  ye.  Bon, 
No.  [gently 

2  Daugh.  O  Mother,  thefe  are  fearful  Hours  \  Speak 

Enter  Petillius,  who  whifpers  Suetonius. 

To  thefe  fierce  Men,  they  will  afibrd  ye  Pity. 
Bon.  Pity  ?  Thou  fearful  Girl ;  'tis  for  thofe  Wretches 

(52)  ^Tis  not  high  Ponver,  kc.l  Whether  Milton  had  thefe  four 
Lines  in  his  View  when  he  wrote  the  following  Paffage  in  his  Para- 
dife  Loji,  Book  xi.  836,  &c.  I  don't  undertake  to  affirm,  let  the 

learned  Reader  judge.  M^V/^'^^/rpeaking  of  the  Deftruftion  to  be 

caufed  by  the  Flood,  fays  Paradife  fhall  be  made  an  Haunt  for 

•  Ores  and  Sea-Mews  clang  ; 

^0  teach  thee  that  God  attributes  to  place 

No  Sanilityy  if  none  be  thither  brought 

By  Men,  nvho  there  frequent,  or  therein  d'welL 

That 
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That  Mifery  makes  tame.    Would'fl:  thou  Jive  lefs  ? 

Waft  not  thou  born  a  Princefs  ?  Can  my  Blood, 

And  thy  brave  Father's  Spirit,  fufFer  in  thee 

So  bafe  a  feparation  from  thyfelf, 

As  mercy  from  thefe  Tyrants  ?  Thou  lov'ft  Lufl:  fure. 

And  long'ft  to  proftitute  thy  Youth  and  Beauty 

To  common  Slaves  for  Bread.    Say  they  had  mercy ; 

The  Devil  a  relenting  Gonfcience  : 

The  lives  of  Kings  reft  in  their  Diadems, 

Which  to  their  Bodies  lively  Souls  do  give. 

And  ceafing  to  be  Kings,  they  ceafe  to  live. 

Show  fuch  another  fear,  and  

ril  fling  thee  to  their  Fury.    Suet,  He  is  dead  then  ? 

Pet,  I  think  fo  certainly  ;  yet  all  my  means,  Sir, 
Even  to  the  hazard. of  my  Life—  Suet.  No  more: 
We  muft  not  feem  to  mourn  here. 

Enter  Decius, 

Dec,  There's  a  Breach  made. 
Is  it  your  will  we  charge.  Sir  ?    Suet,  Once  more  Mercy, 
Mercy  to  all  that  yield.  Bon,  I  fcorn  to  anfwerj 
Speak  to  him  Girl,  and  hear  thy  Sifter. 

I  Daugh,  General, 
Hear  me,  and  mark  me  well,  and  look  upon  mc 
Diredly  in  my  Face,  my  Woman's  Face, 
Whofe  only  Beauty  is  the  hate  it  bears  ye; 
See  with  thy  narroweft  Eyes,  thy  fliarpeft  Wiflies, 
Into  my  Soul,  and  fee  what  there  inhabits ; 
See  if  one  Fear,  one  fliadow  of  a  Terror, 
One  Palenefs  dare  appear  but  from  my  Anger, 
To  lay  hold  on  your  Mercies.  No,  ye  Fools, 
Poor  Fortune's  Fools,  we  were  not  born  for  Triumphs, 
To  follow  your  gay  Sports,  and  fill  your  Slaves 
With  Hoots  and  Acclamations.  Pet,  Brave  behaviour. 

I  Daugh,  The  Children  of  as  great  as  Rome^  as  Noble, 
Our  Names  before  her,  and  our  Deeds  her  Envy  ; 
Muft"  we  gild  o'er  your  Conqueft,  make  your  State, 
That  is  not  fairly  ftrong,  but  fortunate? 
No,  no,  ye  Romans^  we  have  ways  to  fcape  ye. 
To  make  ye  poor  again,  indeed  our  Prifoners, 
And  ftick  our  Triumphs  full.  Pet. 
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pet.  'Sdeath,  I  lhall  love  hen 

I  Daugh.  To  torture  yc  with  fuffering,  like  our  Slaves  j 
To  make  ye  curfe  our  Patience,  wifh  the  World 
Were  loft  again,  to  win  us  only,  and  efteem 
The  end  of  all  Ambitions. 

Bon.  Do  ye  wonder  ? 
We'll  make  our  Monuments  in  fpite  of  Fortune, 
In  fpite  of  all  your  Eagles  wings :  We'll  work 
A  pitch  above  ye  ;  and  from  our  height  we'll  ftoop 
As  fearlcfs  of  your  bloody  Soars,  and  Fortunate, 
As  if  we  pray'd  on  heartlefs  Doves. 

Suet,  Strange  ftifFnefs. 
Decius^  go  charge  the  Breach.  [^Exit  Decius, 

Bon,  Charge  it  home,  Roman, 
Wc  lhall  deceive  thee  elfe.    Where's  Nennius  ^ 

Enter  Nennius. 

Nen.  They've  made  a  mighty  Breach. 
Bon.  Stick  in  thy  Body, 
And  make  it  good  but  half  an  Hour.  Nen.  Pll  do  it, 

1  Baugh,  And  then  be  fure  to  die.    Nen.  It  fliall  go 
hard  elfe. 

Bon.  Farewel  with  all  my  Heart,  we  fliall  meet  yonder. 
Where  few  of  thefe  muft  come. 

Nen,  Gods  take  thee.  Lady.  [Exit  Nenniuj, 

Bon,  Bring  up  the  Swords,  and  Poifon. 

Enter  one  with  Swords^  and  a  great  Cup^ 

2  Baugh.  O  my  Fortune  ! 
Bon.  How,  how,  ye  Whore  ? 

2  Baugh,  Good  Mother,  nothing  to  offend  ye.  Bon, 
Here,  Wench; 
Behold  us,  Romans.  Suet.  Mercy  yet.  Bon.  No  talking  : 
jPuff,  there  goes  all  your  Pity.    Come,  ftiort  Prayers, 
And  let*s  difpatch  the  Bufinefs  ;  you  begin. 
Shrink  not,  I'll  fee  ye  do't. 

2  Baugh.  O  gentle  Mother,  [Woman." 
O  Romans^  O  my  Heart ;  1  dare  not.  Suet.  Woman, 
lUnnat'ral  Woman.  2  Baugh.  Operfwade  her,  Romans: 
Alas,  Pm  young,  and  woi^ld  live.   Noble  Mother, 

Vol.  VI.  Y  Can 
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Can  ye  kill  that  ye  gave  Life?  Are  my  Years 
Fit  for  Deftruftion  ? 

Suet,  Yield,,  and  be  a  Queen  ftill, 
A  Mother  and  a  Friend.  Bon,  Ye  talk  come,  hold  it. 
And  put  it  home. 

1  Baugh.  Fie,  Sifter,  fie,  what  would  you  live  to  be  ? 
Bon.  A  Whore  ftill.    z  Baugh.  Mercy, 

Suet.  Hear  her,  thou  wretched  Woman, 

2  Baugh.  Mercy,  Mother. 

O  whither  will  you  fend  me  ?  I  was  once 
Your  Darling,  your  Delight. 

Bon,  O  Gods, 
Fear  in  my  Family }  Do  it,  and  nobly, 

2  Baugh.  O  do  not  frown  then. 

1  Baugh,  Do  it,  worthy  Sifter ; 

•Tis  nothing,  'tis  a  Pleafure ;  we'll  go  with  ye. 

2  Baugh.  Oh  if  I  knew  but  whither,  i  Baugh.  To  the 
blefled,  [Talk  not. 

Where  we  lhall  meet  our  Father.    Suet,  Woman.  Bon. 
I  Baugh,  Where  nothing  but  true  Joy  is.  Bon,  That's 
a  good  Wench, 
Mine  own  fweet  Girl ;  putitclofeto  thee.  2  Baugh.  Oh 
Comfort  me  ftill  for  Heav'n's  fake,    i  Baugh,  Where 
eternal 

Our  Youths  are,  and  our  Beauties  ;  where  no  Wars  come. 
Nor  luftful  Slaves  to  ravifti  us.  2  Daugh,  That  fteels  me  5 
A  long  farewel  to  this  World. 

Bon.  Good,  I'll  help  thee. 

I  Baugh.  The  next  is  mine. 
Shew  me  a  Roman  Lady  in  all  your  Stories, 
Dare  do  this  for  her  Honour  ;  they  are  Cowards, 
Eat  Coals  (53)  like  compcU'd  Cats:  Your  great  Saint, 
Lucrece^ 

(53)  -  like  compeWdCats :  ]  This  is  a  PalTage  I  don't  under- 

ftand,  though  it  runs  through  all  the  Editions  of  our  Authors  Plays. 
I  would  propofe  a  CorreSiion  to  the  Reader,  which  yet  I'm  far  from 
thinking  the  Original  Reading,  *viz . 

■  like  compell'd  Cates. 

If  we  alter  the  PalTage  thus,  then  the  Poets  might  poflibly  have  in 
their  View  the  ^KycuyM^AyiA  of  the  ancient  Athkta,  or  eating  of 

Dy'd 
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Dy'd  not  for  Honour  ;  Tarquin  topt  her  well, 
And  mad  fhe  could  not  hold  him,  bled. 

Pet,  By  

I  am  in  Love,  I'd  give  an  hundred  Pound  now 

But  to  lie  with  this  Woman's  Behaviour.    Oh  the  Devil, 

I  Baugh.  Ye  fhallfee  me  Example:  All  your  Rome^ 
If  I  were  proud  and  lov*d  Ambition  ; 
If  I  were  luftful,  all  your  ways  of  Pleafure  j 
If  I  were  greedy,  all  the  Wealth  ye  Conquer-— 

Bond,  Make  hafte. 

I  Baugh,  1  will.  Could  not  intice  to  live 

But  two  Ihort  hours,  this  Frailty.    Would  ye  leara 
How  to  die  bravely,  Romans^  to  fling  off 
This  cafe  of  Flefli,  lofe  all  your  cares  for  ever  ? 
Live  as  we  have  done,  well,  and  fear  the  Gods, 
Hunt  Honour,  and  not  Nations  with  your  Swords, 
Keep  your  Minds  humble,  your  Devotions  high ; 
So  ftiall  ye  learn  the  nobleft  part,  to  die.  \^Diss, 

Bon,  I  come,  Wench ;  to  ye  all  Fate's  Hangmen,  you 
That  eafe  the  aged  Deftinies,  and  cut 
The  threads  of  Kingdoms,  as  they  draw 'em  ;  here. 
Here  is  the  draught  would  ask  no  lefs  than  C^efar 
To  pledge  it  for  the  glories  fake.  Cur,  Great  Lady. 

Suet.  Make  up  your  own  Conditions.  Bon,  So  we  will. 

Suet,  Stay.    Bern,  Stay. 

Suet,  Be  any  thing.    Bon.  A  Saint,  Suetonius^ 
When  thou  fhalt  fear,  and  die  like  a  Slave.    Ye  Fools, 
Ye  ihould  have  tied  up  Death  firft,  when  ye  conquered, 
Ye  fweat  for  us  in  vain  elfe :  See  him  here. 
He's  ours  Itill,  and  our  Friend  \  laughs  at  your  Pities  j 
And  we  command  him  with  as  eafy  Reins 
As  do  our  Enemies.    1  feel  the  Poifon. 
Poor  vanquifli'd  Romans^  with  what  matchlefs  Tortures 
Could  I  now  Rack  ye.'^  But  I  pity  ye, 
Defiring  to  die  quiet :  Nay,  fo  much 

NeceJJtty,  What  feems  to  ftrengthen  th^  Conjedlure  is  the  Allufion  to 
Catd's  Daughter,  who  eat  live  Coals  out  of  NeceJJity,  having  no  other 
way  to  difpatch  herfelf,  every  murderous  weapon  being  carefully  kept 
at  a  Diftance  from  her. 

Y  3  I 
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I  hate  to  profecute  my  Viftory, 

That  I  will  give  ye  Counfel  e'er  I  die. 

If  you  will  keep  your  Laws  and  Empire  whole. 

Place  in  your  { 54)  Roman  Flelh  a  Britain  Soul.  {Bies. 

Enter  Decius. 

Suet,  Defperate  and  ftrange.  Dec.  'Tis  won,  Sir,  and 

the  Britains 

All  put  to  th'  Sword.  Suet.  Give  her  fair  Funeral  5 
She  was  truly  noble,  and  a  Queen. 

Pet.  Take  it, 

A  Love-mange  grown  upon  me  ?  What,  a  Spirit  ? 

Jun.  I'm  glad  of  this,  I've  found  ye. 

Pet.  In  my  Belly, 
O  how  it  tumbles? 

Jun,  Ye  good  Gods,  I  thank  ye.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T    V.  SCENE! 

Enter  Caratach  upon  a  Rocky  and  Hengo  by  him  Sleeping. 

Car.       Hus  we  afflicSed  climb  for  fafeties, 

A   And  to  avoid  our  Dangers,  feek  Deftrudions  5 
Thus  we  awake  to  Sorrows.  O  thou  Woman, 
Thou  Agent  for  Adverfities,  what  Curfes 
This  day  belong  uo  thy  Improvidence  ? 
(55)  To  Britanie  by  thy  means,  what  fad  Millions 
Of  Widows  weeping  Eyes?  The  ftrong  Man's  Valour 
Thou  haft  betray'd  to  Fury,  the  Child's  Fortune 
To  fear,  and  want  of  Friends  j  whofe  Pieties 
Might  wipe  his  Mournings  off,  and  build  his  Sorrows 
A  Houfe  of  reft  by  his  bleft  Anceftors  : 
The  Virgins  thou  haft  rob'd  of  all  their  WiHies, 
Blafted  their  blowing  Hopes,  turned  their  Songs, 
Their  mirthful  Marriage-fongs  to  Funerals; 

(54)  —  Romans  Fle/h']  The  Text  is  from  the  Folio  of  1647. 
(5  ;)  So  the  Copy  of  the  lirll  Edition.    The  other i.  have  To  Britain, 
which  makes  the  Meafure  run  ill. 
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The  Land  thou'ft  left  a  Wildernefs  of  Wretches. 
The  Boy  begins  to  llir  j  thy  fafety  made. 
Would  my  Soul  were  in  Heav'n. 

Hen.  O  noble  Uncle, 
Look  out,  I  Dream'd  we  were  betray'd. 

{^A [oft  dead  March  within. 

Car.  No  harm,  Boy ; 
'Tis  but  thy  emptinefs  that  breeds  thefe  Fancies  : 
Thou  fhalt  have  Meat  anon. 

Hen.  A  little,  Uncle, 
And  1  jfhall  hold  out  bravely.    What  are  thofe  ? 
Look,  Uncle,  look,  thofe  multitudes  that  march  there  ? 
They  come  upon  us  ftealing  by.    Car.  I  fee  'em  ; 
And  prithee  be  not  fearful.  Hen.  Now  ye  hate  me. 
Would  I  were  Dead. 

Car,  Thou  know'ft  I  love  thee  dearly. 

Hen.  Did  I  e'er  fhrink  yet,  Uncle }  Were  I  a  Man  now, 
I  fliould  be  angry  with  ye. 

Enter  Drufus,  Regulus,  and  Soldiers^  with  PeniusV 
Herfe^  Brums  and  Colours. 

Car.  My  fweet  Chicken, 
See,  they  have  reach'd  us,  and  as't  feems  they  bear 
Some  Soldier's  Body,  by  their  folemn  Geftures, 
And  fad  Solemnities  ;  it  well  appears  too 
To  be  of  Eminence.    Moft  worthy  Soldiers, 
Let  me  intreat  your  Knowledge  to  inform  me 
What  noble  Body  that  is  which  you  bear 
With  fuch  a  fad  and  ceremonious  Grief, 
As  if  ye  meant  to  woo  the  World  and  Nature 
To  be  in  love  with  Death  ?  Moft  honourable 
Excellent  Romans^  by  your  ancient  Valours, 
As  ye  love  Fame,  refolve  me. 

Sold.  'Tis  the  Body 
Of  the  great  Captain  Penius^  by  himfclf 
Made  cold  and  fpiritlefs. 

Car.  O  ftay,  ye  Romans^ 
By  the  Religion  which  you  owe  thofe  Gods 
That  lead  ye  on  to  Vidories,  by  thofe  Glories 
Which  made  even  Pride  a  Virtue  in  ye,   Dru.  Stay: 

Y  3  Wbafs 
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Wlut's  thy  Will,  Caraiach?    Car.  Set  down  the  Body, 

The  Body  of  the  nobleft  of  all  Rojnans^ 

As  ye  expedl  an  Offering  at  your  Graves 

From  your  friends  Sorrows,  fet  it  down  a  while  \ 

That  with  your  Griefs  an  Enemy  may  mingle, 

(A  noble  Enemy  that  loves  a  Soldier,) 

And  lend  a  tear  to  Virtue  ;  ev'n  your  Foes, 

Your  wild  Foes,  as  you  call'd  us,  are  yec  ftor'd 

With  fair  Affedions,  our  Hearts  frefh,  our  Spirits, 

Though  fometime  ftubborn,  yet  when  Virtue  dies. 

Soft  and  relenting  as  a  Virgin's  Prayers, 

Oh  fet  it  down.    Dru,  Set  down  the  Body,  Soldiers. 

Car,  Thou  hallowed  Relick,  thou  rich  Diamond 
Cut  with  thine  own  Duft ;  thou  for  whofe  wide  Fame 
The  World  appears  too  narrow,  Mans  all  Thoughts, 
Had  they  all  Tongues,  too  filent    thus  I  bow 
To  thy  mofl:  honour'd  Afhes :  Though  an  Enemy, 
Yet  Friend  to  all  thy  Worth,  Sleep  peaceably ; 
Happinefs  crown  thy  Soul,  and  in  thy  Earth 
Some  Laurel  fix  his  feat,  there  grow  and  flourifh, 
And  make  thy  Grave  an  everlarting  Triumph. 
Farewel  all  glorious  Wars,  now  thou  art  gone. 
And  honed  Arms  adieu  :  All  noble  Battels, 
Maintain'd  in  third  of  Honour,  not  of  Blood, 
Farewel  for  ever.    Hen,  Was  this  Roman^  Uncle, 
So  good  a  Man  ?    Car.  Thou  never  knew'ft  thy  Father. 

Hen,  He  dy'd  'fore  1  was  born. 

Car.  This  worthy  Roman 
Was  fuch  another  piece  of  endlefs  Honour, 
Such  a  brave  Soul  dwelt  in  him ;  their  Proportions 
And  Faces  were  not  much  unlike.  Boy.  Excellent  Nature, 
See  how  it  works  into  his  Eyes,  mine  own  Boy, 

Hsn,  The  multitudes  of  thefe  Men,  and  their  Fortunes, 
Could  never  make  me  fear  yet    one  Man's  Goodnefs  • 

Car.  O  now  thou  pleafeft  me,  weep  ftill,  my  Child, 
As  if  thou  faw'fl:  me  Dead  ;  with  fuch  a  flux 
Or  flood  of  Sorrow ;  ftill  thou  pleafeft  me. 
And  worthy  Soldiers,  pray  receive  thefe  Pledges, 
Thefe  hatchments  of  our  Griefs,  and  grace  us  fo  much  ^ 
To  place  'em  on  his  Hearfe.    Now  if  ye  pleafe,  1 
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Bear  off  the  noble  Burden  ;  raife  his  Pile 

High  as  Olympusy  (56)  making  Heav'n  to  wonder 

To  fee  a  Star  on  Earth  oat-fliining  theirs. 

And  ever  loved,  ever  living  be 

Thy  honoured  and  moft  facred  Memory. 

Dru,  Thou  haft  done  honeftly,  good  Caratach^ 
And  when  thou  dieft,  a  thoufand  virtuous  Romans 
Shall  fing  thy  Soul  to  Heav'n.  Now  march  on,  Soldiers. 


Car.  Now  dry  thine  Eyes ,  my  Boy. 

Hen.  Are  they  all  gone  ? 
I  could  have  wept  this  hour  yet. 

Car.  Come,  take  cheer. 
And  raife  thy  Spirit,  Child  ;  if  but  this  day 
Thou  canft  bear  out  thy  faintnefs,  the  Night  coming 
I'll  fafhion  our  efcape.    Hen.  Pray  fear  not  me; 
Indeed  Pm  very  hearty. 

Car.  Be  fo  ftill ; 
His  Mifchiefs  leffen,  that  controuls  his  ill.  [Exennf^ 


Pet.  What  do  I  ail,  i'th'  name  of  Heav'n  ?  I  did  but 
fee  her. 

And  fee  her  Die,  fhe  ftinks  by  this  time  ftrongly, 

Abominably  ftinks :  She  was  a  Woman, 

A  thing  I  never  car'd  for,  but  to  die  fo. 

So  confidently,  bravely,  ftrongly ;  Oh  the  Devil, 

I  have  the  Bots ;  by  fhe  fcorn'd  us  ftrangely. 

All  we  could  do,  or  durft  do  j  threatned  us 
With  fuch  a  noble  Anger,  and  fo  governed 
With  fuch  a  fiery  Spirit——  ;  the  plain  bots ; 
A—  upon  the  bots,  the  Love-bots  ;  hang  me. 
Hang  me  ev'n  out.o'th'  way,  diredlly  hang  me. 
Oh  penny  Pipers,  and  moft  painful  Penners 
Of  bountiful  new  Ballads,  what  a  fubjed:, 

(56)  So  the  oldeft  Folio.  The  reft  read  make. 


[Exeunt.  A  dead  March 


SCENE 


II. 


Enter  Petillius. 


Y4 


What 
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What  a  fweet  fubjedl  for  your  fiiver  founds. 
Is  crept  (57)  upon  me  ? 

Enter  Junius: 

"Jun.  Here  is  he,  have  at  him.  \Sing$. 
She  fet  the  S  word  unto  her  Breafi^ 
Great  pity  it  was  to  fee, 
^hat  three  drops  of  her  Life- warm  Bloody 
Run  tricklijig  down  her  Knee, 
Art  thou  there,  bonny  Boy  ?  And  i'faith  how  dofl:  thou  ? 

Fet,  Well,  gramercy,  how  doft  thou  ?  H*as  found  me. 
Scented  me  out-,  the  Shame  the  Devil  ow'd  me, 
H'as  kept  his  Day  with.    And  what  News,  Junius? 

Jun.  //  was  an  old 'tale  ten  thoufand  times  toldy 
Of  a  young  Lady  was  turned  into  Mould, 
Her  Life  it  was  lovely,  her  Death  it  was  bold,  [me. 
Pet.  A  cruel  Rogue,  now  (58)  he  has  drawn  purfuiton 
He  hunts  me  like  a  Devil.    No  more  finging 
Thou'ft  got  a  Coid ;  Come,  let's  go  drink  fome  Sack,  Boy. 
Jun.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 
Fet.  Why  doft  thou  laugh  ? 
What  Mares  Ncft  haft  thou  found  ? 

Jun.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 
I  cannot  laugh  alone  :  Becins,  Demetrius^ 
Curius,  oh  my  Sides,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, 
The  ftrangeft  Jeft.    Fet.  Prithee  no  more. 

Jun.  Tne  admirableft  fooling.  [Junius^ 
Pet.  Thou  art  the  prettieft  Fellow.  Jun,  Sirs.  Pet.  Why 
Prithee  away,  fweet  Junius,    Jun.  Let  me  fing  then. 
Pet,  Whoa,  here's  a  ftir  now :  Sing  a  Song  oTix  Pence 

By-  '  (if)  prithee  ;  on't,  Junius, 

Jun.  I  muft  either  fing,  or  laugh. 
Pet,  And  what's  your  Reafon  ? 

(57)  — ■r-vponye}'\  To  fa  ve  our  Authors  from  the  Imputation  of 
uniting  Nonfenfe  here,  we  muft,  I  think,  read  as  I  have  conedled  the 
Text :  For  Love,  which  was  to  be  the  Fund  of  Banter  for  the  Poets, 
was  not  crept  upon  them  but  himfelf. 

(58)   h'a^  drai-vn purfue  it  on  me,  ]  What  llrange  Stuff  is  this  ? 

By  a  fmall  Change  of  Letters  and  a  Comma,  I  hope  1  have  reftor'd 

.  this  P^ace  to  its  ancient  Purity.  Seuuard. 

Jufu 
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^m.  What's  that  to  you  ?  Pet,  And  I  muft  whiftle.  Jun. 
Do  fo. 
Oh,  I  hear  'em  coming. 
Fet,  I've  a  little  Bufinefs. 

"jun.  Thou  fhalt  not  go,  believe  it;  what  a  Gentleman 
Of  thy  fweet  Converfation  ? 

Fet,  Captain  Junius^ 
Sweet  Captain,  let  me  go  with  alJ  Celerity; 
Things  are  not  always  one,  and  do  not  queftion. 
Nor  jeer,  nor  gybe:  None  of  your  doleful  Ditties, 
Nor  your  fweet  Converfation ;  you  will  find  then 
1  may  be  anger'd. 

Jun,  By  no  means,  Petillius  ; 
Anger  a  Man  that  never  knew  Paffion  ? 
•Tis  mod  impoflible  :  A  noble  Captain, 
A  wife  and  generous  Gentleman  ? 

Pet.  "Tom  Puppy, 
Leave  this  way  to  abufe  me:  I  have  found  ye. 
But  for  your  Mother's  fake  I  will  forgive  ye. 
Your  fubtile  Underftanding  may  difcover. 
As  you  think,  fome  trim  toy  to  make  you  merry  ; 
Some  Straw  to  tickle  ye,  but  do  not  trull  to't ; 
Y'are  a  young  Man,  and  may  do  well ;  be  fober. 
Carry  yourfeif  difcreetly. 

Enter  Decius,  Demetrius,  and  Curius. 

Jun.  Yes  forfooth.  [merry; 

Bern.  How  does  the  brave  Petillius  ?   Jun,  Monftrous 
We  two  were  talking  what  a  kind  of  thing 
I  was  when  I  was  in  Love;  what  a  ftrange  Monfter 
For  little  Boys  and  Girls  to  wonder  at ; 
How  like  a  Fool  I  lookt. 

Bee,  So  they  do  all. 
Like  great  dull  flavering  Fools.    Jun,  Petillius  faw  too. 

Pet,  No  more  of  this,  'tis  fcurvy  ;  Peace. 

Jun.  How  naftily. 
Indeed,  how  beaftly  all  I  did  became  me? 
How  I  forgot  to  blow  my  Nofe  ?  there  he  ftands. 
An  honed  and  a  wife  Man ;  if  himfelf 
(I  dare  avouch  it  boldly,  for  I  know  it) 

Should 
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ShoLild  find  himfelf  in  Love  Pet,  I  am  angry. 

'Juri.  Surely  his  wife-felf  would  hang  his  beaftly-felf. 
His  undcrftanding-felf,  fo  mawl  his  Afs-felf  

Dec,  He's  bound  to  do  it    for  he  knows  the  Follies, 
^  The  Poverties,  and  Bafenefs  that  belongs  to'c, 
H'as  read  upon  the  Reformations  long. 

Pet.  He  has  fo.    Jiin,  It  is  true,  and  he  muft  do't : 
Nor  is  fit  indeed  any  fuch  Coward  • 

Pet,  You'll  leave  prating. 

Jun,  Should  dare  come  near  the  Regiments,  efpecially 
Thofe  curious  Puppies  ( for  believe  there  are  fuch) 
That  only  love  Behaviours :  Thofe  are  Dog-Whelps, 
D  windle  away,  becaufe  a  Woman  dies  well ; 
Commit  with  Paflions  only  j  fornicate 
With  the  free  Spirit  meerly .  You,  PetilliuSy 
For  you  have  long  obferv'd  the  World. 

Pet,  Doft  thou  hear  ? 
ril  beat  thee  damnably  within  thefe  three  Hours  : 
Go  pray  •,  may  be  Pll  kill  thee ;  farewel  Jack- Daws. [^a*//. 

Dec.  What  a  ftrange  thing  he's  grown  ? 

Jun.  Pm  glad  he  is  fo, 
'And  ftranger  he  fhall  be  before  I  leave  him.  [him. 

Cur,  Is'c  pofTible  her  meer  Death—  Jun,  I  obferv'd 
And  found  him  taken,  infinitely  taken 
With  her  Bravery    I  have  followed  him, 
And  feen  him  kifs  his  Sword  fince,  court  his  Scabbard, 
Call  dying,  dainty  Dear;  her  brave  Mind,  Miftrefs; 
Calling  a  thoufand  ways,  to  give  thofe  Forms, 
That  he  might  lye  with  'em,  and  get  old  Armours : 
He  had  got  me  o'th'  Hip  once :  It  fhall  go  hard,  Friends, 
But  he  fhall  find  his  own  Coin. 

Enter  Macer, 
Dec.  How  now,  Macer  ? 
Is  Judas  yet  come  in  ? 

Enter  Judas. 
Mac.  Yes,  and  has  loft 
Mofl  of  his  Men  too.    Here  he  is. 
Cur.  What  News? 

Jud.  I've  lodg'd  him  ;  rouze  him  he  that  dares. 
Dcrn,  Where,  Jiidas?  J^^-  - 
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Jud.  On  a  ftecp  Rock  i'th'  Woods,  the  Boy  too  with 
him. 

And  there  he  fwears  he'll  keep  his  Chriftmafs^  Gentlemen, 
But  he  will  come  away  with  full  Conditions, 
Bravely,  and  like  a  Britain  :  He  paid  part  of  us. 
Yet  I  think  we  fought  bravely  :  for  mine  own  pan, 
1  was  four  feveral  times  at  half  Sword  with  him, 
Twice  ftood  his  Partizan  j  but  the  plain  Truth  is. 
He's  a  meer  Devil,  and  no  Man  ;  i'th'  end  he  fwing'd  us. 
And  fwing'd  us  foundly  too  ;  he  fights  by  Witchcraft, 
Yet  for  all  that  1  faw  him  lodg'd. 

Jm,  Take  more  Men, 
I  And  fcout  him  round.  Macer,  march  you  along. 
What  Vidluals  has  he  ? 

Jud,  Not  a  Piece  of  Bisket, 
Not  fo  much  as  will  ftop  a  Tooth,  nor  Water 
More  than  they  make  themfelves :  They  lye 
Juft  like  a  Brace  of  Bear- Whelps,  clofe,  and  crafty, 
Sucking  their  Fingers  for  their  Food. 

Dec  Cut  off  then 
All  Hope  of  that  way  ;  take  fufficient  Forces. 

Jun.  but  ufe  no  foul  Play,  on  your  Lives  :  that  Man 
That  does  him  Mifchief  by  Deceit,  I'll  kill  him. 

Mac,  He  fhall  have  fair  play,  he  deferves  ic. 

Jud.  Hark  ye. 
What  fhould  I  do  there  then You  are  brave  Captains, 
Mod  valiant  Men    go  up  yourfelves ;  ufe  Virtue, 
See  what  will  come  on't ;  pray  the  Gentleman 
To  come  down,  and  be  taken.    Ye  all  know  him, 
I  think  ye've  felt  him  too:  There  ye  fhall  find  him. 
His  Sword  by's  fide.  Plums  of  a  Pound  Weight  by  him, 
Will  make  your  Chops  ake  :  You'll  find  it  a  more  Labour 
To  win  him  living,  than  climbing  of  a  Crows-Neft. 

Dec,  Away,  and  compafs  him  ;  we  lhall  come  up 
I'm  fure  within  thefe  two  Hours.  Watch  him  clofe. 

Mac,  He  ihall  fiee  through  the  Air,  if  he  efcape  us. 

lA  fad  Noife  within. 

Jun.  What's  this  loud  Lamentation  ? 

Mac.  The  dead  Body 
Of  the  great  Pcnius  is  new  come  to  th*  Camp,  Sir. 

Vem. 


348  B  0  N  DU  C  A. 

Bern.  Dead !   Mac,  By  himfelf,  they  fay. 

Jm.  I  f  ar'd  that  Fortune. 

Cur.  Peace  guide  him  up  to  Heav'n. 

Jm»  Away  good  Macer,     [^Exeunt  Macer  and  Judas. 

Enter  Suetonius,  Drufus^  Regulus,  and  Petillius. 

Suet.  If  thou  be'ft  guilty. 
Some  fullen  Plague,  thou  hat'ft  moft,  light  upon  thee  : 
The  Regiment  return  on  Junius^ 
He  well  deferves  it.    Pet.  So. 

Suet.  Draw  out  three  Companies, 
Yours  Decius,  Junius^  and  thou  Petillius, 
And  make  up  inilantly  to  Caratach^ 
He's  in  the  Wood  before  ye;  we  fliall  follow 
After  due  Ceremony  done  to  th'  dead, 
The  noble  dead  :  Come  let's  go  burn  the  Body. 

\_Exeunt  all  hut  Petillius. 

Pet.  The  Regiment  giv'n  from  me ;  difgrac'd  openly. 
In  love  too  with  a  Trifle  to  abufe  me  ? 
A  merry  World,  a  fine  World  ;  fcrv'd  feven  Years 
To  be  an  Afs  o'  both  fides,  fweet  Petillius^  [Sir, 
You've  brought  your  Hogs  to  a  fine  Market:  You're  wife, ' 
Your  honourable  Brain- Pan  full  of  Crotchets, 
An  Underftanding  Gentleman  j  your  Projedls 
Cafl:  with  afiljrance  ever  :  Wouldft  not  thou  now 
Be  bang'd  about  the  Pate,  Petillius  ? 
Anfwer  to  that,  fweet  Soldier ;  furely,  furcly, 
I  think  ye  would  ;  pull'd  by  the  Nofe,  kick'd  ;  hang  thee, 
Thou  art  the  arrant'ft  Rafcal :  Truft  thy  Wifdom 
With  any  thing  of  Weight ;  the  Wind  with  Feathers. 
Out  ye  blind  Puppy  ;  you  command?  You  govern? 
Dig  for  a  Groat  a  Day,  or  ferve  a  Swine-herd  ; 
Too  noble  for  thy  Nature  too.    I  mud  up  ; 
But  what  I  fiiall  do  there,  let  time  difcover.  \^Exit, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Macer  and  Judas,  with  Meat  and  a  Bottle. 
Mac.  Hang  it  o'th'  fide  o'th'  Rock,  as  tho'  the  Britain^ 
Stole  hither  to  relieve  him  ;  who  fiirft  ventures 

To 
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To  fetch  it  off,  is  ours.    I  cannot  fee  him. 

Jud.  He  lies  clofe  in  a  Hole  above,  I  know  it. 
Gnawing  upon  his  Anger:  Ha?  no  'tis  not  he. 

Mac,  'Tis  hut  the  fhaking  of  the  Boughs. 

Jud,  Shake  'em, 

Fm  fure  they  fliake  me  foundly.  There. 

Mac.  'Tis  nothing. 

Jud.  Make  no  Noife  ;  if  he  ftir,  a  deadly  Temped 
Of  huge  Stones  falls  upon's:  'tis  done:  away,  clofe. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Caratach. 

Car.  Sleep  dill,  fleep  fweetly  Child,'tis  all  thou  fecd'ft  on 
No  gentle  Britain  near    no  valiant  Charity  [fick. 
To  bring  thee  Food  ?  Poor  Knave,  thou'rt  fick,  extream 
Almoft  grown  wild  for  Meat  j  and  yet  thy  Goodnefs 
Will  not  confefs,  nor  fhew  it.    All  the  Woods 
Are  double  lin'd  with  Soldiers ;  no  way  left  us 
To  make  a  noble  fcape  :  I'll  fit  down  by  thee. 
And  when  thou  wak'ft,  either  get  Meat  to  fave  thee. 
Or  lofe  my  Life  i'th*  Purchafe,  good  Gods  comfort  thee. 

Enter  Junius,  Decius,  Petillius,  and  Guide. 

Guide.  Ye  arc  not  far  off  now,  Sir. 

Jun.  Draw  the  Companies  []way. 
The  clofeft  way  through  the  Woods  ;  we'll  keep  on  this 

Guide.  I  will,  Sir :  half  a  fui*]ong  more  you'll  come 
Within  the  fight  o'th'  Rock    keep  on  the  left  fide. 
You'll  be  difcover'd  elfe  :  PU  lodge  your  Companies 
In  the  wild  Vines  beyond  ye.  Bee.  Do  ye  rhark  him  ? 

Jun.  Yes,  and  am  very  forry  for  him.  Pet.  Junius^ 
Pray  let  me  fpeak  two  Words  with  you.    Jun.  Walk 
afore. 

I'll  overtake  ye  ftraight.    Bee.  I  will.    Jun.  Now, 
Captain.  [Exit  Decius. 

Pet.  You  have  oft  told  me,  youhave  lov'dmCj^'^/wV/j. 

Jun.  Mod  fure  I  told  you  Truth  then. 

Pet.  And  that  Love 
Should  not  deny  me  any  honed  thing. 

Jun.  It  ftiall  not.    Pet.  Dare  ye  fwear  it  ? 

I 
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I  have  forgot  all  Paflages  between  us 

That  have  been  ill,  (59)  forgiven  too,  forget  you. 

Jun,  What  would  this  Man  have  ?  By  .  I  do.  Sir, 

So  it  be  fit  to  grant  ye.   Pet,  'Tis  moft  honefl:. 

Jun,  Why,  then  Pll  do  it.  Fet,  Kill  me.  Jun,  How  ? 
Pet,  Pray  kill  me. 

Jm,  Kill  ye.?  Pet,  Ay,  kill  me  quickly,  fuddenly. 
Now  kill  me.     Jun,  On  what  Reafon  ?  ye  amaze  me. 

Pet,  If  you  do  love  me,  kill  me,  ask  me  not  why  : 
I  would  be  killed,  and  by  you.    Jm.  Mercy  on  me. 
What  ails  this  Man  ?  Petillius  !  Pet,  Pray  ye  difpatch  me, 
Ye  are  not*  fafe  whilft  I  live :  I  am  dangerous. 
Troubled  cxtreamly,  ev'n  to  Mifchief,  Junius^ 
An  Enemy  to  all  good  Men  :  Fear  not,  *tis  Juftice  ; 
I  (hall  kill  you  elfe.  Jun,  Tell  me  but  the  Caufe, 
And  1  will  do  it.    Pet,  I'm  difgrac'd,  my  Service 
Slighted,  and  unrewarded  by  the  General ; 
My  Hopes  left  wild  and  naked  \  befides  thefe, 
I'm  grown  ridiculous,  an  Afs,  a  Folly 
I  dare  not  trufl:  myfelf  with  ;  prithee  kill  me. 

Jun,  All  thefe  may  be  redeemed  as  eafily 
As  you  would  heal  your  Finger.    Pet,  Nay-— « 

Jun.  Stay,  Pll  do  it. 
You  fhall  not  need  your  Anger  :  But  firft,  Petillius^ 
You  fhall  unarm  yourfelf ;  1  dare  not  truft 
A  Man  fo  bent  to  Mifchief.    Pet,  There's  my  Sword, 
And  do  it  handfomly.   Jun,  Yes,  I  will  kill  ye. 
Believe  that  certain  ;  but  firft  Pll  lay  before  ye 
The  moft  extreme  Fool  ye  have  plaid  in  this. 
The  Honour  purpos'd  for  ye,  the  great  Honour 
The  General  intended  ye.    Pet,  How  } 

Jun,  And  then  Pll  kill  ye, 
Becaufe  ye  ftiall  die  miferable.    Know,  Sir, 
The  Regiment  was  given  me,  but  'till  time 

(59)  ^^forgiiJen  tao,  forgot  you. 1  It  is  an  cdd  Proof  of  his  Efteent, 
and  an  odd  Reafon  for  asking  of  a  Favour,  to  fay  that  he  has  forgot 
him  as  well  as  his  /Affronts.  1  hope  I  have  reftor'd  the  true  Reading. 
/  ha^e  forgotten  and  forgiven  all  'Taunts  and  Affronts  from  youy  do 
you  in  your  Turn  forget  all  mine  to  you  :  So  far  Mr.  Se^vjard,  and  I 
add  with  pleafurs,  that  I  concurred  too  in  this  very  Alteration. 

Call'd 
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Caird  ye  to  do  fome  worthy  deed,  might  flop 
The  Peoples  ill  thoughts  of  ye,  for  Lord  PeniuSy 
I  mean  his  Death.    How  foon  this  time's  come  to  ye. 
And  halted  by  Suetonius  ?  Go,  fays  he, 
■  Junius  and  Decius^  and  go  thou  Petillius, 
;  Diftin<51:ly,  thou  Petillius^  and  draw  up, 
r  To  take  ftout  Caratach  5  there's  the  deed  purpos'd, 
A  deed  to  take  off  all  faults,  of  all  Natures : 
And  thou  Petillius  \  mark  it,  there's  the  Honour, 
k  And  that  done,  all  made  even.    Pet,  Stay. 
Jun.  No,  I'll  kill  ye. 
He  knew  thee  abfolute,  and  full  in  Soldier, 
Daring  beyond  all  Dangers,  found  thee  otit 
According  to  the  boldnefs  of  thy  Spirit, 
A  Subje6t,  fuch  a  Subjed— -  Pet,  Hark  ye,  Junius^ 
1  will  live  now. 

Jun,  By  no  means.    Woo'd  thy  Worth, 
Held  thee  by  the  Chin  up,  as  thou  funk'ft,  and  fhew'd  thee 
How  Honour  held  her  Arms  out :  Come,  make  ready. 
Since  ye  will  die  an  Afs.    Pet,  Thou  wilt  not  kill  me  ? 

Jun,  By  but  I  will,  Sir.    I'll  have  no  Man 

dangerous 

Live  to  deftroy  me  afterward.  Befides,   you  have  gotten 

Honour  enough,  let  young  Men  rife  now.  Nay, 

I  do  perceive  too  by  the  General,  (which  is 

One  main  caufe  ye  (hall  die,  howe'er  he  carry  it,) 

Such  a  ftrong  doting  on  ye,  that  I  fear 

You  lhall  command  in  chief :  how  are  we  paid  then  ? 

Come,  if  you'll  pray,  difpatch  it^  Pet,  Is  there  no  way  ? 

Jun,  Not  any  way  to  live.  Pet,  I  will  do  any  thing. 
Redeem  myfelf  at  any  Price :  good  Junius y 
Let  me  but  die  upon  the  Rock,  but  offer 
My  Life  up  like  a  Soldier.  Jun,  You  will  feek  then 
To  out-do  every  Man.  Pet,  Believe  it,  Junius^ 
You  fliall  go  ftroke  by  ftroke  with  me. 

Jun.  You'll  leave  off  too, 
As  you  are  noble,  and  a  Soldier, 
For  ever  thefe  mad  fancies.  Pet,  Dare  ye  truftme  } 
By  all  that's  good  and  honeft.  7^/«.There's  yourSword  then. 
And  now  come  on  a  new  Man :  Virtue  guide  thee.  [Exe, 

Enter 
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Enter  Caratach  and  Hengo,  on  the  Rock. 

Car,  Courage  my  Boy,  I  have  found  Meat :  look, 
Hengo^ 

Look  where  fome  blefled  Britain^  to  prcferve  thee. 
Has  hung  a  Httle  Food  and  Drink  :  cheer  up,  Boy, 
Do  not  forfake  me  now. 

Hen,  Oh  Uncle,  Uncle, 
I  feel  I  cannot  flay  Jong  ;  yet  V\\  fetch  it. 
To  keep  your  noble  Life ;  Uncle,  Pm  Heart-whole, 
And  would  live.    Car,  Thou  fhalr,  long  I  hope. 

Hen,  But  my  Head,  Uncle  : 
Methinks  the  Rock  goes  round. 

Enter  Macer  Judas. 
Mac.  Mark  'em  well,  Judas. 

Jud.  Peace,  as  you  love  your  life.  Hen.  Do  not  you  hear 
The  noife  of  Bells  ?    Car.  Of  Bells,  Boy  ?    'tis  thy 
fancy, 

Alas,  thy  Body's  full  of  Wind.  • 

Hen,  Methinks,  Sir, 
They  ring  a  ftrange  fad  knell,  a  preparation 
To  fome  near  Funeral  of  State ;  nay,  weep  not. 
Mine  own  fveet  Uncle,  you  will  kill  me  fooner. 

Car,  Oh  my  poor  Chicken. 

Hen,  Fie,  faint-hearted  Uncle 
Come,  tye  me  in  your  Belt,  and  let  me  down. 

Car.  I'll  go  myfelf.  Boy. 

Hen,  No,  as  ye  love  me.  Uncle  ; 
I  will  not  eat  it,  if  I  do  not  fetch  it  ; 
The  danger  only  I  defire ;  pray  tye  me. 

Car.  i  will,  and  all  my  care  hang  o'er  thee :  come,  Child, 
My  valiant  Child. 

Hen.  Let  me  down  apace,  Uncle, 
And  ye  fhall  fee  how  like  a  Daw  V\\  whip  it 
From  all  their  Policies  :  for  'tis  mod  certain 
A  Roman  train  ;  and  ye  muft  hold  me  fure  too. 
You'll  fpoiJ  all  elfe.    When  I  have  brought  it.  Uncle, 
We'll  be  as  merry——    Car,  Go  i'th*  name  of  Heav'n, 
Boy. 

Hen. 
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Hen,  Quick,  quick,  Uncle,  I  have  it.    Oh  ! 

[Judas fiioots  Hengo. 

Car,  What  aiPft  thou  ? 

Hen.  O  my  befl:  Uncle,  I  am  flain.    Car,  I  fee  ye, 
And  Heav'n  dired:  my  Hand :  Deftruftion 

[Caratach«^///j  Judas  with  a  Stone  from  the  Rock. 
Go  with  thy  Coward  Soul.    How  doft  thou.  Boy  } 
Oh  Villain,  pocky  Villain. 

Hen.  Oh  Uncle,  Uncle, 
Oh  how  it  pricks  me ;  am  I  preferv'd  for  this 
Extremely  pricks  me. 

Car,  Coward,  rafcal  Coward,  Dogs  eat  thy  flefh; 

Hen.  Oh  I  bleed  hard ;  I  faint  too,  out  upon't, 
How  fick  I  am  ?  the  lean  Rogue,  Uncle.  Car,  Look  Boy, 
I've  laid  him  fure  enough.    Hen.  Have  ye  knock'd  his 
Brains  out  \ 

Car,  I  warrant  thee  for  ftirring  more :  Cheer  up,  Child. 
Hen,  Hold  my  fides  hard,  ftop,  flop, "  oh  wretched 
Fortune, 

Muft  we  part  thus  ?  Still  I  grow  ficker,  Uncle, 

Car,  Heav'n  look  upon  this  noble  Child, 

Hen,  I  once  hop*d 
I  fliould  have  liv'd  t'  have  met  thefe  bloody  Romans 
At  my  Sword's  point,  to  have  reveng'd  my  Father, 
T'  have  beaten  'em  ;  oh  hold  me  hard.    But  Uncle  — ^ 

Car,  Thou  (halt  live  ftill  I  hope,  Boy.  Shall  I  draw  it  \ 

Hen.  Ye  draw  away  my  Soul  then,  1  would  live 
A  little  longer ;  fpare  me  Heay'ns,  but  only 
To  thank  you  for  your  tender  love.    Good  Uncle, 
Good  noble  Uncle  weep  not.  Car.  Oh  my  Chicken, 
My  dear  Boy  what  fhall  1  lofe  ?  Hen,  Why,  a  Child, 
That  muft  have  died  however  ;  had  this  'fcap'd  me, 
I  Fever  or  Famine  I  was  born  to  die,  Sir, 

Car,  But  thus  unblown,  my  Boy  ? 

Hen,  I  go  the  ftraighter 
My  journey  to  the  Gods :  Sure  I  fliall  know  ys 
When  ye  come,  Uncle.  Car,  Yes,  Boy. 

Hen,  And  I  hope 
Wc  ftiall  enjoy  together  that  great  Blcflednefs  [cold. 
You  told  me  of.  C'^r.  Moft  certain,  Child.  Hen  1  grow 

Vol.  VI.  Z  Mine 
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Mine  Eyes  are  going.  Car,  Lift  *em  up.  Hen.  Pray  forme; 
And  noble  Uncle,  when  my  Bones  are  Aftes, 
Think  of  your  little  Nephew.   Mercy.  Car.  Mercy. 
You  blefled  Angels  take  him.  Hen,  Kifs  me :  fo. 
Farewel,  farewel.  {Dies. 

Car,  Farewel  the  hopes  of  Britain^ 
Thou  Royal  Graft,  farewel  for  ever.    Time  and  Death, 
Ye've  done  your  worft.  Fortune  now  fee,  now  proudly 
Pluck  off  thy  Vail,  and  view  thy  Triumph  :  Look, 
Look  what  thou'fl  brought  this  Land  to.  Oh  fair  Flower, 
How  lovely  yet  thy  Ruins  fhow,  how  fweetly 
Ev'n  Death  embraces  thee  !  The  peace  of  Heav'n, 
The  fellowfhip  of  all  great  Souls  be  with  thee. 

Enter  Petillius  and  Junius  on  the  Rock, 

Hah  ?  Dare  ye  Romans  F  Ye  lhall  win  me  bravely. 
Thour't  mine.    Jun.  Not  yet,  Sir.  [^Fi^bt, 

Car,  Breath  ye,  ye  poor  Romans^ 
And  come  up  all,  with  all  your  antient  Valours, 
Like  a  rough  Wind  Til  fliake  your  Souls,  and  fend  'em — 

Enter  Suetonius,  and  all  the  Roman  Captains, 

Suet,  Yield  thee,  bold  Caratach  \  by  all 
As  I  am  Soldier,  as  I  envy  thee, 
ril  ufe  thee  like  thyfelf,  the  valiant  Britain. 

Pet.  Brave  Soldier  yield,thou  (lock  of  Arms  and  Honour, 
Thou  filler  of  the  World  with  Fame  and  Glory,  [ners, 

Jun,  Moil  worthy  Man,  we'll  woo  thee,  be  thy  Prifo 

Suet,  Excellent  Britain^  do  me  but  that  Honour, 
That  more  to  me  than  Conquefts,  that  true  Happinefs, 
To  be  my  Friend.  Car,  Oh,  Romans^  fee  what  here  is : 
Had  this  Boy  liv'd  — -  Suet,  For  Fame's  fake,  for  thy 

Sword*s  fake, 
As  thou  defireft  to  build  thy  Virtues  greater : 
By  all  that's  excellent  in  Man,  and  honeft— — 

Car,  I  do  believe  ;  ye've  had  me  a  brave  Foe  ; 
Make  me  a  noble  Friend,  and  from  your  Goodnels,. 
Give  this  Boy  honourable  Earth  to  lie  in» 

Suet,  He  fhail  have  fitting  Funeral, 

Car, 
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Car.  I  yield  then  5 
Not  to  your  Blows,  but  your  brave  Courtefies. 

Pet,  Thus  we  conduft  then  to  the  Arms  of  Peace 
The  wonder  of  the  World. 

Suet.  Thus  I  embrace  thee,  [Flouri/h. 
And  let  it  be  no  FJatt'ry  that  I  tell  thee. 
Thou  art  the  only  Soldier. 

Car.  How  to  thank  ye, 
I  muft  hereafter  find  upon  your  Ufage. 
I  am  for  Rome, 

Suet.  Ye  muft. 

Car.  Then  Rome  fhall  know 
The  Man  that  makes  her  fpring  of  Glory  grow. 

Suet,  Petilliusy  you  have  fliown  much  worth  this  day, 
redeem'd  much  Error, 
Ye  have  my  Love  again,  preferveitj  Junim^ 
With  you  I  make  him  equal  in  the  Regiment. 

Jun.  The  elder  and  the  nobler ;  I'll  give  place,  Sir. 

Suet,  Ye  fliew  a  Friend's  Soul. 
March  on,  and  through  the  Camp  in  every  Tongue, 
The  Virtues  of  great  Carata^b  be  fung. 

[Exeunt, 
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HE  R  E  the  Bee  can  fuck  no  Ho?ie)\  Jhe  leaves 
her  Sting  behind ;  and  where  the  Bear  cannot 
find  Origanum  to  heal  his  Griefs  he  blajleth  all  other 
Leaves^  with  his  Breath.  We  fear^  it  is  like  to  fare 
Jo  with  us ;  that  feeijig  you  cannot  draw  from  our 
Labours  fweet  Content^  you  leave  behind  you  a  four 
Mifiike^  and  with  open  Reproach  blame  our  good 
Mea?iing^  bccaife  you  canjiot  reap  the  wonted  Mirth, 
Our  Intent  was  at  this  time  to  move  inward  Delight ^ 
not  outward  Lightnefs  5  and  to  breed  ( if  it  might 
be)  foft  fmiling^  not  loud  laughing  %  knowing  it  (to 
the  wife)  to  be  a  great  Pleafure^  to  hear  Coufifel  mixed 
with  Wit^  as  to  the  foolijh  to  have  Sport  mingled 
with  Rudenefs.  T^hey  were  banifhed  the  Theatre  of 
Athens,  and  from  Rome  hiffed^  that  brought  Para^ 
fites  on  the  Stage  with  apijh  AElions^  or  Fools  with 
uncivil  Habits,  or  Courtezans  with  immodeft  Words. 
We  have  endeavoured  to  be  as  far  from  unfeemly 
Speeches,  to  make  your  Ears  glow,  as  we  hope  you 
will  be  free  from  unkind  Reports,  or  miflaking  the 
Author's  Intention  ( who  never  aimed  at  any  one  par^ 
ticular  in  this  Play,)  to  make  our  Cheeks  blufh.  And 
thus  I  leave  it,  and  thee  to  thine  own  CenfurCy  to 
like  or  difiike.  Vale, 
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THE  Prologue. 
Then  a  Citizen. 

The  Citizen's  Wife,  and  Ralph  her  Man,  fitting 

below  amidfl  the  SpeSiators. 
A  rich  Merchant. 
Jafper  his  Apprentice. 

Majler  Humphrey,  a  Friend  to  the  Merchant. 
Luce,  the  Merchant's  'Daughter. 
Miflrefs  Merry-thought,  Jafper'j  Mother. 
Michael,  a  fecond  Son  of  Mifrefs  Merry-thought, 
Old  Mr.  Merry-thought, 
A  Squire. 
A  Dwarfe, 
A  Tapfler. 

A  Boy  that  danceth  and  fngetb. 

An  Hojl. 

A  Barber. 

Two  Knights, 

A  Captain. 

A  Sergmnt. 

Soldiers, 
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Enter  Prologue. 

ROM  all  that's  near  the  Court,  from  all 

that's  great 
Within  the  compafs  of  the  City  Walls, 
We  now  have  brought  our  Scene. 

Enter  Citizen, 

Cit,  Hold  your  peace,  good-man  Boy. 
Pro.  What  do  you  mean,  Sir? 
Cit,  That  you  have  no  good  meaning:  Thefe  feven 
years  there  hath  been  PJays  at  this  Houfe,  I  have  obferv'd 

it, 

(i)  The  Knight  of  the  Burning  ?ejlle.'\  The  privy  Mark  of  Irony, 
which  rufts  thro'  this  Play,  not  being  underftood,  was  the  Reafon, 
fays  Walter  Burre^  [In  his  Dedication  of  the  ^larto  of  1 613,  to  his 
many  ^juaies  endeered  friend  Maifter  Robert  Key  far]  that  it  was  ready 
to  give  up  the  Ghoft,  and  ran  the  danger  of  being  fmother'd  in  per- 
petual Oblivion,  had  not  Mr.  Key  far  been  movM  to  relieve  and  cherifh 
it.  And  that  the  Reader  may  not  think  the  Hint  of  ridiculing  Romance 
Writers  was  taken  from  Don  fixate,  the  fame  Burre  affures  us,  in 
very  ftrong  Terms,  that  our  Knight  came  out  into  the  World  above  a 
full  Year  before  the  Spaniard,  If  this  be  fo,  then  the  prefent  Play 
was  wrote  at  leaft  in  the  Year  1604,  for  Cervantes  did  not  publifti  his 
feril  ParE  before  ^.  /).  1605.  > 

Sowever, 
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it,  you  have  ftill  girds  at  Citizens ;  and  now  you  call  your 
Play,  ne  London  Merchant,    Down  with  your  Title, 
Boy,  down  with  your  Title. 
'    Pro.  Are  you  a  Member  of  the  noble  City  ? 
Cit.  I  am. 

Pro,  And  a  Free-man  ? 
Cit,  Yea,  and  a  Grocer. 

Pro,  So  Grocer,  then  by  your  fweet  favour,  we  intend 
no  abufe  to  the  City. 

Cit,  No,  Sir,  yes,  Sir,  if  you  were  not  refolv'd  to 
play  the  Jacks,  what  need  you  ftudy  for  new  Subjefls, 
purpofdy  to  abufe  your  Betters  ?  Why  could  not  you  be 
contented,  as  well  as  others,  with  the  Legend  of  Whit- 
ttngton^  or  the  Life  and  Death  of  Sir  nomas  Grejham  ? 
With  the  building  of  the  Royal  Exchange  ?  Or  the  Story 
of  Queen  Elenor^  with  the  rearing  of  London- Bridge  upon 
Wool-facks  ? 

Pro.  You  feem  to  be  an  underftanding  Man ;  what 
would  you  have  us  do.  Sir  ? 

G'^.  Why,  prefent  fomething  notably  in  honour  of 
the  Commons  of  the  City. 

Pro,  Why,  what  do  you  fay  to  the  Life  and  Death  of 
fat  Drake^  or  the  repairing  of  Fleet  Privies  ? 

Cit,  I  do  not  like  that ;  but  I  will  have  a  Citizen,  and 
he  fhall  be  of  my  own  Trade. 

Pro,  Oh,  you  fhould  have  told  us  your  mind  a  Month 
fince,  our  Play  is  ready  to  begin  now. 

Cit,  *Tis  all  one  for  that,  I  will  have  a  Grocer,  and 
he  ftall  do  admirable  Things. 

Pro.  What  will  you  have  him  do  i 

Cit,  Marry  I  will  have  him  

Ifife,  Husband,  Husband.  [U^ife  hetow, 

Ralph,  Peace,  Miftrefs.  [Ralph  below. 

However,  this  eight  Days  Performance  has  more  Gall  in  it  than  I 
could  wifli  J  and  the  Poet,  againft  whom  the  keeneft  Part  of  this  Satire 
is  fcemingly  levelPd,  deferv*d  better  Treatment  than  we  find  he  has 
met  with  :  And  it  might  be  owing  perhaps  to  Mr.  Spencer^s  Friends 
that  this  Piece  was  fupprefs'd  for  at  leaft  the  Term  of  nine  Years, 
J. ^.  from  1604,  in  which  it  might  be  wrote,  to  ji,D»  1613,  when 
the  firft  Quaho  Copy  came  oat  into  the  World. 
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Wife.  Hold  thy  Peace,  Ral-phy  I  know  what  I  do,  I 
warrant  ye.    Husband,  Husband. 

Cit.  What  lay'fl;  thou,  Cony  ? 

Wife.  Let  him  kill  a  Lion  with  a  Peftle,  Husband, 
let  him  kill  a  Lion  with  a  Peftle. 

Cit.  So  he  fliall,  I'll  have  him  kill  a  Lion  with  a  Peftle. 

Wife,  Husband,  flialJ  I  come  up.  Husband  ? 

Cit.  Ay,  Cony.  Ralphs  help  your  Miftrefs  up  this 
way :  Pray  Gentlemen  make  her  a  little  room,  I  pray 
you.  Sir,  lend  me  your  Hand  to  help  up  my  Wife;  I 
thank  you.  Sir,  fo. 

Wife,  By  your  leave  Gentlemen  all,  Pm  fomething 
troublefome,  Pm  a  Stranger  here,  I  was  ne'er  at  one  of 
thefe  Plays,  as  they  fay,  before  ;  but  I  Ihould  have  feen- 
J'ane  Shore  once  ;  and  my  Husband  hath  promifed  me 
any  time  this  Twelvemonth,  to  carry  me  to  the  Bold  Beau- 
chams^  but  in  truth  he  did  not ;  I  pray  you  bear  with  me. 

Cit,  Boy,  let  my  Wife  and  I  have  a  couple  of  Stools, 
and  then  begin,  and  let  the  Grocer  do  rare  Things. 

Pro,  But,  Sir,  we  have  never  a  Boy  to  play  him,  every 
one  hath  a  Part  already. 

Wife.  Husband,  Husband,  for  God's  fake  let  Ralph 
play  him,  beftirew  me  if  I  do  not  think  he  will  go  be- 
yond them  all. 

Cit,  Well  remembred  Wife,  come  up  Ralph  \  Pll  tell^ 
youGentlemen,  let  them  but  lend  him  a  Suit  of  Reparrel, 
and  Neceflaries,  and  by  Gad,  if  any  of  them  all  blow- 
Wind  in  the  Tail  on  him,  Pll  be  hang'd. 

Wife.  I  pray  you  Youth,  let  him  have  a  Suit  of  Re- 
parrel  :  Pll  be  fworn.  Gentlemen,  my  Husband  tells  you 
true,  he  will  adl  you  fometimes  at-  our  Houfe,  that  all 
the  Neighbours  cry  out  on  him :  He  will  fetch  you  up  a 
couraging  Part  fo  in  the  Garret,  that  we  are  all  as  fear'd 
I  warrant  you,  that  we  quake  again:  (2)  We  fear  our 
Children  with  him,  if  they  be  never  fo  unruly,  do  but 
cry,  Ralph  comes^  Ralph  comes  to  them,  and  they'll  be  as 
quiet  as  Lambs.   Hold  up  thy  Head  Ralphs  fliew  the 

(2)  We'll  fear — ]  I  wou'd  propofe  reading  the  change  of  the 
Tenfe  here  feems  very  requiiite  to  improve  the  Senfe. 

Gentle- 
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Gentlemen  what  thou  canft  do,  fpeak  a  hufEng  Part,  1 
warrant  you  the  Gentlemen  will  accept  of  it. 
Cit,  Do  Ralphs  do. 

Ralph.  By  Heav'n  (methinks)  it  were  an  eafie  leap 
To  pluck  bright  Honour  from  the  pale-fac'd  Moon, 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  Sea, 
"Where  never  fathomeLine  toucht  any  Ground, 
And  pluck  up  drown'd  Honour  from  the  lake  of  Hell. 

Cit,  How  fay  you,  Gentlemen,  is  it  not  as  I  told  you  ? 

Wife.  Nay,  Gentlemen,  he  hath  plaid  before,  (3)  my 
Husband  fays,  Mufidorus^  before  the  Wardens  of  our 
Company. 

Cit.  Ay,  and  he  fhould  have  plaid  (4)  Jeronimo  with 
a  Shoo- maker  for  a  Wager. 

Pro.  He  fliall  have  a  fuit  of  Apparel^  if  he  will  go  in. 

Cit.  In  Ralphs  in  Ralph^  and  fet  out  the  Grocers  in 
their  kind,  if  thou  lov'ft  me. 

Wife.  I  warrant  our  Ralph  will  look  finely  when  he*s 
dreft. 

Pro.  But  what  will  you  have  it  called  ? 
Cit,  The  (5 )  Grocers  Honour, 

Pro,  Methinks  The  Knight  of  the  burning  Peflle  were 
better. 

Wife,  ril  be  fworn  Husband,  that's  as  good  a  Name 
can  be. 

Cit.  Let  it  be  fo,  begin,  begin  j  my  Wife  and  I  will 
jGt  down. 

Pro.  \  pray  you  do. 

Cit.  What  ftately  Mufick  have  you?  (6)  Have  you 
Shawns  ? 

Pro,  Shawns  ?  No.  Gt. 

(3)  My  Hushand  fays,  Mufidorus,]  This  Play  was  printed  in 
1598.  Mr.  I'heobald, 

(4)  Jeronimal  A  Performance,  which  was  a  fund  of  Ridicule  to  the 
Wits,  efpecialiy  the  Play-Wrights,  of  oar  Authors  Days, 

(5)  — Grocers  Honour, 
Pro.  Methinks, 

Methinks,  &c.]  I  have  dropt  one  of  the  Mstbinks  upon  the  Autho-» 
rity  of  the  eldeft  Quarto,  and  it  was  my  Defign  to  have  fet  a  mark  of 
Infamy  upon  it  before  ever  I  faw  that  Edition. 

(6)  Tou  hanje  Shawns.]  Mr.  Theobald^,  from  the  oldeft  Quarto  o 
16 1 3,  reada  Sheums,  and  *tis  ceriain  that  this  ought  to  havcEeenthe 
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OV.  No  ?  Pm  a  Thief  if  my  Mind  did  not  give  me 
fo.  Ralfh  plays  a  ftately  Part,  and  he  mud  needs  have 
Shawns :  Pll  be  at  the  Charge  of  them  myfelfj  rather  than 
we'll  be  without  them. 

Pro.  So  you  are  like  to  be. 

C/V.  Why  and  fo  I  will  be,  there's  two  Shillings,  Iet*s 
have  the  Waits  of  Southwark^  they  are  as  rare  Fellows  as 
any  arc  in  England and  that  will  fetch  them  all  o*er  the 
Water,  with  a  Vengeance,  as  if  they  were  mad. 

Pro,  You  fhall  have  them :  Will  you  fit  down  then  ? 

€it.  Ay,  come  Wife. 

Wife,  Sit  you  merry  all  Gentlemen,  Pm  bold  to  fit 
amongft  yoli  for  my  eafe. 

Pro,  From  all  that's  near  the  Court,  firom  all  that*s  great 
Within  the  Compafs  of  the  City  Walls, 
We  now  have  brought  our  Scene :  Fly  far  from  hence 
(7)  All  private  Taxes,  all  immodeft:  Phrafes, 
Whatever  may  but  fhew  like  vicious^ 
For  wicked  Mirth  never  true  Pleafure  brings,  , 
But  honeft  Minds  arc  pleas'd  with  honeft  Things. 
Thus  much  for  that  we  do;    But  (8)  for  Ralphh  part 
you  muft  anfwer  for't  yourfelf. 

Cit,  Take  you  no  Care  for  Ralphs  he'll  difcharge  him- 
felf,  I  warrant  you. 

Wife.  Ffaith,  Gentlemen^  Pll  give  my  Word  for  Ralph. 

Word ;  but  I  imagine  the  Poets  diefign'd  to  make  the  Citizen  blunder 
here,  as  they  do  thro^  the  reft  of  the  Play  upon  other  Occafions^  and 
fo  I  have  chofe  to  let  it  ftand.  I  muft  add  tod,  that  the  ^arto  of  1635, 
agrees  entirely  with  the  prefent  Reading. 

(7)  All  private  Taxes,  immodeft  Phrafes, 

Whate'er  may  but Jhenjj^']  As  the  Meafure  Is  deficient  in  both  thefe 
Lines,  I  have  endeavckir'd  to  fupply  it,  by  reading  all  in  the  firft,  and 
nvhatever  in  the  fecond.  And  this,  with  fome  other  Leftions  upon  our 
Knight  of  thePeftle  and  Maid  in  the  Mill,  was  fent  me  by  an  ingenious 
Gentleman  in  feveral  Letters,  to  which  his  great  Modefty  womd  not 
let  him  put  his  Name.  The  want  of  fuch  an  AlTiftant  through  the  whole 
of  my  part,  may  equally  be  regretted  by  the  Reader  and  myfelf. 

(8)  — for  Ralph'*  part  you  muft  anfwer  for  yourfelf^  I  once  thought 
that  this  latter  for  was  to  be  ftruck  out  as  redundant ;  but  upon  Examin;^- 
tion  we  ftiall  find  it  not  a  Redundancy,  but  a  Deficiency,  and  fiiou'd  read 
tYiKiSf  —  anfwer  ioT^t  yourfelf  My  anonymous  Correfpondent,  mentioned 
above,  reads  as  I  have  given  the  Text  in  this  and  the  next  Note. 

Vo  L.  VI,  ACT 
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A  C  T   I.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Merchant  and  Jafper  his  Man, 

Mmh.Q\xx2X\  I'll  make  you  know  you  are  my  Prentice, 

^  And  whom  my  charitable  Love  redeem'd 
Even  from  the  Fall  of  Fortune,  gave  thee  Heat 
And  Grovv^th,  to  be  what  now  thou  art,  new  call  thee. 
Adding  tlie  tmft  of  all  I  have  at  home. 
In  foreign  Staples,  or  upon  the  Sea, 
To  thy  Direclion,  ty'd  the  good  Opinions 
(9)  Both  of  myfelf  and  Friends  to  thy  Endeavours, 
.  So  fair  were  thy  Beginnings :  But  with  thefe. 
As  I  remember,  you  had  never  Charge 
To  love  your  Mailer's  Daughter,  and  even  ,  then. 
When  I  had  found  a  v/ealthy  Husband  for  her, 
I  take  it,-  Sir,  you  had  not ;  but  however, 
I'll  break  the  Neck  of  that  Coinmiffion, 
And  make  you  know  you're  but  a  Merchant's  Fador. 

Jajp.  Sir,  I  do  Jib' rally  confefs  I'm  yours,       .  . 
Bound  both  by  Love  and  Duty  to  your  Service : 
In  which,  rny  Labour  hath  been  all  my  Profit, 
I  have  not  loft  in  Bargain,  nor  delighted 
To  wear  your  honeft  Gains  upon  my  Back, 
Nor  have  I  giv'n  a  Penfion  to  my  Blood, 
Or  lavifhly  in.  play  confum'd  your  Stock. 
Thefe,  and  the  Miferies  that  do  attend  them, 
I  dare  with  Innocence  proclaim  are  Strangers 
To  all  my  temperate  Adlions    for  your  Daughter, 
If  there  be  any  Love  to  my  Defervings, 
Born  by  her  virtuous  Self,  I  cannot  ftop  it : 
Nor  am  I  able  to  refrain  her  Wiflies. 
She's  private  to  herfelf,  and  beft  of  Knowledge 
Whom  (lie  will  make  fo  happy  as  to  figh  for. 
Befides,  I  cannot  think  yoii  mean  to  match  her 

(9)  Both  offelfand  Friends— 1  The  ^arto  of  161 3  and  1635,  give 
the  Reading  in  the  Text. 

Unto 
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I  Unto  a  Fellow  of  fo  lame  a  Prefcnce, 

I  One  that  hath  little  left  of  Nature  in  him. 

Merch.  'Tis  very  well.  Sir,  I  can  tell  your  Wifdom 
How  all  this  fliall  be  cur'd. 
Jafp,  Your  care  becomes  you. 

Merch.  And  thus  it  fliall  be.  Sir;  I  here  difcharge  you 
My  Houfe,  and  Service,  take  your  Liberty, 
And  when  I  want  a  Son  I'll  fend  for  you.  \Exit. 

Jafp,  Thefe  be  the  fair  Rewards  of  them  that  Love, 
Oh  you  that  live  in  Freedom  never  prove 
The  travel  of  a  Mind  led  by  Defire. 

E'liter  Luce. 

Luce,  Why  how  now  Friend,  ftruck  with  my  Father's 
Thunder? 

Jaff,  Struck,  and  ftruck  dead,  unlefs  the  Remedy 
Be  full  of  fpeed  and  virtue ;  I  am  now. 
What  I  expedled  long,  no  more  your  Father's. 

Luce,  But  mine. 

Jafp,  But  yours,  and  only  yours  I  am. 
That's  all  I  have  to  keep  me  from  the  Statute  5 
You  dare  be  conftant  ftill  ? 

Luce,  O  fear  me  not. 
In  this  1  dare  be  better  than  a  Woman. 
Nor  ftiall  his  Anger  nor  his  Offers  move  me. 
Were  they  both  equal  to  a  Prince's  Power. 

Jafp,  You  know  my  Rival? 

Luce,  Yes,  and  love  him  dearly. 
E'en  as  I  love  an  Ague,  or  foul  Weather ; 
1  prithee  Jafper  fear  him  not. 

Jafp,  Oh  no, 
I  do  not  mean  to  do  him  fo  much  kindnefs : 
But  to  our  own  Defues  you  know  the  Plot 
We  both  agreed  on. 

Luce,  Yes,,  and  will  perform 
My  part  exadly. 

Jafp,  I  defire  no  more, 
Farewel,  and  keep  my  Heart,  *tis  yours. 

Luce.  I  take  it. 
He  muft  do  Miracles,  makes  me  forfeke  it.  [Exeunt. 

Cit. 
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Cit.  Fie  upon  'em  little  Infidels,  what  a  matter's  here 
now?  Well,  Pll  be  hang'd  for  a  half-penny,  if  there  be 
not  fome  abomination  Knavery  in  this  Play,  well,  let  *em 
look  to't,  Ralph  muft  come,  and  if  there  be  any  Tricks 
a  brewing  • 

Wife,  Let  'em  brew  and  bake  too  Husband,  a  God's 
name,  Ralph  will  find  all  out  I  warrant  you,  and  they 
were  older  than  they  are.  I  pray  my  pretty  Youth,  is 
Ralph  ready  ? 

Boy.  He  will  be  prefently. 

Wife.  Now  I  pray  you  make  my  Commendations  unto 
him,  and  witha],  carry  him  this  Itick  of  Licoras,  tell 
him  his  Miflrefs  fent  it  him,  and  bid  him  bite  a  piece, 
^imVi  open  his  Pipes  the  better,  fay. 

Enter  Merchant  and  Mafler  Humphrey. 

Merch.  Come,  Sir,  (he's  yours,  upon  my  Faith  fhe's 
You  have  my  Hand  \  for  other  idle  \^xx^^  [yours. 
Between  your  hopes  and  her,  thus  with  a  wind 
They're  fcattered,  and  no  more:  My  wanton  Prentice, 
That  like  a  Bladder  blew  himfelf  with  Love, 
I  have  let  out,  and  fent  him  to  difcover 
New  Mailers  yet  unknown. 

Hum,  I  thank  you  Sir, 
Indeed  I  thank  you.  Sir;  and  e'er  I  ftir. 
It  fhall  be  known,  however  you  do  deem, 
I  am  of  gentle  Blood,  and  gentle  feem. 

Merch.  Oh,  Sir,  I  know  it  certain. 

Hum.  Sir,  my  Friend, 
Altho'  as  Writers  fay,  all  things  have  end. 
And  that  we  call  a  Pudding,  hath  his  two. 
Oh  let  it  not  feem  ftrange,  I  pray  to  you, 
If  in  this  bloody  fimile,  I  put 
My  Love,  more  endlefs,  than  frail  Things  or  Gut. 

Wife,  Husband  I  prithee  fwcet  Lamb,  tell  me  one 
thing,  but  tell  me  truly :  Stay  Youths  I  befeech  you,  till 
I  queftion  my  Husband. 

GV.  W^hat  is  it,  Moufe 

Wife.  Sirrah,  didft  thou  ever  fee  a  prettier  Child? 
how  it  behaves  it  felf,  I  warrant  ye ;  And  fpeaks  and 

looks. 
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;  looks,  and  pertsup  the  Head  >  I  pray  you  Brother  with  your 
'  favour,  were  you  never  one  of  Mr,  MoncaJlcr\  Scholars  ? 

C//.  Chicken,  I  prithee  heartily  contain  thyfelf,  the 
childerare  pretty  childer,  but  when  Ralph  comes,  Lamb. 

Wife,  Ay  when  Ralph  comes,  .Conie,  well,  my  Youth, 
you  may  proceed. 

Merch,  Well,  Sir,  you  know  my  Love,  and  refl,  I  hope 
Aflur'd  of  my  confent;  get  but  my  Daughter's, 
And  wed  her  when  you  pleafej  you  mufl  be  bold, 
.And  clap  in  clofe  unto  her,  come,  I  know 
You've  Language  good  enough  to  win  a  Wench. 

Wife,  A  whorefone  Tyrant,  hath  been  an  old  ftringer 
in  his  Days,  I  warrant  him. 

Hum,  I  take  your  gentle  Offer,  and  withaJ 
Yield  Love  again  for  Love  reciprocal 

Enter  Luce, 

Mar,  What  Luce,^  within  there? 

Luce,  Call'd  you,  Sir.'^ 
Merch,  I  did  \ 
Give  entertainment  to  this  Gentleman ; 
And  fee  you  (lo)  be  not  froward :  to  her  Sir,  {Exit, 
My  prefence  will  but  be  an  Eye- fore  to  you. 

Hum,  Fair  Miftrefs L^/r^,  how  do  you,  are  you  well? 
Give  me  your  Hand,  and  then  I  prajy  you  tell. 
How  doth  your  little  Sifter,  and  your  Brother  ? 
And  whether  you  love  me  or  any  other? 

Luce,  Sir,  thefe  are  quickly  anfwer'd. 

Hum,  So  they  are. 
Where  Women  are  not  cruel ;  but  how  far 
Is  it  now  diftant  from  the  Place  we  are  in. 
Unto  that  blefled  Place,  your  Father's  Warren, 

Luce,  What  makes  you  think  of  that.  Sir.? 

Hum,  E'en  that  Face, 
For  ftealing  Rabbets  whilome  in  that  Place^ 

(lo)  he  not  froward  to  her^  ^/r;]  By  the  Alteration  of  the 

Pointing  which  Mr.  Theobald  had  from  the  oldeft  Quarto,  we  have 
recovered  good  Senfc  in  this  Paflage,  which  was  not  over-burden*d 
with  it  before.  My  anonymous  Friend  concui*d  too  in  the  felf-fame 
thing. 

Vol.  VL  A  a  God 
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God  Cupi^  or  the  Keeper,  I  know  not  whether^ 
Unto  my  Coft  and  Charges  brought  yqu  thithex. 
And  there  began.  

Luce.  Your  Game,  Sir. 

Hum,  Let  no  Game, 
Or  any  thing  that  tendeth  to  the  fame, 
Be  evermore  remembred,  thou  fair  Killer, 
For  whom  I  fate  me  down  and  brake  my  Tiller. 

Wife,  There's  a  kind  Gentleman,  I  warrant  youj  when 
will  you  do  as  much  for  me,  George? 

Luce.  Beflirew  me.  Sir,  Pm  forry  for  your  Lofles, 
But  as  the  Proverb  fays,  /  cannot  cry  j 
I  would  you  had  not  feen  me. 

Hum.  So  would  I, 
Unlefs  you  had  more  Maw  to  do  me  good.  [ftood  ? 

Luce.  Why,  cannot  (ii)  this  ftrange  Paflion  be  with- 
Send  for  a  Conltable,  and  raife  the  Town. 

Hum.  Oh  no,  my  valiant  Love  will  batter  down 
Millions  of  Conftables,  and  put  to  flight 
E'en  that  great  Watch  of  Midfummer  Day  at  Night. 

Luce.  BeQirew  me.  Sir,  'cwere  good  1  yielded  then, 
Weak  Women  cannot  hope,  where  valiant  Men 
Have  no  Refiftance. 

Hum.  Yield  then,  I  am  full 
Of  Pity,  though  I  fay  it,  and  can  pull 
Out  of  my  Pocket  thus  a  pair  of  Gloves. 
Look  Luce^  look,  the  Dog's  Tooth,  nor  the  Doves 
Are  not  fo  white  as  thefe-,  and  fweet  they  be, 
And  whipt  about  with  Silk,  as  you  may  fee. 
If  you  defire  the  Price,  fhoot  from  your  Eye  j 
A  Beam  to  this  Place,  and  you  lhall  efpie  ^ 
jp.  S.  which  is  to  fay,  my  fweeteft  Hony, 
They  coft  me  three  and  two  Pence,  or  no  Mony, 

(ii)  this  ftrange  P ajjion -^^'\  To  fend  for  a  Conjiahk  anit 
raife  a  Town^  to  withltand  a  Jirange  PaJJion  ;  borders  feemingly  near 
upon  Nonfenfe.  Miglic  I  be  allowed  to  conjedure,  I  wou'd  fay,  the 
Wiiters  ought  to  have  exprefsM  themfelves  thus  —  this  JirongVdS- 
fion.  The  hk^man  is  eafy»  and  Che  Senfe  by  this  means  clear  and 
intelligible. 
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Luce,  Well  Sir,  I  take  them  kindly,  and  I  thank  you  j 
What  would  you  more? 

Hum.  Nothing. 

Luoe.  Why  then  farewel. 

Hum.  Nor  fo.,  nor  fo,  for  Lady  I  muft  tell, 
Before  we  part,  for  what  we  met  together, 
God  grant  me  Time,  and  Patience,  and  fair  Weather. 

Luce.  Speak  and  declare  your  Mind  in  Terms  fo  brief. 

Hum.  1  fhall ;  then  firft  and  foremoft,  for  Relief 
I  call  to  you,  if  that  you  can  afford  it, 
I  care  not  at  what  Price,  for  on  my  Word,  it 
Shall  be  repaid  again,  although  it  coft  me 
More  than  Til  fpeak  of  now,  for  Love  hath  toft  mc 
In  furious  Blanket  like  a  Tennis-Bali, 
And  now  I  rife  aloft,  and  now  I  fall. 

Luce.  Alas  (12)  good  Gentleman,  alas  the  Day, 

Hum.  I  thank  you  heartily,  and  as  I  fay, 
Thus  do  I  ftill  continue  without  Reft, 
I'th'Morning  like  a  Man,  at  Night  a  Beaft, 
Roaring  and  bellowing  mine  own  Difquiec, 
That  much  I  fear,  forfaking  of  my  Diet, 
Will  bring  me  prefently  to  that  Quandary, 
I  ftiall  bid  all  adieu. 

Luce.  Now  by  St.  Mary 
That  were  great  pity. 

Hum.  So  it  were,  befhrew  me. 
Then  eafe  me,  lufty  Luce^  and  pity  fliew  me. 

Luce.  Why,  Sir,  you  know  my  Will  is  nothing  worth 
Without  my  Father's  Grant;  get  his  Confent, 
And  then  (13)  you  may  with  full  aflurance  try  me. 

Hum.  The  Worfhipful  your  Sire  will  not  deny  me, 
For  I  have  ask'd  him,  and  he  hathVeply'd, 
Sweet  Mafter  Humphrey^  Luce  ftiall  be  thy  Bride. 

(12)  — good  Gentlemen, — ]  The  prefent  Reading  is  from  the  oldeft 
Quarto.  Mr.  Theobald. 

(13)  ■  ■  " yoH  may  ^juith  ajfurance  try  me^  Thus  run  all  th« 
Copies,  but  fare  the  Meafure,  if  nothing  elfe,  reclaims  againft  this 
Reading:  I  have  infcrtcd  a  Monofv liable  here,  which  doubtlefs  was 
wanting,  but  whether  it  might  be  the  Author's  own  or  no,  the 
Reader  i«  UA  at  his  liberty  to  judge. 

A  a  z  Liict* 
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Luce,  Sweet  Mafter  Humphrey  then  I  am  content. 

Hum,  And  fo  am  I  in  Truth. 

Luce,  Yet  take  me  with  you,- 
There  is  another  Claufe  muft  be  annext, 
And  this  it  is  I  fwore,  and  will  perform  it. 
No  Man  fhall  ever  joy  me  as  his  Wife, 
But  he  that  ftole  me  hence  :  If  you  dare  venture, 
Tm  yours;  you  need  not  fear,  my  Father  loves  you. 
If  not,  farewel  for  ever. 

Hum,  Stay  Nymph,  (lay, 
I  have  a  double  Gelding  colourM  Bay, 
Sprung  by  his  Father  from  Barbarian  kind. 
Another  for  myfelf,  though  fomewhat  blind. 
Yet  true  as  trufty  Tree.  • 

Luce.  I'm  fatisfied. 
And  fo  I  give  my  Hand ;  our  courfe  muft  lye 
Through  Waltham  Foreft,  where  I  have  a  Friend 
Will  entertain  us,  fo  farewel.  Sir  Humphrey^ 
And  think  upon  your  Bufincfs.  [Exit  Luce. 

Hum,  Though  I  die, 
I  am  refolv'd  to  venture  Life  and  Limb, 
For  one  fo  young,  fo  fair,  fo  kind,  fo  trim.     \Ex,  Hum. 

Wife.  By  my  faith  and  troth,  George^  and  as  I  am  vir- 
tuous, it  is  e'en  the  kindeft  young  Man  that  ever  trode 
on  Shoe- Leather ;  well  go  thy  ways,  if  thou  haft  her 
not,  'tis  not  thy  Fault  'ifaith. 

tit.  I  prithee  Moufe  be  patient,  a  fhall  have  her,  or 
I'll  make  fome  of  'em  fmoak  for't.  • 

Wife,  That*s  my  good  LsLtnb  George  fie,  (14)  this 
{linking  Tobacco  kills  Me,  would  there  were  none  in 
England:  Now  1  pray  Gentlemen,  (15)  what  good  does 

this 

(14)  This  fiinking  Tobacco  kills  Men,]  I  have  alterM  the  Text  here 
to  Me,  which  is  much  more  natural  ihan  Men^  from  the  Corjedure 
pf  my  unknown  Friend. 

(15)  What  good  does  this  Ji inking  Tobacco  ?  Do  you  nothing  {\ 
This  IS  a  fufiicient  Inltance  what  great  iervice  Punduation  is  of,  tor 
we  have  here  excellent  Senfe,  but  mangled  at  the  Prefs :  Remove  only 
the.  Interrogation  after  Tobacco,  and  put  it  behind  do  you,  ard  the 
Alteration  carries  its  own  Convidlicn  with  it.    Thus  far  k  had  gone. 
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this  (linking  Tobacco  do  you  ?  nothing;  I  warrant  you 
make  Chimnies  a  your  Faces.  Oh  Husband,  Husband, 
nc^,  now  there's  Ralphs  there's  Ralph, 

Enter  Ralph,  like  a  Grocer  in*s  Shop^  'with  two  Prentices, 
reading  Palmerin  of  England. 

C/V.  Peace  fool,  let  Ralph  alone ;  hark  you  Ralph,  do 
not  ftrain  yourfelf  too  much  at  the  firft,  peace,  begin 
Ralph'. 

Ralph.  Palmerin  ^^^Trineus  fnatching  their  Lances 
from  their  Dwarfs,  and  clafping  their  Helmet s^  gallopt 
amain  after  the  Giant^  and  Palmerin  having  gotten  a  Sight 
of  him,  came  pojiing  amain^  fiying.  Stay  traitercus  Thiefy 
for  thou  may  ft  not  fo  carry  away  her,  that  is  worth  the 
great  eft  Lord  in  the  World  \  and  with  thefe  Words  gave 
him  a  blow  on  the  Shoulder,  that  he  ftruck  him  hejide  his 
Elephant  ;  and  Trineus  coming  to  the  Knight  that  had 
Agricola  behind  him,  fet  him  foon  hefide  his  Horfe^  with 
his  Neck  broken  in  the  fall,  fo  that  the  Princefs  getting  out 
of  the  throng,  between  joy  and  grief  faid  j  All  happy  Khighty 
the  mirror  of  all  fuch  as  follow  Arms^  now  may  I  be  well 
affured  of  the  Love  thou  beareft  me.  I  wonder  why  the 
Kings  do  not  raife.an  Army  of  fourteen  or  fifteen  hundred 
thoufand  Men,  as  big  as  the  Army  that  the  Prince  of 
Portigo  brought  againft  Roficler,  and  deftroy  thefe  Giants, 
they  do  much  hurt  to  wandring  Damfels,  that  go  in  queft 
of  their  Knights. 

IVife,  Faith  Husband,  and  Ralph  fays  true,  for  they 
fay  the  King  of  Portugal  cannot  fit  at  his  Meat,  but  the 
Giants  and  the  (16)  Ettins  will  come  and  fnatch  it  from 
him. 

C//.  Hold  thy  Tongue ;  on  Ralph, 

when  my  namelefs  Correfpondent  told  me,  he  thought  we  cught  to 
read  thus  

What  good  does  this  fiinking  tobacco  do  you  ? 

loathing  Invarranf,  you  make  Chimnies  o'  your  Faces. 

(\6]  Ettins']  The  good  Woman  is  here  a  little  Tautological,  as  at 
other  times  (he  is  Nonfenfical,  (unlefs  I  mii^ake  her  Meaning  in  this 
Place.)  Sir,  Giants  and  Ettins,  are  Giants  and  Giants,  Eten  in 
Saxon  fignifj^ing  fo. 

A  a   3  Ralph' 
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Rdpb.  And  certainly  thofe  Knights  are  much  to  be 
conitiiended,  who  negledling  their  Poifeffions,  wander 
with  a  Squire  and  a  Dwarf  through  the  Defarts,  to  Re- 
lieve poor  Ladies. 

TFife.  Ay  by  my  Faith  are  they  Ralphs  let  'em  fay 
what  they  will,  they  are  indeed  our  Knights  negledt 
their  PolTcfTions  well  enough,  but  they  do  not  the  reft. 

Ralph,  There  are  no  fuch  courteous,  and  fair  well- 
fpoken  Knights  in  this  Age;  they  will  call  one  the  Son 
of  a  Whore,  that  Palmerin  of  England  would  have  called 
fair  Sir;  and  one  i\\?iX.  Rojicler  wqu\(\  have  called  Right 
beautiful  Damfel,  they  will  call  Damn'd  Bitch. 

H^ife.  i*il  be  fworn  will  they  Ralph^  they  have  called 
me  fo  an  hundred  times  about  a  fcurvy  Pipe  of  Tobacco, 
Ralph,  But  what  brave  Spirit  could  be  content  to  fit 
in  his  Shop  with  a  flapet  of  Wood,  and  a  blue  Apron 
before  him  felling  Methridatam  and  Dragons  Water  to 
vifited  Houfes,  that  might  purfue  feats  of  Arms,  and 
through  his  noble  Atchievements,  procure  fuch  a  famous 
Hiftory  to  C17)  be  written  of  his  Heroick  Prowefs. 
Cit.  Well  faid  Ralphs  fome  niore  of  thofe  Words 
Wife.  They  go  finely,  by  my  Troth. 
Ralph.  Why  fiiould  I  not  then  purfue  this  Courfe,  both 
for  the  credit  of  my  felf  and  our  Company,  for  amongft 
all  the  worthy  Books  of  Atchievements,  1  do  not  call  to 
mind,  that  1  yet  read  of  a  Grocer  Errant,  I  will  be  the 
faid  Knight :  Have  you  heard  of  any  that  hath  wandrcd 
unfurnilhed  of  his  Squire  and  Dwarf  ?  CiS)  My  elder 
Prentice  Tim  fhall  be  my  trufly  Squire,  and  little  George 
my  Dwarf,  hence  my  blue  Apron,  yet  in  remembrance 
of  my  former  Trade,  upon  my  Shield  fhall  be  pourtraid 

(17)  he  'Written  of,  in  his  Heroick  Pro^we/f."]  If  Nonfenfe  of  above 
m  hundred  Years  PolTeffion  may  plead  Prelcription,  this  ridiculous 
Particle  may  infift  upon  its  Privilege,  for  it  has  Itood  here  ever  fince 
the  Year  1635,  but  an  higher  Authority  will  fhew  the  fallenefs  of 
its  Claim;  for  that  the  Poets  ne'er  eflablifhM  it  there,  is  plain  from 
the  Copy  of  161 3,  where  no  fuch  Particle  appears  at  all. 

My  elder  Prentice  Tom]  Mr.  ^heobuli  from  the  firft 
Qiia«to  fayp,  we  muft  read  7im.  Tistrue;  and  the  careful  Rcad«r 
wUl  fee  tAai  muft  fee  his  Name  from  two  other  Places  in  this  very 
Scene, 


a  Burn 
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ft  Burning  Peftley  and  I  wilJ  be  called  the  Knight  of  the 
Burning  Peftle. 

Wife.  Nay,  I  dare  fwear  thou  wilt  not  Forget  thy  old 
Trade,  thou  wert  ever  meek.  Ralph,  Tim, 

Tim,  Anon. 

Ralph.  My  beloved  Squire,  and  George  my  Dwarf,  I 
charge  you  that  from  henceforth  you  never  call  me  by 
any  other  Name,  but  the  Right  courteous  and  valiant 
Knight  of  the  Burning  Pejile^  and  that  you  never  call  any 
Female  by  the  name  of  a  Woman  or  Wench,  but  fair 
Lady,  if  ihe  have  her  defires  ;  if  not,  diftrefTed  Damiel; 
that  you  call  all  Forefts  and  Heaths,  Defarts,  and  all 
Horfes  Pal  fries. 

Wife,  This  is  very  fine :  Faith  do  the  Gentlemen  like 
Ralphs  think  you  Husband  ? 

Cit.  Ay,  I  warrant  thee,  the  Players  would  give  all  the 
Shoes  in  their  Shop  for  him. 

Ralph.  My  beloved  Squire  tim^  ftand  out,  admit  this 
were  a  Defart,  and  over  it  a  Knight  Errant  pricking, 
and  I  fhould  bid  you  enquire  of  his  intents,  what  would 
you  fay? 

'Tim,  Sir,  my  Mafler  fent  me  to  know  whither  you 
are  riding? 

Ralph.  No,  thus;  Fair  Sir,  the  Right  courteous  and 
valiant  Knight  of  the  Burning  Peftle^  commanded  me  to 
enquire  upon  what  Adventure  you  are  bound,  whether 
to  relieve  fome  diftrefled  Damfel  or  otherwife. 

Cit.  Whorefon  Blockhead  cannot  remember. 

PFife.  Pfaith,  and  Ralph  told  him  on't  before;  all  the 
Gentlemen  heard  him ;  did  he  not  Gentlemen,  did  not 
Ralph  tell  him  on't? 

George.  Right  courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of  the  Burn* 
ing  Peftlcy  here  is  a  diftrelTcd  Damfel,  to  have  a  half 
penny  worth  of  Pepper. 

Wife.  That's  a  good  Boy,  fee,  the  little  Boy  can  hit 
it,  by  my  Troth  it's  a  fine  Child. 

Ralph.  Relieve  her  with  all  courteous  Language,  now 
lliut  up  ftiop,  no  more  my  Prentice,  but  my  trufty  Squire 
and  Dwarf,  I  muft  befpeak  my  Shield,  and  arming 
Peftle, 
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Cit.  Go  thy  ways  Ralphs  as  I  am  a  true  Man,  thou 
art  the  beft  on  'em  all.  • 
JVife.  Ralphs  Ralph. 
Ralph,  What  fay  you,  Miflrefs  ? 
Wife.  I  prithee  come  again  quickly,  fweet  Ralph. 
Ralph.  By  and  by.  {Exit  Ralph, 

Enter  Jafper  and  his  Mother  M^lrefs  Merry-thought. 

Mift.  Mer.  Giv2  thee  my  Blefling?  No,  I'll  never 
give  thee  my  Bleffing,  Til  lee  thee  hang'd  firft;  it  fhall 
ne'er  be  faid  1  gave  thee  my  BicPrmg  :  Thou  art  thy 
Father's  own  Son,  of  the  Blood  of  the  Alerry-thonghts\ 
I  may  curie  the  time  that  e'er  I  knew  thy  Father,  he 
hath  fpent  all  his  ov/n,  and  mine  too,  and  when  I  tell 
him  of  it,  he  laughs  and  dances,  and  fings,  and  cries 
A  merry  Heart  lives  long  a.  And  thou  art  a  waft-thrift, 
and  art  run  away  from  thy  Mafter,  that  lov'd  thee  well, 
and  art  come  to  me,  and  1  have  laid  up  a  litde  for  my 
younger  Son  Michael^  and  thou  thinkelt  to  bezle  that, 
but  thou  (halt  never  be  able  to  do  it.  Come  hither 
Michael^  come  Michael^  down  on  thy  Knees,  thou  fnalt 
have  iny  Bleffing. 

Enter  Michael. 

Mich.  I  pray  you  Mother  pray  to  God  to  blefs  me. 

Miji.  Mer.  God  blefs  thee ;  but  Jafper  fhall  never 
have  my  Bleffing,  he  fhall  be  hang'd  firft,  fhall  he  not 
Michael  ?  how  laifl  thou  ? 

Mich.  Yes  forfooth  Mother,  and  grace  of  God. 

Mift.  Mer.  That's  a  good  Boy. 

Wife.  I'faith  it's  a  fine  fpoken  Child  : 

Jafp.  Mother,  though  you  forget  a  Parent's  Love, 
I  muft  prefcrve  the  Duty  of  a  Child. 
I  ran  not  from  my  Mafter,  nor  return 
To  have  your  Stock  maintain  my  Idlenefs. 

Wife.  Ungracious  Child  I  warrant  him,  hark  how  he 
chops  Logick  with  his  Mother ;  thou  hadlt  beft  tell  her 
fhe  lies,  do,  tell  her  fhe  lies. 

Cit.  If  he  were  my  Son,  I  would  hang  him  up  by  the 
Heels,  and  ilea  him,  and  fait  him,  Whorefon  halter-fack. 
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Jafp*  My  coming  only  is  to  beg  your  l  ove, 
(.19)  Which  I  mud  ever  though  1  never  gain  it ; 
And  howfoevcr  you  edeem  of  mc, 
There  is  no  drop  of  Blood  hid  in  thefe  Veins, 
But  I  r-emember  well  belongs  to  you. 
That  brought  me  forth,  and  would  be  glad  for  you 
To  rip  them  all  again,  and  let  it  out. 

Mift,  Mer.  I'faith  1  had  forrow  enough  for  thee :  (God 
knows)  but  I'il  hamper  thee  well  enough,  get  thee  in  thou 
Va(a;abond,  get  thee  in,  and  learn  oT  thy  Brother  A//r/^^^'A 

Old.  Mer.  [within.]  NofCy  Nofe^  jolly  red Nofe^ 
And  who  gave  thee  this  jolly  red  Nofe  P 

Mift.  iW<fr.  Hark  my  Husband 'he's  Tinging  and  hoiting. 
And  Pm  fain  to  cark  and  care,  and  all  little  enough. 
Husband,  Charles^  Charles  Merry-thought . 

Enter  Old  Merry- thought. 

Old.  Mer.  Nutmegs  and  Ginger^  Cinamon  and  Cloves^ 
And  they  gave  me  this  jolly  red  Nofe, 

Miji,  Mer.  If  you  would  confider  your  Eftate,  you 
would  have  little  lift  to  fing,  I  wifs. 

Old,  Mer.,  It  fliould  never  be  confider' J,  while  it  were 
an  Eftate,  if  I  thought  it  would  fpoil  my  finging. 

Miji,  Mer.  But  how  wilt  thou  do  Charles.,  thou  art 
an  oki  Man,  and  thou  canft  not  work,  and  thou  haft  not 
forty  Shillings  left,  and  thou  eateft  good  Meat,  and 
drinkeft  good  Drink,  andlaugheft? 

Old.  Mer.  And  will  do. 

Miji^  Mer.  But  how  wilt  thou  come  by  it,  Charles  ? 

Old,  Mer.  How?  Why  how  have  I  done  hitherto  thefe 
forty  years  I  never  came  into  my  Dining-room,  but  at 
eleven  and  fix  a  Clock,  I  found  excellent  Meat  and  Drink 
o'  th'  Table  :  My  Cloaths  were  never  worn  out,  but  next 
Morning  a  Tailor  brought  me  a  new  Suit,  and  without 
queftion  it  will  be  fo  ever!  Ufe  makes  perfe(5lnefs  \  if  all 

(19)  Which  I  e'ver  though  ]  Mr.  fheobald  had  recover'd  the 

true  Reading  before  me  from  the  oldeft  Quarto.  My  CorrefpondeiUS 
Reading  in  this  Place,  Jhall  for  mu/if  would  make  gopd  Senfe, 
but  it  would  not  be  the  Author's,  but  his  own. 

fliould 
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fhould  fail,  it  is  but  a  little  flraining  my  felf  extmOfdi-  : 
nary,  and  laugh  my  felf  to  Death. 

Wife.  It's  a  foohfh  old  Man  this:  Is  nCt  he,  George} 

CiL  Yes  Cunny. 

JVife,  Give  me  a  penny  i'th'Purfe  while  I  live,"  G^<7r|^- 
QL  Ay  by'r  Lady,  Cunny  hold  thee  there. 
Mift.  Mer.  Well  Charles,  you  promis'd  to  provide  for 
jfafpery  and  I  have  laid  up  for  Michael:  I  pray  you  pay 
Jafper  his  Portion,  hq's  come  home,  and  he  rfiall  not 
Gonfume  Michael's  Stock  ;  he  fays  his  Maiter  turn'd  him 
awny,  but  I  promife  you  truly,  J  think  he  ran  away. 

Wife.  No  indeed  Miftrefs  Merry-thotight,  though  he  be 
a  notable  Gallows,  yet  Til  aflure  you  his  Mafter  did  turn 
him  away,  even  in  this  place,  'twas  i'faith  within  this  half 
Hour,  about  his  Daughter,  my  Husband  was  by. 

Cit.  Hang  him  Rogue,  he  ferv'd  him  well  enough. 
Love  his  Mailer's  Daughter!  By  my  troth  Cunny,  if 
there  were  a  thoufand  Boys,  thou  wouldfl:  fpoil  them  all, 
with  taking  their  parts ;  let  his  Mother  alone  with  him^ 

Wife.  Ay  George^  but  yet  truth  is  truth. 

Old.  Mer.  Where  is  Jafper?  He's  welcome  however, 
Call  him  in,  he  lhall  have  his  Portion,  is  he  merry  ? 

Eyiter  Jafper  and  Michael. 

Mifi.  Mer.  I  foul  chive  him,  he  is  too  merry.  Jafper, 

Michael, 

Old.  Mer.  Welcome  Jafper.^  tho'  thou  run'ft  awaj^, 
welcome,  God  blels  .thee,  'tis  thy  Mother's  Mind  thou 
fhould'ft  receive  thy  Portion  ;  thou  haft  been  abroad, 
^nd  1  hope  hail  learnt  Experience  enough  to  govern  it: 
Thou  art  of  fufficient  years,  hold  thy  Hand  :  One,  two, 
three,  four,  five,  fix,  feven,  eight,  nine,  there  is  ten  Shillings 
for  thee;  thruil  thyfelf  into  the  World  with  that,  and 
take  fome  fettled  courfe,  if  Fortune  crofs  thee,  thou  haft 
a  retiring  place  ;  come  home  to  me,  I  have  twenty  Shil- 
lings left,  be  a  good  Husband,  that  is,  wear  ordinary 
Gloaths,  eat  the  beft  Meat,  and  drink  the  beft  Drink  j  be 
merry,  and  give  to  the  Poor,  and  believe  me,  thou  haft 
no  end  of  thy  Goods. 
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"Jajp,  Long  may  you  live  free  from  all  thought  of  ill. 
And  long  have  caufe  to  be  thus  merry  ftill. 
But  Father  ? 

Old,  Mer.  No  more  Words  Jafper,  get  thee  gone, 
thou  haft  my  Bkffing,  thy  Father's  Spirit  upon  chcc. 
Farcwel  Jafper ; 

But  yet ^  or  e'er  {20)  you  part  (oh  cruel) 
Kifs  me^  kifs  me  fweeting^ 
Mine  own  dear  Jevjel  : 

So,  now  begone,  no  Words.  [Exit  Jafper. 

ilf//?.  Mer.  So  Michael,  now  get  thee  gone  too. 

Mich.  Yes  forfooth  Mother,  but  Til  have  my  Father's 
Bleffing  firft. 

Mijl.  Mer.  No  Michael,  tis  no  matter  for  his  Bleffing; 
thou  haft  my  Blefling,  begone  j        fetch  my  Mony  and 
Jewels,  and  follow  thee :  I'll  ftay  no  longer  with  him  I 
warrant  thee,  truly  Charles  I'll  be  gone  too. 
Old.  Mer.  What  ?  you  will  not. 
Mifi.  Mer.  Yes  indeed  will  I. 
Old.  Mer.  Hey  ho,  farewel  Nan, 
/'//  never  truft  Wench  more  again,  if  I  can. 

Mifi.  Mer.  You  (hall  not  think  (when  all  youf  own  h 
gone)  to  fpend  that  1  have  been  fcraping  up  for  Michael. 

Old.  Mer.  Farewel  good  Wife,  I  expedt  it  not,  all  I 
have  to  do  in  this  World,  is  to  be  merry ;  which  I  fliall, 
if  the  Ground  be  not  taken  from  me;  and  if  it  be. 
When  Earth  and  Seas  from  me  are  reft^ 
^he  Skies  aloft  for  me  are  left.  {^Exeunt. 

[_Boy  danceth,  Mufick. 
Finis  A5ius  Primi. 
Wife.  I'll  be  fworn  he's  a  merry  old  Gentleman  for  all 
that :  Hark,  hark  Husband,  hark,  Fiddles,  Fiddles ;  now 
furely  they  go  finely.    They  fay  'tis  prefent  Death  for 
thefe  Fiddlers  to  tune  their  Rebecks  before  the  great 
Sharks  Grace,  is't  not  George?  But  look,  look,  here's  a 
Youth  dances,  now  good  Youth  do  a  turn  o  'th'  Toe  ; 
Sweet- heart,  I'faith  1  11  have  Ralph  come  and  do  fome  of 
his  Gambols ;  he'll  ride  the  wild  Mare  Gentlemen,  'twould 

(20)  you — ]  The  Ingenious  Letter- Writer  would  have  us  read  we 
here,  I  have  not  however  followM  his  Advice,  in  the  Alteration  of  the 
Text,  though  1  have  as  to  the  Printing  this  Part  of  the  Speech. 

do 
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do  your  Hearts  good  to  fee  him :  I  thank  you  kind  Youth,  ^ 
prax  bid  Ralph  come. 

Cit,  Peace  Conie.  Sirrah,  you  fcurvy  Boy,  bid  thej 

Players  iend  Ralphs  or  by  Gods  and  they  do  not  \ 

tear  fome  of  their  Periwigs  befide  their  Heads ;  this  is  all 
Riff-RafF.  * 


A  C  T  11.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Merchant  and  Humphrey. 

Merch.  AND  how  faith?  how  goes  it  now.  Sou 
Humphrey  ? 

Hum,  Right  worfliipful  and  my  beloved  Friend 
And  Father  dear,  this  matter's  at  an  end. 

Nlerch,  'Tis  well,  it  fhould  be  fo,  Tarn  glad  the  Girl 
Is  found  fo  tradable. 

Htm.  Nay,  fhe  muft  whirl 
From  hence,  (and  you  mufl  wink :  for  fo  I  fay. 
The  Story  tells,)  to  morrow  before  day. 

Wife,  George^  dofl:  thou  think  in  thy  Confcience  now 
'twill  be  a  Match  ?  tell  me  but  what  thou  think'fl:  fweet 
Rogue,  thou  feed  the  poor  Gentleman  (dear  Heart)  how 
it  labours  and  throbs  I  warrant  you,  to  be  at  reft:  I'll  go 
move  the  Father  for't. 

CV/.'No,  no,  I  prithee  fit  ft  ill  Honey- fuckle,  thou'k 
fpoil  all  5  if  he  deny  him,  I'll  bring  half  a  dozen  good 
Fellows  my  felf,  and  in  the  fhutting  of  an  Evening 
knock  it  up,  and  there's  an  end. 

Wife,  I'll  bufs  thee  for  that  I'faith,  Boy  ;  well,  George^ 
iwell,  you  have  been  a  Wag  in  your  days  I  warrant  you : 
but  God  forgive  you,  and  I  do  with  all  my  Heart. 

Merch,  How  was  it,  Son  ?  you  told  me  that  toMorro# 
Before  Day  break,  you  muft  convey  her  hence. 

Hum,  I  muft,  I  muft,'  and  thus  it  is  agreed. 
Your  Daughter  rides  upon  a  brown  Bay  Steed, 
I  on  a  Sorrel,  which  1  bought  of  Brian^ 
The  honeft  Hoft  of  the  red  roaring  Lion 

In 
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tn  Waltham  fituate  :  Then  if  you  may, 
Confent  in  feemly  fort,  Jeft  by  delay. 
The  fatal  Sifters  come,  and  do  the  Office, 
And  then  you'll  fing  another  Song. 

Merch.  Alas, 
Why  fhould  you  be  thus  full  of  grief  to  me, 
That  do  as  willing  as  your  felf  agree 
To  any  thing,  fo  it  be  good  and  fair? 
Then  flea!  her  when  you  will,  if  fuch  a  pleafure 
Content  you  both,  I'll  fleep  and  never  fee  it, 
To  make  your  joys  more  full :  but  tell  me  why 
You  may  hot  here  perform  your  Marriage  ? 

Wife.  God's  bleffing  o'  thy  Soul,  old  Man,  i'faith  thou 
art  loath  to  part  true  Hearts  :  I  fee  a  has  her,  George^  and 
Pm  glad  on't ;  well,  go  thy  ways  Humphrey  for  a  fair 
.  fpoken  Man,  I  believe  thou  haft  not  thy  fellow  within 
the  Walls  of  London^  an'  I  fliould  fay  the  Suburbs  too, 
I  ftiould  not  lie:  Why  doft  not  thou  rejoice  with  me, 
George  ? 

Cit,  If  1  could  but  fee  Ralph  again,  I  were  as  merry 
as  mine  Hoft  i'faith. 

(21)  Hum,  The  caufe  you  feem  to  ask,  I  thus  declare  5 
Help  me  oh.  Mufes  nine :  Your  Daughter  fware 
A  foolifti  Oath,  the  more  it  was  the  pity : 
(22)  Yet  no  one  but  my  felf  within  this  City 
Shall  dare  to  fay  fo,  but  a  bold  defiance 
Shall  meet  him,  were  he  of  the  noble  Science. 
And  yet  ftie  fware,  and  yet  why  did  ftie  fwear  ? 
Truly  I  cannot  tell,  unlefs  it  were 
For  her  own  eafe;  for  fure  fometimes  an  Oath, 
Being  fworn  thereafter,  is  like  Cordial  Broth  : 

(21)  Cit.  I'he  cau/e—'\  I  have,  from  the  Authority  of  the  Edition 
of  161 3,  alter'd  the  Speakers  here,  feeing  this  Speech  cou'd  not  be- 
long to  any  one,  but  poor  Mr.  Humphrey. 

(22)  Tet  none  but — ]  Mr.  Theobald  had  been  beforehand  with  me  in 
the  Correftion  of  this  Paflage,  as  1  found  by  his  Margin  :  None,  which 
is  not  Quantity,  might  ealiiy  by  unmufical  Ears  be  made  of  no  one, 
which  as  not  the  Verfe,  but  Senie  was  minded  only,  eafily  pafsM  down 
to  us  thro'  fuccecding  Editions:  The  Gentleman  quoted  above  propofes 
readifig,  thus  —  none  but  I  my  felf. 


And 
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And  this  it  was  (he  fwore,  never  to  marry. 

Bat  fuch  a  one  whofe  mighty  Arm  could  carry 

(As  meaning  me,  for  I  am  fuch  a  one) 

Her  bodily  away  through  Stick  and  Stone, 

'Till  both  of  us  arrive,  at  her  requeft. 

Some  Ten  Miles  off  in  the  (zt,)  wide  Waltham  Foreft. 

Merch.  if  this  be  all,  you  (hall  not  need  to  fear 
Any  denial  in  your  Love,  proceed, 
I'll  neither  follow,  nor  repent  the  deed.  [more. 

Hum.  Good  Night,  twenty  good  Nights,  and  twenty 
And  twenty  more  good  Nights,  that  makes  threefcore. 

[^Exeunt, 

Enter  Mijlrefs  Merry- thought,  and  her  Son  Michael. 

Mifi.  Mer.  Comie  Michael^  art  thou  not  weary,  Boy  ? 

Mich,  No  forfooth  Mother  not  I. 

MJi.  Mer.  Where  be  we  now.  Child? 

Mich.  Indeed  forfooth  Mother  I  cannot  tell,  unlefs  wc 
be  at  Mile-end,  is  not  all  the  World  Mile-end^  Mother  ? 

Mifi.  Mer,  No,  Michael.,  not  all  the  World,  Boy 
but  1  can  affure  thee,  Michael^  Mile-end  is  a  goodly  matter, 
there  has  been  a  pitch'd  Field  my  Child,  between  the 
naughty  Spaniels  and  the  Englijhmen^  and  the  Spaniels  ran 
away  Michael^  and  the  Englijhmen  followed  :  my  Neigh- 
bour Coxjlone  was  there  Boy,  and  kill'd  them  ail  with  a 
Birding-picce. 

Mich.  Mother  forfooth. 

Alifi.  Mer,  What  fays  my  white  Boy? 

Mich.  Shall  not  my  Father  go  with  us  too  ? 

Mifi.  Mer.  No,  Michael^  let  thy  Father  go  fnick-up, 
he  fnall  never  come  between  a  pair  of  Sheets  with  me 
again,  while  he  lives :  let  him  (lay  at  home  and  fing  for 
his  Supper,  Boy  come  Child  fit  down,  and  Til  fliew  my 
Boy  fine  knacks  indeed,  look  here,  Michael^  here's  a 
Ring,  and  here's  a  Brooch,  and  here's  a  Bracelet,  and 

{23)  — WdV  Foreji.1  Here  my  unknown  Correfpondent  propofes  to 
read  nx>iU  for  iMide  ;  had  it  been  in  the  romantic  Part  of  the  Piay,  I 
could  eauly  have  admitted  it  into  the  Text ;  but  as  it  is  circumflanced, 
the  preienc  reading  I  think  need  not  b«  difpltc'd.  1  like  the  Con* 
jedure,  'tis  ingenious  but  not  negeffary. 

here's 
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hcre*s  two  Rings  more,  and  here's  Money,  and  Gold  by 
th'  Eye  my  Boy. 

Mich,  Shall  1  have  all  this,  IVlother  ? 

Mift.,  Mer.  Ay  Michael  thou  fhalc  have  all,  Michael. 

Cit.  How  lik'Il  thou  this,  Wench  ? 

Wife.  I  cannot  tell,  I  would  have  Ralph^  George ;  I'll 
fee  no  more  elfe  indeed  la  :  and  I  pray  you  let  the 
Youths  undcrftand  fo  much  by  word  of  Mouth,  for  I  will 
tell  you  truly,  Pm  afraid  o'my  Boy  :  come,  come,  George^ 
let's  be  merry  and  wife,  the  Child's  a  Fatheriefs  Child, 
and  fay  they  fliould  put  him  into  a  ftrait  pair  of  Gaskins, 
'twere  woxfe  than  knot-grafs,  he  would  never  grow 
after  it. 

Enter  Ralph,  Squire^  and  Dwarf. 

Cit,  Here's  Ralph,  here's  Ralph, 

Wife,  How  do  you  Ralph  ?  you  are  welcome,  Ralphs 
as  I  may  fay,  it's  a  good  Boy,  hold  up  thy  Head,  and 
be  notf  afraid,  we  are  thy  Friends  Ralph.  The  Gentle- 
men will  praife  thee,  Ralphs  if  thou  play'ft  thy  part  with 
audacity,  begin  Ralph  3.  Gods  Name. 

Ralph.  My  trudy  Squire  unlace  my  Helm,  give  me  my 
Hat,  where  are  we,  or  what  Defart  might  this  be? 

Dwarf,  Mirror  of  Knighthood,  this  is,  as  I  take  it,  the 
perilous  Waltham  Downj  in  whofe  bottom  ftands  the  in- 
chanted  Valley. 

Miji.  Mer,  Oh  Michael^  we  are  betray'd,  we  are  be* 
tray'd,  here  be  Giants    fly  Boy,  fly  Boy,  fly. 

[Exeunt  Mother  and  Michael. 

Ralph.  Lace  on  my  Helm  again  ;  what  noife  is  this  ? 
A  gentle  Lady  flying  the  Embrace 
Of  fome  uncourtcous  Knight,  I  will  relieve  her. 
Gol  Squire,  and  fay,  the  Knight  that  wears  this  Pefl:lc 
In  Honour  of  all  Ladies,  fwears  Revenge 
Upon  that  recreant  Coward  that  purfues  her ; 
Go  comfort  her,  and  that  fame  gentle  Squire 
That  bears  her  Company. 

Squire.  I  go,  brave  Knight.  [Shield, 

Ralph.  My  trufty  Dwarf  and  Friend,  reach  me  my 
And  bold  it  while  I  fwear,  firft  by  my  Knighthood, 

Then 
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I'hen  by  the  Soul  of  Amadis  de  Gaule, 
My  famous  Anceftor,  then  by  my  Swordj 
The  beauteous  Erionella  girt  about  me, 
(24)  By  this  bright  burning  Peille,  of  mine  Honour 
The  living  Trophy,  and  by  all  refpeft 
*  Due  to  diftrclTcd  Damfels,  here  I  vow 
Never  to  end  the  queft  of  this  fair  Lady, 
And  that  forfaken  Squire,  'tiii  by  my  Valour 
I  gain  their  liberty. 

Dwarf,  Heav'n  blefs  the  Knight 
That  thus  relieves  poor  errant  Gendevvomen.  \_Ey:tt, 
IVife.  Aymarry-^^/^^,  this  has  fome  favour  in't,  I  would 
fee  the  proudeft  of  them  all  oiler  to  carry  his  Books  after 
him.  ■  But  George^  I  will  not  have  him  go  away  fo  foon, 
I  fhall  be  fick  if  he  go  away,  that  I  lhall ;  call  Ralph 
again,  George^  call  Ralph  I  prithee  Sweet-heart  Jet 

him  come  fight  before  me,  and  let's  ha'  fome  Drums,  and 
Trumpets,  and  let  him  kill  all  that  comes  near  him, 
an'  thou  lov'ft  me,  George. 

Cit,  Peace  a  little,  Bird,  he  fiiall  kill  them  all,  an' 
they  were  twenty  more  on  'em  than  there  are. 

Enter  Jafper. 

Jafper.  Now  Fortune,  (if  thou  be'ft  not  only  ill,) 
Shew  me  thy  better  Face,  and  bring  about 
Thy  defperate  Wheel,  that  I  may  climb  at  length 
And  (land  ;  this  is  our  place  of  meeting. 
If  Love  have  any  conftancy.    Oh  age! 
Where  only  wealthy  Men  are  counted  happy; 
How  fliall  I  pleafe  thee  ?  how  deferve  thy  fmiles? 

(24)  By  4hh  Bright  burning  Pejile  of  mine  Honour, 

The  living  Trophy—]  Here  we  have  fad  Pointing  ag^^'n,  and 
confequently  as  miferable  Senie.  1  OFiCe  thought  to  cOiUpleat  the 
place  we  ihould  read. 

This  living  Trophy —  which  woiild  certainly  make  the  Sen- 
tence ran  more  roundly,  and  take  ofF  that  fiacnefs  and  poornefs  which 
The  li'ving  Trophy  carries  in  it  j  but  upon  fecond  Thoughts  I  imagine 
that  the  alteration  of  a  fingle  Comma  will  do  theBufincfs  without  more 
ado,  as  thus  — 

Bf  this  bright  burning  PeJlU,  of  my  HnKOur 
The  Having  Trophy — 

When 
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When  I  am  only  rich  in  mifery  ? 

My  Father's  BlelTing,  and  this  little  Coin 

Is  my  Inheritance,  a  (Irong  Revenue, 

From  Earth  thou  art,  and  unto  Earth  I  give  thee. 

There  grow  and  multiply,  whilft  trelher  Air 

Breeds  me  a  frefher  Fortune:  How,  ilJufion  ! 

{Spies  the  Casket. 
What  hath  the  Devil  coin'd  himfelf  before  me? 
*Tis  Metal  good,  ic  rings  well,  I  am  waking. 
And  taking  too  1  hope,  now  God's  dear  bleffing 
Upon  his  Heart  that  left  it  here,  'tis  mine, 
Thefe  Pearls,  I  take  it,  were  not  left  for  Swine.  \Exit. 

Wife.  1  do  not  hke  that  this  unthrifty  Youth  fhould 
cmbezel  away  the  Money,  the  poor  Gentlewoman  his 
Mother  will  have  a  heavy  Heart  for  it,  God  knows. 

Cit,  And  reafon  good,  Sweet-heart. 

Wife,  But  let  him  go^  I'll  tell  Ralph  a  Tale  in's  Ear, 
fhall  fett:h  him  again  with  a  v/anion,  I  warrant  him,  if  he 
be  above  ground ;  and  befides  Qeorge^  here  be  a  number 
of  fufficient  Gentlemen  can  witnefs,  and  my  felf,  and 
your  felf,  and  the  Muficians,  if  we  be  cali'd  in  quellion  ; 
but  here  comes  Ralphs  George^  thou  fhalt  hear  him  fpeak, 
as  he  were  an  Emperal. 

Enter  Ralph  and  Dwarf, 

Ralph,  Comes  not  Sir  Squire  again  ? 

Dwarf,  Right  courteous  Knight, 
(2 5)  Your  Squire  doth  come,  and  with  him  comes  the  Lady 

Enter  Mijirefs  Merry-thought,  Michael,  and  Squire. 
Fair,  and  the  Squire  of  Damfels  as  I  take  it.  Ralph. 

(25)  Tour  Squire  doth  come  and  <vjith  him  comes  the  Lady, 
Enter  Mrs.  Merry-thought,  ^c. 

For  and  the  Squire  of  Damfels  ]  Thus  has  this  Paflage  been  handed 

down  to  us  from  the  firft  Quarto  to  the  prefent  Time ;  but  could  fuch 
Nonfenfe  ever  flow  from  fuch  ftandard  Wriiers  as  ours  were  ?  Let  us 
take  the  Lines  apieces  ard  we  (hali  foon  be  able  to  anfwer  this  Query 
ih  the  Negative.    Ralph  fays. 

Comes  not  Sir  Squire  again  P 
Yes  fays  the  Dwarf,  He  does  and  with  him  comes  the  Lady, 
So  far  all  is  right,  bat  what  follows  is  total  Darknefs. 

For  and  the  Squire  of,  &c.  This  is  fuiely  the  moll  unlucky  fer 
that  e*er  was  wrote.  What  bufinefs  has  it  here,  or  to  what  end  does 
it  ferve  }  To  no  other  but  to  make  the  Line  ridiculous  by  making  the 
Scnfe  obfcure.    The  only  way  to  retrieve  our  Authors  Credit  if,  by 

Vol.  VI,  Bb  fuppofirg 
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Ralph,  Madam,  if  any  Service  or  Devoir 
Of  a  poor  Errant  Knight  may  right  your  wrongs, 
Command  it,  I  am  preft  to  give  you  Succour, 
For  to  that  holy  end  I  bear  my  Armour. 

Mift.  Mer,  Alas,  Sir,  I  am  a  poor  Gentlewoman, 
and  I  have  loft  my  Mony  in  this  Foreft. 

Ralph,  Defart,  you  would  fay.  Lady,  and  not  loft 
Whilft  I  have  Sword  and  Launce ;  dry  up  your  Tears 
Which  ill  befits  the  Beauty  of  that  Face, 
And  tell  the  Story,  if  I  may  requeft  it. 
Of  your  difaftrous  Fortune. 

Mifl.  Mer,  Out  alas,  I  left  a  thoufand  Pound,  a  thou- 
fand  Pound,  e'en  all  the  Mony  I  had  laid  up  for  this 
Youth,  upon  the  fight  of  your  Mafterftiip,  you  look'd 
fo  grim,  and  as  I  may  fay  it,  faving  your  Prefence,  more 
like  a  Giant  than  a  mortal  Man. 

Ralph,    I  am  as  you  are.  Lady,  fo  are  they 
All  mortal ;  but  why  weeps  this  gentle  Squire  ?  " 

Mift,  Mer,  Has  he  not  caufe  to  weep  do  you  think, 
when  he  has  loft  his  Inheritance  ?  i 

Ralph,    Young  hope  of  Valour,  weep  not,  I  am  herd 
That  will  confound  thy  Foe,  and  pay  it  dear 
Upon  his  coward  Head,  that  dare  deny 
DiftrefTed  Squires  and  Ladies  Equity. 
(26)  I  have  but  one  Horfe,  upon  which  fliall  ride 
This  Lady  fair  behind  me,  and  before 
•This  courteous  Squire,  Fortune  will  give  us  more 
Upon  our  next  Adventure ;  fairly  fpeed 
Befide  us  Squire  and  Dwarf,  to  do  us  need.  [Exeunt! 

fuppofing  that  they  wrote  the  Lines,  and  pointed  them  thus, 

— —  <with  him  comes  the  Lady 

Fair,  and  the  Squire  of  Dam/els —  So  above  he  forbids  his 
Squire  to  call  any  Female  by  the  Name  of  Woman  or  IVench,  but  fair 
Lady.    And  again  a  little  lower, 

  I  am  here 

An  Errant  Knight  to  cra<ve  Delivery 

Of  that  fair  Lady,  to  her  onun  Knight* s  Arms, 

And  juft  after   on  <which  fhall  ride 

^his  Lady  fair.  ,  1 

(26)  Ihanse  hut  one  Horfe  on — ]  As  the  Meafure  here  is  lame,  and! 
has  been  fo  this  Hundred  Years,  I  have  endeavour'd  to  fet  it  found  byj 
inferting  the  Word  upon^  which  might  eafily  have  dropt  a  Syllablctj 
-or  if  the  Reader  does  not  approve  of  that,  he  may  inlert  this  befof 
one,  and  the  thing  will  come  to  the  very  fame.  Cit 
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GV.  Did  not  I  tell  you  TSlell  what  your  Man  would  do  ? 
by  the  faith  of  my  Body  Wench,  for  clean  Aftion  and 
good  Delivery,  they  may  all  caft  their  Caps  at  him. 

Wife,  And  fo  they  may  i'faith,  for  I  dare  fpeak  ic 
boldly,  the  twelve  Companies  of  London  cannot  match 
him.  Timber  for  Timber :  Well  George^  an'  he  be  not 
inveigled  by  fome  of  thefe  paltry  Players,  I  ha*  much 
marvel  but  George  we  ha*  done  our  Parts,  if  the  Boy 
have  any  Grace  to  be  thankful. 

Cit.  Yes,  I  warrant  you  Duckling. 

Enter  Humphrey  and  Luce. 

Hum,  Good  Miftrefs  Luce^  however  I  in  fault  am. 
For  your  lame  Horfe ;  your  welcome  unto  Wahhanty 
But  which  way  now  to  go,  or  what  to  fay 
I  know  not  truly,  'till  it  be  broad  Day. 

Luce,  O  fear  not  Mafter  Humphrey^  I  am  Guide 
For  this  Place  good  enough. 

Hum,  Then  up  and  ride. 
Or  if  it  pleafe  you,  walk  for  your  Repofe, 
Or  fit,  or  if  you  will,  go  pluck  a  Rofe: 
Either  of  which  lhall  be  indifferent. 
To  your  good  Friend  and  Humphrey^  whofe  Confent 
Is  fo  intangled  ever  to  your  Will, 
As  the  poor  harmlefs  Horfe  is  to  the  Mill. 

Luce,  Faith  and  you  fay  the  Word,  we'll  e*en  fitdown^ 
And  take  a  Nap. 

Hum,  'Tis  better  in  the  Town, 
Where  we  may  nap  together ;  for  believe  me. 
To  deep  without  a  fnatch  would  ftiickle  grieve  me* 

Luce,  You're  merry,  Mafter  Humphrey. 

Hum,  So  I  am. 
And  have  been  ever  merry  from  my  Dam. 

Luce,  Your  Nurfe  had  the  left  Labour. 

Hum,  Faith  it  may  be, 
Unlcfs  it  were  by  Chance  I  did  bewray  me. 

Enter  Jafper, 
Jafp,  Lucey  dear  Friend  Luce. 
Luce,  Here  Jafper, 
Jafp,  You  are  mine. 

B  b  2  Hum<, 
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Hum.  If  it  be  fo,  my  Friend,  you  ufe  me  fine: 
What  do  you  think  I  am  ? 
Jafp.  An  arrant  Noddy. 

Hum,  A  Word  of  Obloquy  ;  now  by  God*s  Body, 
rjl  tell  thy  Mafter,  for  I  know  thee  well. 

Jafp,  Nay,  an*  you  be  fo  forward  for  to  tell. 
Take  that,  and  that,  and  tell  him,  Sir,  I  gave  u :  [Beafshim, 
And  fay  I  paid  you  well. 

Hum,  O  Sir,  I  have  it, 
And  do  confefs  the  Payment,  pray  be  quiet. 

Jafp.  Go,  get  you  to  your  Night- Cap  and  the  Diet, 
To  cure  your  beaten  Bones. 

Luce,  Alas,  poor  Humphrey^ 
Get  thee  fome  wholefome  Broth  with  Sage  and  Cumfry  : 
A  little  Oil  of  Rofcs,  and  a  Feather 
To  'noint  thy  Back  withal. 

Hum,  When  I  came  hither. 
Would  I  had  gone  to  Paris  with  John  Doty. 

Luce,  Farewel  my  pretty  Numps,  I'm  very  forry 
I  cannot  bear  thee  Company. 

Hmn.  Farewel, 
The  Devil's  Dam  was  ne'er  fo  bang'd  in  Hell.  [^Exeunt. 
Manet  Humphrey. 

Wife,  This  young  Jafper  will  prove  me  another  Things, 
a  my  Confcience,  and  he  may  be  fufFered  ;  George^  doft 
not  fee  George  how  a  fwaggers,  and  flies  at  the  very 
Heads  a  fokes  as  he  were  a  Dragon  ;  well  if  I  do  not  do 
his  Leflbn  for  wronging  the  poor  Gentleman,  I  am  no 
true  Woman ;  his  Friends  that  brought  him  up,  might 
have  been  better  occupied,  I  wis,  than  have  taught  him 
thefe  Fegaries :  He's  e'en  in  the  Highway  to  the  Gallows, 
God  blefs  him. 

Cit.  You're  too  bitter,  Conny,  the  young  Man  may 
do  well  enough  for  all  this. 

fVife,  Come  hither  Mafter  Humphry^  has  he  hurt  you  ? 
now  beflirew  his  Fing  rs  for'r,  here  Sweet-heart,  heie's 
fome  Green  Ginger  for  thee,  now  beflirew  my  Heart,  but 
a  has  Pepper-nel  in's  Head,  as  big  as  a  Pullet's  Egg*, 
alas,  fweet  Lamb,  how  thy  Temples  beat ;  take  the 
Peace  on  him  fweet  Heart,  take  the  Peace  on  him. 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Boy, 

Cit.  Nojtno,  you  talk  like  a  foolilli  Woman,  PJl  ha* 
I  Ralph  fight  with  him,  and  Twinge  him  up  wcll-favour'dly : 
I  Sirrah  Boy,  come  hither,  let  Ralph  come  in  and  fight 
with  Jafper, 

Wife,  Ay  and  beat  him  well,  he's  an  unhappy  Boy. 

Boy,  Sir,  you  muft  pardon  us,  the  Plot  of  our  Play 
lyes  contrary,  and  'twill  hazard  the  fpoiling  of  our  Play. 

Cit,  Plot  me  no  Plots,  I'll  ha'  Ralph  come  out,  Til 
make  your  Houfe  too  hot  for  you  elfe. 

Boy,  Why  Sir,  he  fhall,  but  if  any  thing  fall  out  of 
Order,  the  Gentlemen  muft  pardon  us. 

Cit,  Go  your  ways  good  man  Boy,  PlI  hold  him  a 
Penny  he  fhall  have  his  Belly  full  of  fighting  now,  hp 
here  comes  Ra'ph  \  no  more. 

£«/^r  Ralph,  Mift.  Merr.  Michael,  Squire  and  Dwarf. 

Ralph.  What  Knight  is  that,  Squire,  ask  him  if  he  keep 
The  Paflage  bound  by  love  of  Lady  fair. 
Or  elfe  but  prickant. 

Hum,  Sir,  I  am  no  Knight, 
But  a  poor  Gentleman,  that  this  fame  Night, 
Had  ftolen  from  me,  upon  yonder  Green, 
My  lovely  Wife,  and  fufFer'd  (to  be  feen 
Yet  extant  on  my  Shoulders)  fuch  a  greeting, 
That  whilft  1  live,  I  fhall  think  of  that  Meeting,  [thou 

Wife.  Ay  Ralph,  he  beat  him  unmercifully,  Ralphs  an* 
Spar'ft  him  Ralphs  I  would  thou  wert  hang'd 

Cit.  No  more,  Wife,  no  more. 

Ralph,  Where  is  the  Caitiff  Wretch  hath  done  this  Deed, 
Lady,  your  Pardon,  that  1  may  proceed 
Upon  the  Queft  of  this  injurious  Knight. 
And  thou  fair  Squire  repute  me  not  the  worfe. 
In  leaving  the  great  Venture  of  the  Purfe, 

Enter  Jafper  and  Luce, 
And  the  rich  Casket,  'till  fome  better  Leifure.  [fure* 
Hum.  Here  comes  the  Broker  hath  purloin'd  my  Trea- 
Ralph,  Go,  Squire,  and  tell  him  I  am  here. 
An  errant  Knight  at  Arms,  to  crave  Delivery 

Bb3  Of 
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Of  that  fair  Lady  to  her  own  Knight's  Arms. 

If  he  deny,  bid  (27)  him  take  Choice  of  Ground, 

And  fo  defie  him.  • 

Squire.  From  the  Knight  that  bears 
^he  Golden  Peftle^  I  defie  thee  Knight, 
Unlefs  thou  make  fair  Reftitution 
Of  that  bright  Lady. 

Jiafp.  Tell  the  Knight  that  ftnt  thee 
He  is  an  Afs,  and  I  will  keep  the  Wench, 
And  knock  his  Head-Peice. 

(28)  Ralph.  Knight  thou  art  but  dead. 
If  thou  recall  not  thy  uncourteous  Terms. 

Wife.  Break  his  Pate  Ralphs  break  his  Pate  Ralphs 
foundly. 

Jafp.  Come,  Knight,  I'm  ready  for  you,  now  your  Peflle 

\Snatches  away  his  Fejtle, 
Shall  try  what  Temper,  Sir,  your  Mortar's  of  5 
With  that  he  flood  upright  in  his  Stirrops, 
And  gave  the  Knight  of  the  Calves-Skin  fuch  a  knock. 
That  he  forfook  his  Horfe,  and  down  he  fell,     [met — • 
And  then  he  leaped  upon  him,  and  plucking  off  his  HeK 

Hum.  Nay,  an'  my  noble  Knight  be  down  fo  foon. 

Though  I  can  fcarcely  go,  I  needs  muft  run  

[i^^Y.  Humphrey  Ralph. 

TVife,  Run  Ralphs  run  Ralphs  run  for  thy  Life  Boy  \ 
Jafper  comes,  Jafper  comes. 

Jafp.  Come  Luce^  we  mufl:  have  other  Arms  for  you, 
Humphrey  and  Golden  Peftle  both  adieu.  \_Exeunt^ 

TVife.  Sure  the  Devil,  God  blefsus,  is  in  this  Springald  5 
why  George^  didft  ever  fee  fuch  a  Fire-Drake?  I  am 
afraid  my  Boy's  mifcarry'd ;  if  he  be,  though  he  were 
Mafter  Merry-thoughth  Son  a  thoufand  times,  if  there  be 
any  Law  in  England^  I'll  make  fome  of  them  fmart  for't. 

Cit.  No,  no,  I  have  found  out  the  Matter,  Sweet* 
heart,  Jafper  is  enchanted  as  furc  as  we  are  here,  he  is  en- 

(27)   him  tdkt  choice  of  Ground,']   It  is  very  poflible  that  our 

Authors  wrote  make  in  this  Paflage. 

(28)  Thou  art  but  dead,']  The  Text  is  from  the  Quarto  of  161 3, 
and  I  dare  fay  my  Correfpondcnt  will  be  pleafed  to  fee  the  bell  Au- 
thority confirm  his  Conjediure  here,  who  ad vi fed  me  to  fill  up  this 
Deficiency  as  i  here  have  done? 

chanted. 
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chanted,  he  could  no  more  have  flood  in  Ralphs  Hands, 
than  I  can  (land  in  my  Lord  Mayor's:  FlI  have  a  Ring 
to  difcover  all  Enchantments,  and  Ralph  fhall  beat  him 
yet :  Be  no  more  vext,  for  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Enter  Ralph,  Squire^  Dwarfs  Miftrefs  Merry-thought, 
and  Michael. 

Wife,  Oh  Husband,  here's  Ralph  again ;  ftay  Ralphs 
let  me  fpeak  with  thee ;  how  doft  thou  Ralph  ?  Art  thou 
not  fhrewdly  hurt  ?  the  foul  great  Lungies  laid  unmerci- 
fully  on  thee,  there's  fome  Sugar-Candy  for  thee,  pro- 
ceed, thou  (halt  have  another  bout  with  him. 

Cit.  If  Ralph  had  him  at  the  Fencing- School,  if  he  did 
not  make  a  Puppy  of  him,  and  drive  him  up  and  down 
the  School,  he  fhould  ne'er  come  in  my  Shop  more. 

Mifl.  Mer,  Truly  Mafter  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pejlle^ 
1  am  weary. 

Mich.  Indeed  la  Mother,  and  I'm  very  hungry. 

Ralph.  Take  comfort  gentle  Dame,  and  your  fair  Squire. 
For  in  this  Defart  there  muft  needs  be  plac'd 
Many  ftrong  Caftles,  held  by  courteous  Knights, 
And  'till  I  bring  you  fafe  to  one  of  thofe 
I  fwear  by  this  my  Order  ne'er  to  leave  you. 

tVife.  Well  faid  Ralph:  George^  Ralph  was  ever  com- 
fortable, was  he  not  ? 

Cit,  Yes  Duck. 

Wife.  I  fhall  ne'er  forget  him :  When  we  had  loft  our 
Child,  you  know  it  was  itray'd  almoft,  alone,  to  Puddle^ 
Wharfs  and  the  Cryers  were  abroad  for  it,  and  there  it 
had  drown'd  it  felf  but  for  a  Sculler,  Ralph  was  the  mofl 
comfortableft  to  me:  Peace  Miftrefs,  fays  he,  let  it  go, 
I'll  get  you  another  as  good;  did  he  not  George?  Did  he 
not  fay  fo  ? 

Cit,  Yes  indeed  did  he,  Moufe. 

Dwarf,  I  would  we  had  a  mefs  of  Pottage,  and  a  Pot 
of  Drink,  Squire,  and  were  going  to  Bed. 

Squire.  W  hy  we  are  at  Waltham  Town's  end,  and  that's 
the  Bell  Inn.  [Squire, 

Dwarf,  Take  courage  valiant  Knight,  DamleJ,  and 
I  have  difcovered,  not  a  Stone's  caft  oflf, 

Bb  4  An 
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An  antient  Caftle  held  by  the  old  Knight 

Of  the  mod  holy  Order  ot"  the  Eell^ 

Who  gives  to  all  Knights  Errant  entertain  : 

There  plenty  is  of  Food,  and  all  prepared 

By  the  white  Hands  of  his  own  Lady  dear. 

He  hath  three  Squires  that  welcome  all  hisGuefts: 

(29)  The  firfl,  hight  Chamherlino^  who  will  fee 
Our  Beds  prepared,  and  bring  us  Snowy  Sheets, 
Where  never  Footman  ftretch'd  his  butter'd  Hams. 
The  fecond  hight  fapjiero^  who  will  fee 

Our  Pots  full  filled,  and  no  froth  therein  ; 
The  third,  a  gentle  Squire  OJtkro  hight. 
Who  will  our  Palfries  flick  with  wifps  of  Straw, 
And  in  the  Manger  put  them  Oats  enou^^h, 
And  never  greafe  their  Teeth  with  Candle-fnufF. 

fVife.  That  fame  Dwarf's  a  pretty  Boy,  but  the  Squire's 
a  grout-nold. 

Ralph.  Knock  at  the  Gates  w\y^  Squire,with  ftatelyLance. 
Enter  baffler, 

^ap.  Who's  there,  you're  welcome  Gentlemen,  will 
you  fee  a  Room  ? 

Dwarf.  R  ight  courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of  the 
Burning  Peftle^  this  is  the  Squire  lapfiero, 

Ralph.  Fair  Squire  Tapftero^  I  a  wandering  Knight, 
Hight  of  the  Burning  Pejile^  in  the  queft 
Of  this  fair  Lady's  Casket,  and  wrought  Purfe, 
Lofing  my  felf  in  this  vafi:  Wildernels, 

(30)  Am  to  this  Caflle  well  by  fortune  brought, 

(29)  The  firfi  high  Chamherlain 
"—"height  Tapltro 

—•6'^«?r^  Oillero  height.]  The  Correftion  of  hight  ^ot 
highy  is  from  Mr.  TheotaU's  Conjedture,  but  he  did  not  go  to  the 
bottom  of  the  Grievance,  for  Chamberlain  is  not  Quantity,  and  fo 
can't  Hand  in  the  Vprfe  Chovtherlino  is  from  the  faid  Quarto  of  1613, 
Tapjiro,  Oaavo.  Tajiero,  Q^iarfo,  I  have  aiter'd  to  TapjUro,  OJilero 
hight  is  from  the  firil  Quarto  roo. 

(3c)  Jnd  to  this  Cafile  ]  The  Miftakcs  in  thiis  Page  draw  on 

each  other  like  the  Links  of  a  Cham  ;  the  Reader  will  fee  that  my 
Correction  here,  which  I  afterwards  found  confirmed  by  the  oldelt 
Copy,  is  without  all  Difpucc  wiia:  the  ?oew  not  only  fhou'd  have 
wrote,  but  adtuaUy  die. 

Where 
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Where  hearing  of  the  goodly  entertain 
Your  Knight  of  holy  Order  of  the  Bell^ 
Gives  to  ali  Dimfels,  and  all  Errant  Knights, 
I  thought  to  knock,. and  now  am  bold  to  enter. 

An't  plcafe  you  fee  a  Chamber,  you  are  very 
welcome.  [^Exeunt. 

Wife,  George^  I  would  have  fomething  done,  and  I 
cannot  tell  what  it  is. 

Cit,  What  is  it,  Nell? 

JVife,  Why  George^  lhall  Ral^b  beat  no  body  again  ? 
Prithee  Sweet-heart  let  him. 

Cit,  So  he  fhall  Nell,  and  if  I  joyn  with  him,  we'll 
knock  them  all. 

Enter  Humphrey  and  Merchant, 

Wife,  O  George^  here's  Maftcr  Humphrey  again  now, 
that  loft  Miftrels  Luce^  and  Miftrefs  Luce\  Father,  Mafter 
Humphrey  will  do  fome  bodies  Arrant  I  warrant  him. 

Hum,  Father,  it's  true  in  Arms  1  ne'er  lhailclafp  her. 
For  fhe  is  ftol'n  away  by  your  Man  Jafper, 

Wife.  1  thought  he  would  tell  him. 

Mer,*  Unhappy  that  I  am  to  lofe  my  Child: 
Now  I  begin  to  think  on  Jcfper^^  Words, 
Who  oft  hath  urg*d  to  mc  thy  fooliflinefs 
Why  didft  thou  let  her  go,  thou  lov'ft  her  not. 
That  wouldft  bring  home  thy  Life,  and  not  bring  her. 

Hum,  Father  forgive  me,  I  ihall  tell  you  true. 
Look  on  my  Shoulders,  they  are  black  and  blue, 
Whilft  too  and  fro  fair  Luce  and  I  were  winding. 
He  came  and  bafted  me  with  a  hedge  binding. 

Mer,  Get  Men  and  Horfes  ftraight,  we  will  be  there 
Within  this  hour  j  you  know  the  Place  again  } 

Hum.  I  know  the  Place  where  he  my  Louis  did  fwaddle, 
I'll  get  (ix  Horfes,  and  to  each  a  Saddle. 

Mer,  Mean  time  I  will  go  talk  with  Jafper\  Father. 

{Exeunt, 

Wife.  George.,  what  wilt  thou  lay  with  me  now,  that 
Mafter  Humphrey  has  not  Miftrels  Luce  yet ;  fpeak  George^ 
what  wilt  thou  lay  with  me? 

Cit,  No  NeU^  I  warrant  thee,  Jafper  is  at  Puckeridge 
with  her  by  this.  ^Fife. 
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Wife.  Nay  George^  you  muft  confider  Miftrefe  Luce^^ 
Feet  are  tender,  and  befides,  'tis  dark,  and  1  promife 
you  truly,  I  do  not  fee  how  he  fhould  get  out  of  Waltham 
Foreft  with  her  yet, 

Cit.  Nay  Cunny,  what  wilt  thou  lay  with  me  that 
Ralph  has  her  not  yet. 

Wife,  I  will  not  lay  againft  Ralph  Honny,  becaufe  I 
have  not  fpoken  with  him :  but  look  George^  Peace,  here 
comes  the  merry  old  Gentleman  again. 

Enter  Old  Merry-thought. 

Old  Mer.  When  it  was  grown  to  dark  Midnight^ 
And  all  were  f aft  afleep^ 
In  came  Margaret* j  grimly  Ghofl^ 
And  flood  at  William'j  Feet, 

I  have  Mony,  and  Meat,  and  Drink  before-hand,  till 
to  Morrow  at  Noon,  why  fhc.ild  I  be  fad  ?  Methinks  I 
have  half  a  dozen  Jovial  Spirits  within  me,  /  am  three 
merry  Men,  and  three  merry  Men:  To  what  end  fliould 
any  Man  be  fad  in  this  World  ?  Give  me  a  Man  that 
when  he  goes  to  hanging  cries  troul  the  black  Boul  to  me: 
And  a  Woman  that  will  fing  a  Catch  in  her  Travel.  I 
have  fecn  a  Man  come  by  my  Door  with  a  ferious  Face, 
in  a  black  Cloak,  without  a  Hatband,  carrying  his  Head 
as  if  he  look'd  for  Pins  in  the  Street,  I  have  look'd  out 
of  my  Window  half  a  Year  after,  and  have  fpied  that 
Man's  Head  upon  London  Bridge :  'Tis  vile,  never  truft 
a  Taylor  that  does  not  fmg  at  his  Work,  his  Mind  is  of 
nothing  but  filching. 

Wife,  Mark  this  George^  'tis  worth  noting:  Godfrey 
my  Taylor,  you  know,  never  Sings,  and  he  had  fourteen 
Yards  to  make  this  Gown ;  and  Til  be  fworn,  Miftrefs 
Penijtone  the  Draper's  Wife  had  one  made  with  twelve. 

Old  Mer.  ^Tts  Mirth  that  fills  the  Veins  with  Bloody 
More  than  Wine^  or  Sleeps  or  Food^ 
Let  each  Man  keep  his  Heart  at  eafe^ 
No  Man  dies  of  that  Difeafe  \ 
He  that  woula  his  Body  keep 
From  Difeafesy  muft  'not  weepy 


Bui 
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But  whoever  laughs  and  Jtngs^ 
(31)  Never  he  his  Body  brings 
Into  FeaverSy  Gouts,  or  RhumeSj 
Or  lingringly  his  Lungs  confumes  ; 
Or  meets  with  Aches  in  the  Bone^ 
Or  Catarrhs,  or  griping  Stone : 
But  contented  lives  by  aye, 
^he  more  he  laughs,  the  more  he  may. 

Wife,  Look  George,  how  fay'ft  thou  by  this  George? 
Is't  not  a  fine  old  Man  ?  Now  God's  Bleffing  a  thy  fweet 
Lips.  When  wilt  thou  be  fo  merry,  George  ?  Faith  thou 
art  the  frowningft  little  thing,  when  thoy  art  angry,  in 
a  Country. 

Enter  Merchant. 

Cit,  Peace  Conny,  Thou  flialt  fee  him  took  down  too 
I  warrant  thee :  Here's  Luce's  Father  come  now. 

Old  Mer.  Js  you  came  from  ^dX^in^dim^ 
From  the  Holy  Land, 
Inhere  met  you  not  with  my  true  Love 
By  the  way  as  you  came  ? 

Merch.  Oh  Mafter  Merry -thought  I  my  Daughter's  gone. 
This  Mirth  becomes  you  not,  my  Daughter's  gone. 

Old  Mer.  Why  an  if  fhe  be,  what  care  I P 
Or  let  her  come,  or  go,  or  tarry. 

Merch.  Mock  not  my  Mifery,  it  is  your  Son, 
(Whom  I  have  niade  my  own,  when  all  forfook  him,) 
Hasftol'n  my  only  Joy,  my  Child  away. 

Old  Mer.  He  fet  her  on  a  milk  white  Steed, 
And  himf elf  upon  a  gray. 
He  never  turned  his  Face  again. 
But  he  bore  her  quite  away. 

Merch.  Unworthy  of  the  kindnefs  I  have  fiiewn 
To  thee,  and  thine ;  too  late,  I  well  perceive 
Thou  art  confenting  to  my  Daughter's  lofs.  [Daughter? 

Old  Mer.  Your  Daughter,  what  a  llir's  here  wi'y'r 
Let  her  go,  think  no  more  on  her,  but  fmg  loud.  If  both 
my  Sons  were  on  the  Gallows,  I  would  fing 

(51)  Ne'ver  his  Body  hri-ngs']  This  additional  he  in  the  Text  is 
from  the  firft  Quarto  Copy  j  and  thus  my  Correfpondent  bid  me  read 
in  this  Edition, 
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Down^  down^  down:  they  fall 
Down,  and  arife  ihey  never  ftiall. 

Merch.  Oh  might  but  I  behold  her  once  again, 
And  ihe  once  more  embrace  her  aged  Sire. 
.   OldMer.  Fie,  how  Icurvily  this  goes: 
And  fhe  once  more  embrace  her  aged  Sire? 
Yoa'll  make  a  Dog  on  her,  will  yej  (32)  Ihs  cares  much 
For  her  aged  Sire,  1  warrant  you. 
She  cares  not  for  her  Dadiy^  nor 
She  cares  not  for  her  Alammy^ 
For  fhe  iSy  the  is^  fhe  is  my 
Lord  of  Low-gaves  Lqjpte, 

Merch.  For  this  thy  icorn  I  will  purfue 
That  Son  of  thine  to  Death. 

Old  Mer.  Do,  and  when  you  ha'  kill'd  him, 
Give  him  Flowers  i'mw  Palmer^  give  him  Flowers  i*ncwy 
Give  him  red  and  white^  hlue^  green^  and  yellow, 

Merch,  I'll  fetch  my  Daughter. 

Old  Mer.  I'll  hear  no  more  o'  your  Daughter,  it  fpoils 
my  Mirth. 

Merch.  I  fay  I'll  fetch  my  Daughter. 

Old  Mer,  Was  never  Man  for  Ladfs  fake^  down,  down, 
tormented  as  I  Sir  Guy  ?  de  derry  down, 
For  Lucy' J  fake^  that  Lady  bright^  down,  down. 
As  ever  Men  beheld  with  Eye  ?  de  derry  down. 

Merch,  I'll  be  reveng'd,  by  Heav'n.  [Exeunt. 

Finis  J5fus  Sccundus,  [Mufick, 

TVife.  How  doft  thou  like  this,  George  ? 

Cit.  Why  this  is  well,  Cunny  j  but  if  Ralph  were  hot 
once,  thou  (houldft  ice  more. 

ly^ife.  The  Fidltrs  go  again,  Husband. 

Cit,  Ay,  AW,  but  this  is  fcurvy  Mufick ;  I  gave  the 
Whorelon-Gallows  Mony,  and  I  think  he  has  not  got  me 
the  Waits  of  Southwark:  (33)  if  1  hear  'em  not  anon,  I'll 

(52)  '^Jhe  cares  much  for  agedSire,^  The  Text  is  from  the  pldcfl 
Quarto. 

i/^^) If  J  hear  him  not—^ 

Your  Mufic tans.  Sec.']  I  have  changed  \m  for  him  upon  my  own 
Authority,  zndyou  tor  jour  upon  thaL  ol  theoldeil  Quarto  Edition. 

twing 
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twing  him  by  the  Ears. 
You  Muficians  play  Baloo, 

JVife.  No  good  George^  lei'^  ha*  Lachrym^. 

Cit.  Why  this  is  it,  Cunny. 

fFife.  h'r,  all  the  better  George-,  now  fweet  Lamb, 
what  Story  is  that  painted  upon  the  Cloth  ?  the  confuta- 
tion of  Saint  Paul? 

Cit.  No  Lamb,  that's  Ralph  and  Lucrece, 

JVife.  Ralph  and  Lucrece  ?  which  Ralph  ?  our  Ralph  ? 

Cit,  No  Moufe,  that  was  a  Tartarian. 

Wife,  A  "Tartarian?  well,  I  wou'd  the  Fidlers  had 
done,  that  we  might  fee  ouv  Ralph  again. 


ACT  III.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Jafper  and  Luce. 

Jafp.  (34)  /^Ome  my  Dear  dear,  though  we  have  loft  our 

v-i  way. 
We  have  not  loft  ourfelves :  Are  you  not  weary 
With  this  Night's  wandring,  broken  from  your  Reft  ? 
And  frighted  with  the  Terror  that  attends 
The  daricnefs  of  this  wild  unpeopled  Piace  ? 

Luce,  No  my  beft  Friend,  1  cannot  either  fear. 
Or  entertain  a  weary  Thought,  whilft  you 
(  I  heend  of  all  my  full  defires)  ftand  by  me  : 
Let  them  that  lofe  their  hopes,  and  live  to  languifh 
Amongft  the  Number  of  forfaken  Lovers, 
Tell  the  long  weary  Steps,  and  number  Time, 
Start  at  a  Shadow,  and  fhrink  up  their  Blood, 
Whilft  1  CpolTeft  with  all  content  and  quiet) 
Thus  take  my  pretty  Love,  and  thus  embrace  him. 

Jafp,  YouVe  caught  me  Luce,  fo  faft,  that  whilft  I  live 
I  lhali  become  your  faithful  Priloner, 
And  wear  thefe  chains  for  ever.    Come,  fit  down. 
And  reft  your  Body,  too  too  delicate 

(34)  Come  my  Dear  ]   I  had  orce  fillM  up  tit  Deficiercy  of 

Meafure  here  by  infer  ting  wow,  which  feem*d  to  bid  fair  for  :le  real 
reading,  but  what  I  have  given  in  the  Text  is  from  the  oldeft  Quarto. 

For 
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For  thefe  difturbances;  fo,  will  you  fleep? 
Come,  do  not  be  more  able  than  you  are, 
I  know  you  are  not  skilful  jn  thefe  Watches, 
For  Women  are  no  Soldiers  ;  be  not  nice. 
But  take  it,  fleep  I  fay. 

Luce,  I  cannot  fleep. 
Indeed  I  cannot,  Friend. 

Jaff,  Why  then  we'll  fing. 
And  try  how  that  will  work  upon  our  Senfes. 

Luce,  •ril  fmg,  or  fay,  or  any  thing  but  fleep. 

Jaj^,  Come  little  Mermaid,  rob  me  of  my  Heart 
W  ith  that  inchanting  Voice. 

Luce,  You  mock  me,  Jafper, 

SONG. 

Jafp.  Tell  me^  deareft^  what  is  Love  ? 

Luce,  ^fis  a  Lightning  from  above  ^ 
^Tis  an  JrroWy  *tis  a  Fire^ 
^Tis  a  Boy  they  call  Dejire. 
^Tis  a  Smile 
Doth  beguile 

Jafp.  The  poor  Hearts  of  Men  that  prove. 
Tell  me  more^  are  Women  true  ? 

Luce.  Seme  Love  change^  and  fo  do  you, 

Jafp.  Are  they  fair ^  and  never  kind? 

Luce.  Tes^  when  Men  turn  with  the  Wind. 

Jafp.  Are  they  froward? 

Luce.  Ever  toward 
Thofe  that  love^  to  love  anew. 

Jafp,  Diflemble  it  no  more,  I  fee  the  God 
Of  heavy  Sleep,  lays  on  his  heavy  Mace 
Upon  your  Eye-lids. 

Luce.  I  am  very  heavy.  [Thoughts : 

Jafp,  Sleep,  fleep,  and  quiet  Reft  crown  thy  fweet 
Keep  (35)  from  her  fair  Blood  all  Difl:empers,  Startings, 
Horrors  and  fearful  Shapes :  let  all  her  Dreams 
Be  Joys,  and  chafle  Delights,  Embraces,  Wiflies, 

(35)   f^^^  Blood  Diftempers,  Startings."]   This  lame 

unmufical  Verfe  I  couM  not  pafs  over  unnoted,  and  have  fill'd  it  up  ia 
a  manner  that  I  hope  will  be  no  way  difagreeable  to  the  candid  Reader. 

And 
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And  fuch  new  Pleafures  as  the  ravifh'd  Soul 
Gives  to  the  Senfes.    So,  my  Charms  have  took. 
Keep  her  ye  Powers  Divine,  whilft  1  contemplate 
Upon  the  Wealth  and  Beauty  of  her  Mind, 
She's  only  fair,  and  conttant,  only  kind. 
And  only  to  thee  Jafper,    O  my  Joys  I 
Whither  will  you  tranfport  me  ?  let  not  fulnefe 
Of  my  poor  buried  hopes  come  up  together. 
And  over-charge  my  Spirits,  I  am  weak ; 
Some  fay  (however  Wl)  the  Sea  and  Women 
Are  govern'd  by  the  iVIoon,  both  ebb  and  floWj 
Both  full  of  changes :  yet  to  them  that  know. 
And  truly  judge,  thefe  but  Opinions  are. 
And  Herefies  to  bring  on  pleafing  War 
Between  our  Tempers,  that  without  thefe  were 
Both  void  of  after-love,  and  prefent  fear ; 
Which  are  the  beft  of  Cupid    O  thou  Child! 
Bred  from  Defpair,  I  dare  not  entertain  thee. 
Having  a  Love  without  the  faults  of  Women, 
And  greater  in  her  perfedb  goods  than  Men 
Which  to  make  good,  and  pleafe  my  felf  the  ftronger, 
Though  certainly  Pm  certain  of  her  Love, 
I'll  try  her,  that  the  World  and  Memory 
May  fing  to  after-times  her  Conftancy. 
Luce,  Lucey  awake.  Luce,  Why  do  you  fright  me  Friend, 
With  thofe  diftempered  looks  ?  what  makes  your  Sword 
Drawn  in  your  Hand  ?  who  hath  offended  you  ? 
I  prithee  Jafper  deep,  thou'rt  wild  with  watching.  [World, 
Jafp.  Come  make  your  way  to  Heav'n,  and  bid  the 
With  all  the  Villanies  thatftick  upon  it, 
Farewel ;  you're  for  another  Life.    Luce.  Oh  Jafper j 
How  have  my  tender  Years  committed  evil, 
Efpecially  againft  the  Man  I  love. 
Thus  to  be  cropt  untimely  i    Jafp.  Foolifh  Girl, 
Canft  thou  imagine  I  could  love  his  Daughter 
That  flung  me  from  my  Fortune  into  nothing  ? 
Difcharged  me  his  Service,  (hut  the  Doors 
Upon  my  Poverty,  and  fcorn'd  my  Prayers, 
Sending  me,  like  a  Boat  without  a  Maft, 
To  fink  or  fwim  ?  Come,  by  this  Hand  you  dye, 

I  mull 
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I  muft  have  Life  and  Blood,  to  fatisfie 
Your  Father*s  wrongs. 

Wife..  A  way  George^  away,  raife  the  Watch  at  Lud* 
gate^  and  bring  a  Mittimus  from  the  Judice  for  this  de- 
fperate  Villain.  Now  I  charge  you  Gentlemen,  fee  the 
King's  Peace  kept.  O  my  Heart  what  a  VarJet's  this, 
to  offer  Man- (laughter  upon  the  harmlefs  Gentlewo- 
man ? 

C/V.  I  warrant  thee,  Sweetheart,  we'll  have  him  ham- 
pered. 

Luce.  Oh  Jafper !  be  not  cruel. 
If  thou  wilt  kill  me,  fmile,  and  do  it  quickly, 
And  let  not  many  Deaths  appear  before  me. 
I  am  a  Woman  made  of  Fear  and  Love, 
A  weak,  weak  Woman,  kill  not  with  thy  Eyes, 
They  flioot  me  through  and  through.  Strike,  1  am  ready. 
And  dying  (till  I  love  thee. 

Enter  Merchant^  Humphrey,  and  his  Men, 

Merch.  Where  abouts  ? 
Jafp,  No  more  of  this,  now  to  my  felf  again. 
Hum,  There,  there  he  Hands  with  Sword,  like  mar- 
tial Knight, 

Drawn  in  his  Hand,  therefore  beware  the  Fight 
You  that  are  wife  ;  for  were  1  good  Sir  Bevis^ 
1  would  notftay  his  coming,  {^6)h^  your  Leaves. 

Merch,  Sirrah,  reftore  my  Daughter.  Jafp,  Sirrah,  no. 

Merch,  Upon  him  then. 

Wife,  So,  down  with  him,  down  with  him,  down 
with  him,  cut  him  i*the  Leg,  Boys,  cut  him  i'the  Leg. 

Merch,  Come  your  ways  Minion,  I'll  provide  a  Cage 
for  you,  you're  grown  fo  tame.    Horfe  her  away. 

Hum,  Truly  1  am  glad  your  Forces  have  the  Day.  [^Es<e, 

Manet  Jafper. 

Jafp.  They're  gone,  and  I  am  hurt ;  my  Love  is  loft. 
Never  to  get  again.    Oh  me  unhappy  ! 

(36)  — by  your  Leagues  ]  This  muft  be  pronounced  as  two  Syllab'es  ; 
'tis  in  the  Talte  of  Chaucer  and  our  old  Englijh  Poecs ;  'Tis  a  Licenle 
however  our  Poets  feidom  take,  and  I  don't  remember  above  three  or 
iour  Inltances  oi  ic  throughout  the  Edition. 

Bleed,, 
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Bleed,  bleed  and  die  I  cannot ;  Oh  my  Folly  I 

Thou  haft  bctray'd  me ;  Hope,  where  arc  thou  fled  ? 

Tell  me  if  thou  be'ft  any  where  remaining. 

Shall  I  but  fee  my  Love  again  ?  Oh  no ! 

She  will  not  deign  to  look  upon  her  Butcher, 

Nor  is  it  fit  fhe  fhould;  yet  1  muft  venture. 

Oh  Chance,  or  Fortune,  or  what-e'er  thou  art 

That  Men  adore  for  powerful,  hear  my  Cry, 

And  let  me  (37)  loving  live,  or  lofing  die.  {^Rxlt. 

Wife,  Is  he  gone,  George  ? 

Cit.  Ay,  Conny. 

Wife,  Marry  and  let  him  go,  Sweet- heart,  by  the 
Faith  a  my  Body  a  has  put  me  into  fuch  a  Fright,  that 
I  tremble  ( as  they  fay)  as  'twere  an  Afpin  Leaf ;  Look  a 
my  litde  Finger  George,  how  it  fhakes:  Now  in  Truth 
every  Member  of  my  Body  is  the  worfe  for't. 

Cit,  Come,  hug  in  mine  Arms  fweet  Moufe,  he  fiiall 
EOt  fright  thee  any  more  5  alas  mine  own  dear  Heart, 
how  it  quivers. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Merry- thought,  Ralph,  Michael,  Squire^ 
Dwarf  Hoft^  and  a  Tapfter, 

Wife,  O  Ralphs  how  doft  thou  Ralph  ?  How  haft  thou 
flept  to  Night  ?  has  the  Knight  us'd  thee  well  } 

Cit,  Peace,  Nell^  let  Ralph  alone. 

Tap.  Mafter,  the  Reckoning  is  not  paid*  [fake 

Ralph.  Right  courteous  Knight,  who  for  the  Orders 
Which  thou  haft  ta'en,  hang'ft  out  the  holy  Bell^ 
As  I  this  flaming  Peftle  bear  about. 
We  render  thanks  to  your  puiflfant  felf, 
Your  beauteous  Lady,  and  your  gentle  Squires, 

(37)  ^lo'ving  li<ve,  or  lofing  die.'\  How  flrangely  wo  begone  is  poor 
jfafper  (if  the  Text  is  to  Hand  as  all  the  Copies  have  it :)  I  may  fay 
fotar,  as  to  talk  like  a  Man  that  has  loft  his  five  Senfes :  What  the 
Author  intended  Jafper  Ihou'd  fay,  I  take  to  be  this ; 

And  let  me  having  live,  or  lofing  die.  That  is,  let  me  either  live 
with  the  Enjoyment  of  my  Love,  or  let  me,  if  I  muft  lofe  her,  die 
in  the  great  Attempt  of  endeavouring  her  Refcue.  The  jingle  of  the 
ZrS  in  the  former  Editions  is  indeed  loft  by  this  Change ;  but  that  Lofs 
is  repaired  by  a  much  greater  advantage,  the  acquifition  of  good  Senfc, 
and  the  reftoration  of  the  Antithelis  between  halving,  and  hfing. 

Vol.  VL  C  c  For 
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For  thus  refrefliing  of  our  wearied  Limbs, 
Scifned  with  hard  Atchievements  in  wild  Defart. 

Tap.  Sir,  there  is  twelve  Shillings  to  pay. 

Ralph.  Thou  merry  Squire  T apftero^  thanks  to  thetj, 
For  comforting  our  Souls  with  double  Jug, 
And  if  adventurous  Fortune  prick  thee  forth. 
Thou  jovial  Squire,  to  follow  feats  of  Arms, 
Take  heed  thou  tender  every  Lady's  Caufe, 
Ev'ry  true  Knight,  and  ev'ry  Damfel  fair. 
But  fpill  the  Blood  of  treacherous  SarazenSj 
And  talfe  Inchanters,  that  with  Magick  Spells 
Have  done  to  Death  full  many  a  noble  Knight. 

Hofi,  Thou  valiant  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pefile^  give 
ear  to  me,  there  is  twelve  Shillings  to  pay,  and  as  I  am 
a  true  Knight,  I  will  not  bate  a  Penny. 

iVife.  George^  I  prithee  tell  me,  muft  Ralph  pay  twelve 
Shillings  now  ? 

Cit.  No,  Nel^  no,  nothing  but  the  old  Knight  is  merry 
with  Ralph, 

Wife,  O  is't  nothing  elfe  ?  Ralph  will  be  as  merry  as  he, 
Ralph,  Sir  Knight^  this  Mirth  of  yoursbecomcs  you  well^, 

But  to  requite  this  liberal  Courtefie, 

If  any  of  your  Squires  will  follow  Arms, 

He  (hall  receive  from  my  Heroick  Hand 

A  Knighthood,  by  the  virtue  of  this  Peftle. 

Hqfl.  Fair  Knight,  I  thank  you  for  your  noble  Offer, 

Therefore  gentle  Knight 

Twelve  Shillings  you  muft  pay,  or  I  muft  cap  you. 

Wife,  Look  George^  did  not  I  tell  thee  as  much,  the 
Knight  of  the  Bell  is  in  earneft,  Ralph  lhall  not  be  be- 
holding to  him,  give  him  his  Mony  George^  and  let  him 
go  fnick-up. 

Gt,  Cap  Ralph  ?  No,  hold  your  Hand  fir  Knight  of  the 
Bell^  there's  your  Mony,  have  you  any  thing  to  lay  ta 
Ralph  now  ?  Cap  Ralph  ? 

Wife.  I  would  you  fhould  know  it,  Ralph  has  Friends^ 
that  will  not  fuffer  him  to  be  capt  for  ten  times  fo  much, 
and  ten  times  to  the  end  of  that,  now  take  thy  courfe 
Ralph. 

Miji. 
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Mifi.  Mer.  Come  Michael^  thou  and  I  will  go  home 
to  thy  Father,  he  hath  enough  left  to  keep  us  a  Day  or 
two,  and  we'll  fet  Fellows  abroad  to  cry  our  Purfe  apd 
Casket :  Shall  we,  Michael? 

Mich.  Ay,  1  pray  Mother,  in  truth  nny  Feet  are  full 
of  Chilblains  with  Travelling. 

PFife.  Faith  and  thofe  Chilblains  are  a  foul  trouble  t 
Miftrefs  Merry- thought^  when  your  Youth  comes  home, 
let  him  rub  all  the  loles  of  his  Feet,  and  his  Heels,  and 
his  Ankles,  with  a  Moufe-skinj  or  if  none  of  yon  can 
catch  a  Moufe,  when  he  goes  to  Bed,  let  him  rowl  his 
Feet  in  the  warm  Embers,  and  I  warrant  you  he  fliall  be 
well,  and  you  may  make  him  put  his  Fingers  between  his 
Toes,  and  fmell  to  them,  it's  very  fovereignfor  his  Head, 
if  he  be  Coftive. 

Mifi.  Mer.  Mafter  Knight  of  the  Burning  Peftle,  my 
Son  Michael  and  I  bid  you  farewel,  1  thank  your  Wor- 
fhip  heartily  for  your  kindnefsj 

Ralph,  Farewel  fair  Lady,  and  (38)  your  tender  Squire* 
If  pricking  through  thefe  Defarts,  1  do  hear 
Of  any  traitorous  Knight,  whoj  through  his  guile 
Hath  light  upon  your  Casket  and  your  Purfe, 
I  willdefpoil  him  of  them  and  reftore  them. 

Mift*  Mer.  I  thank  your  Worfliip.  [Exit  with  Michael. 

Ralph.  Dwarf  bear  my  Shield^Squire  elevate  my  Lance, 
And  now  farewel  you  Knight  of  holy  Belly 
Ay,  ay,  Ralph,  all  is  paid. 

Ralph.  But  yet  before  I  go,  fpeak  worthy  Knight^ 
If  (39)  aught  you  do  of  fad  Adventures  know, 
Where  Errant  Knight  may  through  his  Prowefs  win 
Eternal  Fame,  and  free  fome  gentle  Souls. 
From  (40)  endlefs  bonds  of  Steel  and  lingring  Pain. 

(38)  — your  teni^er  Squire."]  If  all  the  Copies  did  not  run  againU 
me,  I  IhouM  not  have  fcrupled  to  have  made  the  Text  run  thus, 

  afid  you  tender  Squine^ 

(39)  — oft  yo»  do—]  The  true  reading  is  from  the  old  Quarto^ 
Mr.  Theobald  too,  I  find,  had  correfled  it  thus  in  his  Margin. 

(40)  — endlefs  bounds  —  ]  The  prefent  Corre£lion  which  is  plain  and 
felf-evident,  1  had  made  before  I  faw  the  old  Copies,  in  which  I 
happily  found  it  cenfirmed. 


C  c  a 
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Hoft,  Sirrah,  go  to  Nick  the  Barber,  and  bid  him  pre- 
pare himfelf,  as  I  told  you  before  quickly. 

Tap.  I  am  gone,  Sir.  [_Emt  Tapfter, 

Bofi.  Sir  Knight,  this  Wildernefs  affordeth  none 
But  the  great  venture,  where  full  many  a  Knight 
Hath  tried  his  Prowefs,  and  come  off  with  Shame, 
And  where  I  would  not  have  you  lofe  your  Life, 
Againft  no  Man^  but  furious  Fiend  of  Hell. 

Ralph.  Speak  on  SirKnight,  tell  what  he  is,  and  where  : 
For  here  I  vow  upon  my  blazing  Badge, 
Never  to  blaze  a  Day  in  quietnefs  ; 
But  Bread  and  Water  will  I  only  eat. 
And  the  green  Herb  and  Rock  lhall  be  my  Couch, 
Till  I  have  quell'd  that  Man^  or  Bead,  or  Fiend, 
That  works  fuch  damage  to  all  Errant  Knights. 

Hoft.  Not  far  from  hence,  (41)  near  to  a  craggy  Cliff 
At  the  North  end  of  this  diftrefled  Town, 
(42)  There  doth  ftand  a  lowly  Houfe 
Ruggedly  builded,  and  in  it  a  Cave 
In  which  an  ugly  Giant  now  doth  (43)  won, 
Ycleped  Barlarofo  :  In  his  Hand 
He  lhakes  a  naked  Lance  of  pured  Steel, 
With  Sleeves  turn'd  up,  and  him  before  he  wears 
A  motly  Garment,  to  preferve  his  Clothes 
From  Blood  of  thofe  Knights  which  he  maflacres. 
And  Ladies  (44)  gent:  without  his  Door  doth  hang 

(4.1)   near  to  a  craggy  Cliff  \  Thus  the  Quarto  of  1613.  The 

reil  — near  a  craggy  Cliff. 

(42)  There  doth  Jiand  a  lonx^ly  Houfe'\  My  anonymous  Friend  fays, 
we  muft  read  hear  to  compleat  the  Meafure  as  well  as  Senfe  thus ; 

A  Manfion  there  doth  jiand  a  lonely  Houfe, 
and  obferves  that  a  Page  or  two  lower  'tis  called  a  Manfion.    As  I 
have  no  authority  from  the  old  Books  to  make  fuch  an  Addition  and 
Alteration,  and  as  the  Quantity  of  the  Verfes  are  not  always  compleat, 
I  have  not  dar'd  to  follow  his  Inllruflions. 
'  (43)-  Old  Word  for  d^ell. 

(44)  And  Ladies  gentle  : — ]  As  our  Authors  had  too  good  Ears  to 
let  fuch  n  iiobling  Line  efcape  their  Pen  where  the  Metre  was  capable 
of  being  made  perfeft,  and  as  they  knew  too  much  of  the  Stile  of 
Romance  Writers  efpecially  in  Verfe,  to  be  ignorant  of  what  was  the 
ufual  Phrafe  on  thefe  Occafions,  I  concluded  at  firft  fight  they  read  as 
I  have  given  the  Text.  And  I  found  upon  examination  that  the 
Quarto  of  161 3  exhibited  likewife  this  felf  fame  Ledion. 

A 


The  Burning'  Pestle,  405 

A  copper  Bafon,  on  a  prickant  Spear ; 

At  which,  no  fooner  gentle  Knights  can  knock. 

But  the  fhrill  found  fierce  Barharofo  hears, 

'  And  rulhing  forth,  brings  in  the  Errant  Knight, 
And  fcts  him  down  in  an  inchanted  Chair: 
Then  with  an  Engine,  which  he  hath  prepar'd 
With  forty  Teeth,  he  claws  his  courtly  Crown, 
Next  makes  him  wink,  and  underneath  his  Chin, 
He  plants  (45)  a  brazen  piece  of  mighty  Bore, 
And  knocks  his  Bullets  round  about  h-is  Cheeks, 

Whilft  with  his  Fingers,  and  an  Inftrument 

With  which  he  fnaps  his  Hair  off,  he  doth  fill 

The  Wretch's  Ears  with  a  moft  hideous  Noife. 

Thus  every  Knight  Adventurer  he  doth  trim. 

And  now  no  Creature  dares  encounter  him. 

Ralph.  In  God's  Name,  1  will  fight  with  him,  kind  Sir, 

Go  but  before  me  to  this  difmal  Cave 

Where  this  huge  Giant  Barharofo  dwells. 

And  by  that  virtue  that  brave  Roficlere^ 

That  damned  brood  of  ugly  Giants  flew. 

And  Palmerin  Frannarco  overthrew : 

I  doubt  not  but  to  curb  this  Traytor  foul. 

And  to  the  Devil  fend  his  guilty  Soul. 

Hoft,  Brave  fprighted  Knight,  thus  far  I  will  perform 

This  your  requeft,  I'll  bring  you  within  fight 

Of  this  moft  loathfome  Place,  inhabited 

By  a  more  loathfome  Man  :  But  dare  not  ftay^ 

For  his  main  force  fwoops  all  he  fees  away. 

Ralph.  Saint  George!  fet  on,  before  march  Squire  and 
Page.  [Exeunt. 
Wife,  George^  doft  think  Ralph  will  confound  the  Giant  ^ 

(45)  brazen  puce  of  mighty  Board,']  So  the  OiStavo,  the  firft 

fQuarto  of  ?nighty  Bord.    Both  of  which  are  foreign  to  the 

Places  they  occupy,  i  conjefture  the  Poets  intended  to  fay  Borei  fo 
:the  Cavity  of  a  Gun,  Cannon,  &c.  is  commonly  call'd :  And  tho* 
the  Anachronifm  of  making  Ordnance,  Contemporary  with  Knight- 
Errantry  may  be  allow 'd,  yet  Nonfenfe  has,  or  can  have  no  Claim  to 
the  like  Privilege. 
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Cit.  I  hold  my  Cap  to  a  farthing  he  does:  Why  Nell, 
I  law  him  Wreitle  with  the  greac  Dutchman^  and  hurl 
him. 

U'^ife,  Faith  and  that  Dutchman  was  a  goodly  Man,  if 
all  things  were  anfwerable  to  his  Bignefs:  And  yet  they 
fay  there  was  a  Scotttjhman  higher  than  he,  and  (46 J  that 
they  two  on  a  Night  met,  and  faw  one  another  for  nothing : 
but  of  all  the  Sights  that  ever  were  in  London^  fince  I  was 
Married,  methinks  the  litde  Child  that  was  fo  fair  grown 
about  the  Members  was  the  prettieft,  that  and  the  Her- 
maphroiite, 

Cit,  Nay,  by  your  leave  Nel^  Ninivie  was  better. 
Wife,  Ninivie,  O  that  was  the  (47)  Story  of  Joan  and 
the  Wall,  was  it  not  George  ? 
Cit,  Yes  Lamb. 

Enter  Mijirefs  Merry- thought. 

Wife.  Look  George,  here  comes  NLi^vds  Merry -thoi(gh> 
again,  and  I  would  have  Ralph  come  and  fight  with  the 
Giant,  I  tell  you  trije  1  long  to  fee't. 

Cit,  Good  Mitlrefs  Merry-thought,  be  gone,  I  pray 
you  for  my  fake,  I  pray  you  forbear  a  little,  you  fhail 
have  Audience  prefently,  I  have  a  little  Bufinefs. 

Wife.  Mii^i  tfs  Merry-thought^  if  it  pleafeyou  to  refrain 
your  PafTion  a  little,  till  Ralph  have  difpatcht  the  Giant 
out  of  the  way,  we  fhall  think  our  felves  much  bound  tp 
thank  ycu:  I  thank  you,  good  Mii^rtCs  Merry- thought, 

[Exit  Miftrefs  Merry-thought. 

Enter  a  Boy. 

Cit,  Boy,  come  hither^  fend  away  Ralph  and  this 
Whorefon  Giant  quickly. 

(46)  — that  they  iuco  and  a  Knight  met,"]  The  Correfiion  in  the 
prei'ent  Edition  I  hope  will  be  allow'd  by  every  candid  and  judicioa? 
I^eader  :  Night  being  the  time  when  ihe(e  Men-Monjiers  remove  from 
Place  to  Place,  thereby  to  prevent  Spoiling  their  Market,  by  expofing 
to  common  View,  what  they  wou'd  haye  the  World  pay  dearly  for 
%hc  Sight  of. 

(47)  —  S.'ory  0/  Joan  and  the  Wall,']  AfFefted  Blunder  for  Jonah 
sand  the  Whale.         Mr.  ^'/^^ijWi^,  andiny  unknovyn  Conefpondent, 

Boy. 
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Boy.  In  good  faith.  Sir,  we  cannot ;  you'll  utterly  fpoil 
our  Play,  and  make  it  to  be  hift,  and  it  coft  Mony,  you 
will  not  fufFer  us  to  go  on  with  our  Plots  j  I  pray  Gentle- 
men rule  him. 

Cit,  Let  him  come  now  and  difpatch  this,  and  I'll 
trouble  you  no  more. 

Boy,  Will  you  give  me  your  Hand  of  that  ? 

Wife,  Give  him  thy  Hand  George^  do,  and  I'll  kifs 
him,  I  warrant  thee  the  Y'outh  means  plainly. 

Boy.  ril  fend  him  to  you  prefently.  [Exil  Boy, 

Wife,  I  thank  you  little  Youth    feth  the  Child  hath  a 
fweet  Breach  George^  but  I  think  it  be  troubled  with  the 
Worms,  Carduus  Benedifius  and  Mare's  Milk  were  the 
only  thing  in  the  World  for't.    O  Ralph* ^  here,  George 
God  fend  thee  good  luck,  Ralph, 

Enter  Ralph,  Hoji^  Squire  and  Dwarf, 

Hojl,  Puiffant  Knight,  yonder  his  Manfion  is, 
Lo,  where  the  Spear  and  Copper  Bafon  are. 
Behold  the  String  on  which  hangs  many  a  Tooth, 
Drawn  from  the  gentle  Jaw  of  wandring Knights; 
I  dare  not  ftay  to  found,  he  will  appear.       ^Exit  Hoft. 

Ralph,  O  faint  not  Heart:  Sufan  my  Lady  dear. 
The  Cobler's  Maid  in  Milk-Street.,  for  whofe  fake 
I  take  thefe  Arms,  O  let  the  Thought  of  thee 
Carry  thy  Knight  through  all  adventurous  Deed, 
And  in  the  Honour  of  thy  beauteous  felf. 
May  I  deftroy  this  Monfter  Barbarofo-^ 
Knock  Squire  upon  the  Bafon  'till  it  break 
With  the  Ihrill  Strokes,  or  till  the  Giant  fpeak. 

Enter  Barbarofo. 

IVife.  O  George^  the  Giant,  the  Giant,  now  Ralph  for 
thy  Life. 

Bar.  What  fond  unknowing  Wight  is  this,  that  dares, 
So  rudely  knock  at  Barbarojfa's  Cell, 
Where  no  Man  comes,  but  leaves  his  Fleece  behind  ? 

Ralph.  I,  traiterous  Caitiff,  who  am  fent  by  Fate 
To  punifti  all  the  fad  Enormities 


Cc  4 
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Thou  baft  committed  (48)  againft  Ladies  gent. 
And  Errant  Knights,  Traitor  to  God  and  Men  : 
Prepare  thy  lelf,  this  is  the  difmal  Hour 
Appointed  for  thee  to  give  ftri(5l  Account 
Ot  all  thy  beaftly  treacherous  Villanies. 

Bar.  Fool- hardy  Knight,  full  foon  thou  fhalt  aby 
This  fond  Reproach,  thy  Body  will  I  bang, 

\He  takes  down  his  Pole. 
And  los  upon  that  Srring  thy  Teeth  fhall  hang; 
Prepare  thy  felf,  for  dead  foon  fhalt  thou  be. 

Ralph.  Saint  George  for  me.  \T^hey  fight. 

Bar.  Garganiua  for  me. 

Wife.  To  him  Ralphs  to  him,  hold  up  the  Giant,  fee 
O'Jt  thy  Leg  before,  Ralph, 

Cit.  Faliifie  a  Blow  Ralphs  falfifie  a  Blow,  the  Giant 
lyes  open  on  the  left  fide. 

Bear*t  off,  bear't  off  flill ;  there  Boy  ;  O  Ralph'i 
almofi:  down,  Ralph*s  almofl  down. 

Ralph.  Sufan  infpire  me,  now  have  up  again. 

Wife.  Up,  up,  up,  up,  up,  fo  Ralphs  down  with 
him,  down  with  him  Ralph. 

Cif.  Fetch  him  over  the  Hip,  Boy. 

Wife.  There  Boy,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  Ralph, 

Cit.  No  Ralphs  get  all  out  of  him  firll. 

Ralph.  Prelumptuous  Man,  fee  to  what  defperate  End 
Thy  Treachery  hath  brought  thee  ;  the  juft  Gods, 
Who  never  profper  thofe  that  do  defpife  them. 
For  all  the  Villanies  wh*ch  thou  haft  done 
To  Knights  and  Ladies,  now  have  paid  thee  home. 
By  my  Itiff  Arm,  a  Knight  adventurous. 
But  fay,  vile  Wretch,  before  I  fend  thy  Soul 
To  fad  Jvernus^  whither  it  muft  go. 
What  Captives  hold'ft  thou  in  thy  fable  Cave  ^ 

Bar.  Go  in  and  free  them  all,  thou  haft  the  Day. 

Ralph.  Go  Squire  and  Dwarf,  fearch  in  this  dreadfulCave, 
And  tree  the  wretched  Prifoners  from  their  Bonds. 

[Exeu/it  Squire  and  Dwarf. 

(48)  —againfl  Ladies  genth,']  The  reformation  in  the  Text  is  from 
the  oldell  Quarto,    See  Note  44. 
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Bar,'  I  crave  for  Mercy  as  thou  art  a  Knight, 
And  fcorn'ft  to  fpill  the  Blood  of  thofe  that  beg. 

Ralph.  Thou  fheweft  no  mercy,  nor  (halt  thou  have  any, 
Prepare  thy  felf,  for  thou  jfhalt  furely  dye. 

Enter  Squire  leading  one  winkings  with  a  Bafon  under  his  Chin. 

Squire,  Behold  brave  Knight  here  is  one  Prifoner, 
(49)  Whom  this  wild  Man  hath  ufed  as  you  fee. 

Wife,  This  is  the  wifeft  word  I  hear  the  Squire  fpeak. 

Ralph,  Speak  what  thou  art,  and  how  thou  haft  been  us'd. 
That  I  may  give  him  condign  Punifhment. 

I  Knight.  I  am  a  Knight  that  took  my  Journey  Poft 
Northward  from  London^  and  in  courteous  wife. 
This  Gyant  train'd  me  (50)  to  his  loathfome  Den, 
Under  pretence  of  kilhng  of  the  Itch, 
And  all  my  Body  with  a  Powder  ftrew*d. 
That  fmarts  and  ftings,  and  cut  away  my  Beard, 
And  my  curl'd  Locks  wherein  were  Ribands  ty'd. 
And  with  a  water  wafht  my  tender  Eyes, 
(Whilft  up  and  down  about  me  ftill  he  skipt,^ 
Whofe  virtue  is,  that  *till  my  Eyes  be  wip'd 
With  a  dry  Cloth,  for  this  my  foul  difgrace, 
I  (hall  not  dare  to  look  a  Dog  i'th'  Face. 

Wife.  Alas  poor  Knight,  relieve  him  Ralphs  relieve  poor 
Knights  whilft  you  live. 

Ral'ph.  My  trufty  Squire  convey  him  to  the  Town, 
Where  he  may  find  relief  ^  adieu  fair  Knight.  \Ex.  Knight. 

(49)  Whom  this  nvild  Man — -]  Tho'  all  the  Copies  agree  in  this 
reading,  *tis  yet  highly  probable  that  a  Corruption  has  taken  place 
here.  Inhumanity  and  Barbarity  are  the  Cha rafter i flics  this  Giant  is 
diftinguifli'd  by,  and  as  fuch  I  would  have  what  1  take  to  be  the 
right  Leftion  reftor'd,  and  make  the  Line  run  thus. 

Whom  this  vilde  Man,  Sec. 

Vilde  for  n}ile  is  the  common  Ledion  both  in  Shake/pear  and 
Spencer^  and  I  am  furprized  that  the  great  0;^r^  Editor  of  Shake/pear 
fhould  fo  frequently  (I  believe  univerfally)  alter  this  reading  in  his 
fine  Edition  of  that  Poet,  into  the  modern  njile. 

(50)  —to  his  loathfome  Den,']  So  the  firll .  Quarto.  The  other 
Editions  thus,  ^—io  his  Den, 
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Enter  Dwarf  leading  one  with  a  patch  o^er  his  Nofe. 

Dwarf  Puiffant  Knight  of     ( ^i)  Burning  Pefllehlg^ht^ 
See  here  another  Wretch,  whom  this  foul  Beaft 
Hath  (52')  fcotch'd  and  fcor'd  in  this  inhuman  wife. 

Ralph.  Speak  me  thy  Name,  and  eke  thy  place  of  Birth, 
And  what  hath  been  thy  ufage  in  this  Cave. 

2  Knight,  I  am  a  Knight,  Sir  Pock-hole  is  my  Name, 
And  by  my  Birth  I  am  a  Londoner^ 

free  by  my  Copy,  but  my  Anceftors 

"Were  Frenchmen  all,  and  riding  hard  this  way, 

Upon  a  trotting  Horfe,  my  Bones  did  ake. 

And  I  faint  Knight  to  eafe  my  weary  Limbs, 

Light  at  this  Cave,  when  ilraight  this  furious  Fiend^ 

With  fliarpefl  Infirunaent  of  pureft  Steel, 

Did  cut  the  Griille  of  my  Nofe  away. 

And  in  the  place  this  Velvet  Piafter  ftands 

Relieve  me,  gentle  Knight,  out  of  his  Hands. 

Wife.  Good  Ralph  relieve  Sir  pQckhole^  and  fend  him 
away,  for  in  truth  his  Breath  ftinks. 

Ralph.  Convey  him  ftraight  after  ,the  other  Knight: 
Sir  Pockhole  fare  you  v/ell. 

3  Knight.  Kind  Sir,  good  Night.  \_Exit. 

[Cries  within. 

Man.  Deliver  us.       Worn.  Deliver  us. 
IVife.  Harke  George^  what  a  woful  cry  there  is,  I  think 
fome  Woman  lies  in  there.     Man.  Dejiver  us. 
Worn.  Deliver  us. 

Ralph.  What  ghaftly  noife  is  this?  fpeak  Barbarofo^ 
Or  by  this  blazing  Steel  thy  Head  goes  off. 

Barh.  Prifoners  of  mine,  whom  I  in  Diet  keep. 
Send  lower  down  into  the  Cave, 
And  in  a  Tub  that's  heated  fmoaking  hot, 
There  may  they  find  them,  and  deliver  them. 

(51)  — Burning  Pejlle  height,']  So  the  latter  Editions.  The  Quarta 
has  it  well,   Pejile  hight. 

■  1^1]  —■fcorch'' d  and  fcor" d—l  The  Account  that  the  Knight,  here 
pointed  out  by  the  Dwarf,  gives  of  himfelf  a  little  after,  makes  much 
againft  the  reading  oi  fcorch''d,  but  naturally  agrees  with  the  Alteration 
Mr.  Theobald  and  myfelf  have  advanced. 
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Ralph.  Run  Squire  and  Dwarf,  deliver  them  with  fpecd. 

\_Exeunt  Squire  and  Dwarf. 
Wife.  But  will  not  Ralph  kill  this  Giant,  furely  1  am 
afraid  if  he  let  him  go  he  will  do  as  much  hurt  as  ever  he 
did. 

C'lt.  Not  fo  Moufe  neither,  if  he  could  convert  him. 

Wife.  Ay,  George^  if  he  could  convert  him;  but  a 
Giant  is  not  fo  foon  converted  as  one  of  us  ordinary  Peo- 
ple. There's  a  pretty  Tale  of  a  Witch,  that  had  the  Devil's 
mark  about  her,  God  blefs  us,  that  had  a  Giant  to  her 
Son,  that  was  caird  Lob-lie- by -the -fir e^  didfl:  never  hear  ic 
George  ? 

Enter  Squire  leading  a  M^n  'with  a  glafs  of  Lotion  in  his 
Hand^  and  the  Dwarf  leading  a  Woman^  with  Dyet- 
bread  and  Drink. 

Cit.  Peace,  Nell^  here  comes  the  Prilbners. 

Dwarf.  Here  be  thefe  pined  Wretches,  manful  Knight, 
Xhat  for  thefe  fix  Weeks  have  not  feen  a  Wight. 

Ralph.  Deliver  what  you  are,  and  how  you  came 
To  this  fad  Cave,  and  what  your  Ufage  was? 

Man.  I  am  an  Errant  Knight  that  followed  Arms, 
With  Spear  and  Shield,  and  in  my  tender  Years 
I  ftrucken  was  with  Cupid's  fiery  Shaft, 
And  fell  in  Love  with  this  my  Lady  dear, 
And  ftole  her  from  her  Friends  in  iurnhall-flreet^ 
And  bore  her  up  and  down  from  Town  to  Town, 
Where  we  did  Eat  and  Drink  (53)  and  Mufick  hear  ^ 
'Till  at  the  length  at  this  unhappy  Town 
We  did  arrive,  and  coming  to  this  Cave, 
This  Beaft  us  caught,  and  put  us  in  a  Tub, 
Where  we  this  two  Months  fvveat,  and  Ihould  have  done 
Another  Month  if  you  had  not  relieved  us. 

Worn.  This  Bread  and  Water  hath  our  Diet  been. 
Together  with  a  Rib  cut  from  a  Neck 
Of  burned  Mutton  ;  hard  hath  been  our  fare, 
Releafe  us  from  this  ugly  Giant's  fnare. 

(53)  — Mufick  here{]  Mr,  Theobald  vfhh.  the  Quarto  of  l6i  j, 
reads  as  I  have  given  it  in  the  prefcnt  Edition. 

Man. 
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Man,  This  hath  been  (54)  all  the  Food  we  have  received. 
But  only  twice  a  day  for  novelty, 

He  gave  a  Spoonful  of  this  hearty  Broth  \_?ulh  out  a  Siringe, 
To  each  of  us,  through  this  fame  {lender  Quill. 

Ralph.  From  this  infernal  Monfter  you  fhall  go. 
That  ufech  Knights  and  gentle  Ladies  fo. 
Convey  them  hence.  [Exeunt  Man  and  Woman, 

Cit.  Cunny,  I  can  tell  thee  the  Gentlemen  Ralph, 

Wife,  Ay  George^  I  fee  it  well  enough.  Gentlemen,  I 
thank  you  all  heartily  for  gracing  my  Man  Ralphs  and  I 
promife  you,  you  fnall  fee  him  oftner. 

Bay\  Mercy,  great  Knight,  I  do  recant  my  111, 
And  henceforth  never  gentle  Blood  will  fpill. 

Rdph.  I  give  thee  Mercy,  but  yet  thou  fhalt  fwear 
Upon  my  Burning  Peftle  to  perform 
Thy  promife  utter'd. 

Bar.  I  fwear  and  kifs. 

Ralph.  Depart  then  and  amend. 
Come  Squire  and  Dwarf,  the  Sun  grows  towards  hisfct. 
And  we  have  many  more  Adventures  yet.  [Exeunt^ 

Cit.  Now  Ralph  is  in  this  humour,  I  know  he  would 
ha*  beaten  all  the  Boys  in  the  Houfe,  if  they  had  been  fet 
on  him. 

IFife,  Ay,  George^  but  it  is  well  as  it  is :  I  warrant  you 
the  Gentlemen  do  confider  what  it  is  to  overthrow  a  Gy- 
ant :  but  look,  George^  here  comes  Miftrefs  Merry-thought^ 
and  her  Son  Michael -y  now  you  are  welcome  Miftrefs 
Merry-thought^  now  Ralph  has  done  you  may  go  on. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Merry-thought  and  Michaela 

Mijl.  Mer.  Micke,  my  Boy  ? 
Micke.  Ay  forfooth  Mother. 

Mift,  Mer,  Be  merry  Micke^  we  are  at  home  now^ 
where  I  warrant  you,  you  fhall  find  the  Houfe  flung  out 
of  the  Windows :  Hark  j  hey  Dogs,  hey,  this  is  the  old 

(54)   half  the  Tood^—* 

«  'g/'his  hearty  Broth 

To  each  of  us,  through  this  fame  tender  Here  again  we 

are  beholden,  and  greatly  loo,  co  the  fiift  old  Quarto. 


World 
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World  i'faith  with  my  Husband :  Til  get  in  among  them, 
ril  play  them  fuch  leflbn,  that  they  fhall  have  little  lift 
to  come  fcraping  hither  again.  Why  Mafter  Merry- 
thought^ Husband,  Charles  Merry -thought. 

Old  Mer.  within.]  If  you  will  Sing^  andDancCy  and  Laughs 
And  Hollow^  and  Laugh  again  ; 
And  then  cry  there  Boys^  there :  why  then^ 
One^  twoy  three  ^  and  four  y 
fVe  fhall  he  merry  within  thiM)0ur, 

Mifl.  Mer,  Why  Charles^  do  you  not  know  your  own 
natural  Wife?  I  fay  open  the  Door,  and  turn  me  out  thofe 
mangy  Companions  5  'tis  more  than  time  that  they  were 
Fellow  like  with  you  :  you  are  a  Gentleman  Charles^  and 
an  old  Man,  and  Father  of  two  Children  ;  and  I  my  felf, 
(though  I  fay  it)  by  my  Mother's  fide,  Niece  to  a  Wor- 
fhipful  Gentleman,  and  a  Conduflor,  he  has  been  three 
times  in  his  Majcfty's  Service  at  Chefier^  and  is  now  the 
fourth  time,  God  blefs  him,  and  his  charge  upon  his 
journey. 

Old  Mer.  Go  from  my  Window  ^  Love  go: 
Gq  from  my  Window ^  my  Dear^ 

Wind  and  the  Rain  will  drive  you  back  again, 
Tou  cannot  be  lodged  here. 

Hark  you  Miftrefs  Merry- thought ^  you  that  walk  upon 
Adventures,  and  forfake  your  Husband,  becaufe  he  fings 
with  never  a  Penny  in  his  Purfe  j  what,  fhall  I  think  my 
felf  the  worfe.?  Faith  no,  I'll  be  merry. 

You  come  not  here,  here's  none  but  Lads  of  mettle, 
lives  of  a  hundred  Years,  and  upwards,  care  never  drunk 
their  Bloods,  nor  want  made  them  warble, 

Hey- ho y  my  Heart  is  heavy, 

Mift.  Mer,  Why  Mafter  Merry-thought ^  what  am  I 
that  you  ftiould  laugh  me  to  fcorn  thus  abruptly  ?  am  I 
not  your  Fellow- feeler,  as  we  may  fay,  in  all  our  miferies? 
your  com'^jrter  in  health  and  ficknefs  ?  have  I  not  brought 
you  Children?  are  they  not  like  you,  Charles?  look  upon 
thine  own  Image,  hard-hearted  Man  5  and  yet  for  all 
this— — . 

Old 
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Old  Men  within.]  Begon^  began  my  Juggyy  my  Puggy^ 
Began  my  Love^  my  Dear  : 
The  weather  is  warm^ 
^T^will  do  thee  no  harm^ 
"Thou  canft  not  be  lodged  here. 

Be  merry  Boys,  fome  light  Mufick,  and  more  Wine. 

Wife.  He's  not  in  earned:,  I  hope  George^  is  he 

Cit.  What  if  he  be.  Sweetheart  ? 

U^ife.  Marry  if  he  be,  (^ge,  V\\  make  bold  to  tell 
him  he's  an  ingrant  old  Man,  to  ufc  his  Bed-fellovyr 
fo  fcurvily. 

Cit.  What,  how  does  he  ufe  her  Honey  ? 

IVife.  Marry  come  up  fir  Sauce-box,  I  think  you'll 
take  his  part,  will  you  not  ?  Lord  how  hot  are  you  grown  : 
you  are  a  fine  Man  an  you  had  a  fine  Dog,  it  becomes 
you  fweetly. 

Cit,  Nay,  prithee  Nell  chide  not :  for  as  I  am  an  ho- 
neft  Man,  and  a  true  Chriftian  Grocer,  I  do  not  like  his 
doings. 

TVife.  I  cry  you  mercy  then  George^  you  know  we  are 
all  frail,  and  full  of  infirmities.  D'ye  hear  Mafter  Merry^ 
thought^  may  I  crave  a  word  with  you  ? 

Old  Mer.  within  ]  Strike  up  lively  Lads. 

tVife.  I  had  not  thought  in  truth,  M-a.^tT  Merry- thought^ 
that  a  Man  of  your  Age  and  Difcretion,  as  I  may  fay,  be- 
ing a  Gentleman,  and  therefore  known  by  your  gentle 
conditions,  could  have  ufed  fo  little  refpeft  to  the  weak- 
nefs  of  his  Wife:  for  your  Wife  is  your  own  Fiefh,  the 
ftaff  of  your  Age,  your  Yoke- fellow,  with  whofe  help 
you  draw  through  the  mire  of  this  tranfirory  World  ; 
Nay,  fhe's  your  own  Rib.    And  again—  

Old  Mer.  /  come  not  hither  for  thee  to  teach  ^ 
J  have  no  Pulpit  for  thee  to  preachy 
I  would  thou  hadft  kifs'd  me  under  the  Breech^ 
Ai  thou  art  a  Lady  gay, 

(55)  — hes  an  ignorant  old  Man, — ]  I  have  repIacM  ingrant  in  ItS 
former  and  antique  PoffefTion  from  the  Quarto  of  1613  :  Ignorant,  as 
the  0(^avo  reads,  is  not  the  real  Word  as  I  fuppofe,  but  its  Interpre' 
tation,  and  *tis  as  much  affected  here  by  our  Authors,  as  Joan  and 
the  Wall  were  a  little  above. 

mfe. 
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Wife.  Marry  with  a  vengeance, 
I  am  heartily  forry  for  the  poor  Gentlewoman  :  but  if  I 
were  thy  Wife,  i'faith  gray  Beard,  i'faith  

G/.  I  prithee  fweet  Hony-fuckle,  be  content. 

Wife,  Give  me  fuch  Words  that  am  a  Gentlewoman 
Born,  hang  him  hoary  Rafcal.  Get  me  fome  drink 
George^  I  am  almoft  molten  with  fretting  :  Now  befhrew 
his  Knaves  Heart  for  it.  ^ 

Old  Mer.  Play  me  a  light  Lavallo :  Come,  be  frolick, 
fill  the  good  Fellows  Wine. 

Mift.  Mer.  Why  Mafter  Merry-thoughty  are  you  dif- 
pofed  to  make  me  wait  here :  You'll  open  I  hope,  I'l! 
fetch  them  that  lhall  open  clfe. 

Old  Mer.  Good  Woman,  if  you  will  Sing,  I'll  give 
you  fomething,  if  not  

SONG. 

Ton  are  no  Love  for  me  Marget, 
/  am  no  Love  for  you. 
Come  aloft  Boys,  aloft. 

Mifi>  Mer,  Now  a  Churles  fart  in  your  Teeth  Sir : 
Come  MicK  we'll  not  trouble  him,  a  ihall  not  ding  us 
i'th'  Teeth  with  his  Bread  and  his  Broth,  that  he  fhall 
not :  Come  Boy,  I'll  provide  for  thee,  I  warrant  thee  : 
We'll  go  to  Mafter  Venterwels  the  Merchant,  I'll  get  his 
Letter  to  mine  Hoft  of  the  Bell  in  Waltham^  there  ril 
place  thee  with  the  Tapfter,  will  not  that  do  well  for  thee 
Mick  ?  And  let  me  alone  for  that  old  Cuckoldy  Knave 
^ur  Father,  I'll  ufe  him  in  his  kind,  I  warrant  ye. 

Wife,  Come  George^  where' s  the  Beer  ? 

Cit,  Here  Love. 

Wife,  This  old  fornicating  Fellow  will  not  out  of  my 
Mind  yet;  Gentlemen,  I'll  begin  to  you  all,  I  defirc 
more  of  your  Acquaintance,  with  all  my  Heart.  Fill 
the  Gentlemen  fome  Beer,  George. 


ACT 
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ACT  IV.  SCENEL 

Boy  Danceth. 

Wife,  TOOK  George^  the  little  Boy's  come  again,  me- 
-L'  thinks  he  looks  fomething  like  the  Prince  of 
Orange  in  his  long  Stocking,  if  he  had  a  little  harncfs 
about  his  Neck.  George^  I  will  have  him  dance  Fading ; 
Fading  is  a  fine  Jig,  Til  aflure  you  Gentlemen :  Begin 
Brother,  now  a  Capers  fweet  Heart,  now  a  turn  a  th'toe, 
and  then  tumble:  Cannot  you  tumble,  Youth? 

Boy.  No  indeed  forfooth. 

Wife,  Nor  eat  Fire?       Boy,  Neither. 

Wife,  Why  then  I  thank  you  heartily,  there's  two^ 
Pence  to  buy  you  Points  withal. 

Enter  Jafper  and  Boy. 

Jafp,  There  Boy,  deliver  this :  But  do  it  welK 
Haft  thou  provided  me  four  Lufty  Fellows, 
Able  to  carry  me  ?  And  art  thou  perfed: 
In  all  thy  Bufinefs?     Boy,  Sir  you  need  not  fear, 
I  have  my  Leflbn  here,  and  cannot  mifs  it : 
The  Men  are  ready  for  you,  and  what  elfe 
Pertains  to  this  Imployment.     Jafp.  There  my  Boy, 
Take  it,  but  buy  no  Land.     Boy.  Faith  Sir  'twere  rare 
To  fee  fo  young  a  Purchaler:  I  flie, 
And  on  my  Wings  carry  your  Deftiny.  [^Epcit. 

Jafp'  Go,  and  be  happy  :  Now  my  lateft  hope 
Fdrfake  me  not,  but  fling  thy  Anchor  our. 
And  let  it  hold:  (56)  Stand,  fixt  thou  rolling  Stone, 
Till  I  enjoy  my  deareft :  Hear  me  all 
You  Powers,  that  rule  in  Men,  Celeftial.  \^Emt. 

Wife.  Go  thy  ways,  thou  art  as  crooked  a  Sprig  as  ever 
grew  in  London^  i  warrant  him  he'll  come  to  fome  naughty 

(56)  Stands  fix  thou  rolling  Stone,']  So  the  O<5lavo.    The  Quarto, 
fixt.  Right. 

end 
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end  or  other;  for  his  Looks  fay  no  le/s :  Befides,  his 
Father  (you  know,  George)  is  none  of  the  bed,  you  heard 
him  take  me  up  hke  a  Gill  flirt,  and  fing  bawdy  Songs 
upon  me:  But  Pfaith  if  I  Jive  George  

Cit,  Let  me  alone  Sweet-heart,  I  have  a  trick  in  my 
Head  iliall  lodge  him  in  the  Arches  for  one  Year,  and 
make  him  {m^'Peccavi^  e*er  I  leave  him,  and  yet  helhall 
never  know  who  hurt  him  neither. 

Wife.  Do,  my  good  George^  do. 

Cit,  What  fliall  we  have  Ralph  do  now,  Boy 

Boy,  You  fhall  have  what  you  will,  Sir. 

Cit,  Why  fo  Sir,  go  and  fetch  me  him  then,  and  let 
the  Sophy  of  Ferfia  come  and  Chriften  him  a  Child. 

Boy,  Believe  me  Sir,  that  will  not  do  fo  well, Ms  ftale, 
it  has  been  had  before  at  the  Red  Bull, 

Wife.  G^orge^  let  Ral'ph  Travel  over  great  Hills,  and 
let  him  be  weary,  and  come  to  the  King  of  (57)  Cracoiiah 
Houfe,  covered  with  black  Velvet,  and  there  let  the 
King's  Daughter  ftand  in  her  Window  all  in  beaten 
Gold,  combing  her  Golden  Locks  with  a  Comb  of  Ivory, 
and  let  her  fpy  Ralphs  and  fall  in  Love  with  him,  and 
come  down  to  him,  and  carry  him  into  her  Father's 
Houfe,  and  then  let  Ralph  talk  with  her. 

Cit,  Well  faid  JV<?//,  it  lhall  be  fo :  Boy,  let's  ha't  done 
quickly. 

Boy.  Sir,  if  you  will  imagine  all  this  to  be  done  alrea- 
dy, you  lhall  hear  them  talk  together:  But  we  cannot 
prefent  a  Houfe  covered  with  black  Velvet,  and  a  Lady 
in  beaten  Gold. 

Cit,  Sir  Boy,  let's  ha't  as  you  can  then. 

Boy,  Befides,  it  will  (hew  ill-favouredly  to  have  a  Gro- 
cer's Prentice  to  court  a  King's  Daughter. 

Cit,  Will  it  fo  Sir  ?  You  are  well  read  in  Hiftories :  I 
pray  you  what  was  Sir  Dagonet  ?  Was  not  he  Prentice 

(57)   Cx2iC0v\:i^ s  Houfe  co'verednj^ith  Velvet,  ]  I  have  inferted 

the  colour  of  the  Velvet,  which  was  hers- wanting,  from  what  the  Boy 
fays  the  fecond  Speech  below,  as  to  the  ImpclTibility  of  their  comply- 
ing with  this  Requeft  of  the  Citizen^s  Wife, 

But  ive  can't  prefent  an  Bcufe  co'vered  with  black  Velvet, 


Vql.  VI. 
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to  a  Grocer  in  London^  Read  the  Play  of  the  (58)  Tour 
Prentices  of  London^  where  they  tofs  their  Pikes  fo :  I 
pray  you  fetch  him  in  Sir,  fetch  him  in. 

Boy,  It  fliall  be  done,  it  is  not  our  fault,  Gentlemen. 

Wife.  Now  we  lhall  fee  fine  doings  I  warrant  thee 
George.  O  here  they  come  5  how  prettily  the  King  of 
CracovicC^  Daughter  is  dreft. 

Enter  Ralph  and  the  Lady^  Squire  and  Dwarf. 

Cit.  Ay,  Nelly  it  is  the  fafhion  of  that  Country,  I 
warrant  thee. 

Lady.  Welcome  Sir  Knight  unto  my  Father's  Court, 
King  of  Moldavia^  unto  me  Pompiona 
His  Daughter  dear :  But  fure  you  do  not  like 
Your  entertainment,  that  will  ftay  with  us 
No  longer  but  a  Night.       Ralph.  Damfel  right  fair, 
I  am  on  many  fad  Adventures  bound. 
That  call  me  forth  into  the  Wildernefs; 
Befides,  my  Horfe's  Back  is  fomething  gall'd. 
Which  will  enforce  me  ride  a  fober  pace. 
But  many  thanks,  fair  Lady,  be  to  you. 
For  ufing  errant  Knight  with  courtefie. 

Lady.  But  fay,  brave  Knight,  what  is  your  Name  and 
Birth  ? 

Ralph.  My  Name  is  Ralphs  I  am  an  Englifhman^ 
As  true  as  Steel,  a  hearty  Englifhmany 
And  Prentice  to  a  Grocer  in  the  Strand, 
By  deed  indent,  of  which  I  have  one  part :' 
But  fortune  calling  me  to  follow  Arms, 
On  me  this  holy  Order  1  did  take. 
Of  Burning  Peftle^  which  in  all  Mens  Eyes, 
1  bear,  confounding  Ladies  Enemies. 

Lady.  Oft  have  I  heard  of  your  brave  Countrymen, 
And  fertile  Soil,  and  ftore  of  wholefome  Food  j 
My  Father  oft  will  tell  me  of  a  drink 
In  England  found,  and  Nipitato  call'd. 
Which  driveth  all  the  forrow  from  your  Hearts. 


(58)  'By  Thomas  Heynxtood.    Vide  Langbaint^i  Dramatic  Poets. 

Ralph. 
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Ralph,  Lady  *tis  true,  you  need  not  Jay  your  Lips 
To  better  Nipitato  than  there  is. 

Lady,  And  of  a  Wild-fowl  he  will  often  fpeak. 
Which  Powdered  Beef  and  Muftard  called  is : 
For  there  have  been  great  Wars  'twixt  us  and  you ; 
But  truly  Ralphs  it  was  not  long  of  me. 
^  Tell  me  then  Ralphs  could  you  contented  be. 
To  wear  a  Lady's  Favor  in  your  Shield  ? 

'Ralph,  I  am  a  Knight  of  a  Religious  Order, 
And  will  not  wear  a  Favor  of  a  Lady 
That  trufts  in  Antichrijly  and  falfe  traditions. 

Cit,  Well  fa  id  Ralphs  convert  her  if  thou  canfh' 

Ralph.  Befides,  I  have  a  Lady  of  my  own 
In  merry  for  whofe  virtuous  fake  ^ 

I  took  thefe  Arms,  and  Sufan  is  her  Name, 
A  Coblers  Maid  in  Milkftreet^  whom  I  vow 
•  Ne'er  to  forfake,  whilft  Life  and  PefUe  laft. 

Lady,  Happy  that  Cobling  Dame,  who  e'er  fiie  be, 
That  for  her  own  (dear  Ralph)  hath  gotten  thee. 
Unhappy  I,  that  ne*er  fhall  fee  the  Day 
To  fee  thee  more,  that  bear'ft  my  Heart  away. 

Ralph,  Lady  farewel,  I  muft  needs  take  my  leave. 

Lady,  Hard-hearted  Ralphs  that  Ladies  doft  deceive. 

'Cit,  Hark  thee  Ralphs  there's  Mony  for  thee  \  give 
fomething  in* the  King  of  Cracovia*s  Houfe,  be  not  be- 
holding to  him. 

Ralph,  Lady  before  I  go,  I  muft  remember 
Your  Father's  Officers,  who  truth  to  tell. 
Have  been  about  me  very  diligent : 
Hold  up  thy  fnowy  Hand  thou  princely  Maid, 
There's  twelve  Pence  for  your  Father's  Chamberlaifi. 
And  there's  another  Shilling  for  his  Cook, 
For  by  my  troth  the  Goofe  was  roailed  well. 
And  twelve  Pence  for  your  Father's  Horfe-keepcr, 
For  'nointing  my  Horfe  Back ;  and  for  his  Butter, 
There  is  another  ShilHng  ;  to  the  Maid 
That  wafh'd  my  Boot-hofe,  there's  an  En^lr/b  Groat, 
And  two  Pence  to  the  Boy  that  wip'd  my  Boots. 
And  laft,  fair  Lady,  there  is  for  your  ielf 
Three  pence  to  buy  you  Pins  at  Bumio  Fair. . 

D  d  2  -^f^^' 
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Lady,  Full  many  thanks,  and  I  will  keep  them  fafe 
Till  all  the  Heads  be  off,  for  thy  fake  Ralph, 

Ralph,  Advance  my  Squire  and  Dwarf,  1  cannot  ftay, 
Lady^  ThoukiirH  my  heart  in  parting  thus  away. 

[Exeunt. 

IVtfe,  I  commend  Ralph  yet,  that  he  will  not  Itoop  to 
a  Cracovian^  there's  properer  Women  in  London  than  any 
are  there,  I  wifs.  But  here  comes  Mafter  Humphrey^  and 
his  Love  again,  now  George, 

Cit,  Ay  Cunny,  teace. 

Enter  Merchant^  Humphrey,  Luce,  mid  Boy, 

Mer.  Go  get  you  up,  I  will  not  be  intreated. 
And  Gofllp  mine  I'll  keep  you  fure  hereafter 
From  gadding  out  again,  with  Boys  and  Unthrifts ; 
Come  they  are  Womens  tears,  I  know  yourFafhion. 
Go  Sirrah,  lock  her  in,  and  keep  the  Key 

[Exeunt  Luce  and  Boy, 
(59)  Safe  as  your  Life.    Now  my  Son  Humphrey^ 
You  may  both  reft  aflured  of  my  Love 
In  this,  and  reap  your  own  Defire.  [Daughter, 

Humph.  I  fee  this  Love  you  fpeak  of,  through  your 
Although  the  hole  be  little,  and  hereafter 
Will  yield  the  like  in  all  I  may  or  can, 
Fitting  a  Chriftian,  and  a  Gcntkman. 

'  Merch.  I  do  believe  you  (my  good  Son)  and  thank  you. 
For  'twere  an  impudence  to  think  you  flattered. 

Humph.  It  were  indeed,  but  fhall  I  tell  you  why, 
I  have  been  beaten  twice  about  the  lye.  [ter 

Merch.  Well  Son,  no  more  of  Complement,  myDaugh- 
Is  yours  again,  appoint  the  time  and  take  her. 
We'll  have  no  ftealing  for  it,  I  my  felf 
And  fome  few  of  our  Friends  will  fee  you  married. 

Humph.  1  would  you  would  i'faith,  for  be  it  known 
I  ever  was  afraid  to  lye  alone. 

Merch.  Some  three  Days  hence  tlien. 

(59)  ^^/^  as  your  Life.  —  ]  We  ought  to  read  here,  fays  the  Gen- 
tleman quoted  fo  often  above,  thus, 

Sfife      jou  iove  your  Life, 

Humph 
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Humph,  Three  Days,  let  me  fee, 
'Tis  fbmewhat  of  the  mod,  yet  I  agree, 
Becaufe  I  mean  againfl:  the  'pointed  Day, 
To  vifit  all  my  Friends  in  new  Array. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv,  Sir,  there's  a  Gentlewoman  without  would  fpeak 
with  your  Worfhip.     Merck.  Whati&fhe? 
Serv,  Sir,  I  askc  her  not. 
^Mercb,  Bid  her  come  in. 

Enter  Mljirefs  Merry-thought>  and  MichaeL 

Mifi,  Mer,  Peace  be  to  your  Worfliip,  I  come  as  a  poor 
Suitor  to  you  Sir,  in  the  behalf  of  this  Child. 

Merch.  Are  you  not  Wife  to  Merry-thought  ? 
"  Mijl.  Mer.  Yes  truly,  would  I  had  ne'er  feen  his  Eyes, 
he  has  undone  me  and  himfelf,  and  his  Children,  and  there 
he  lives  at  home  and  fings  and  hoits,  'and  revels  among 
his  drunken  Companions,  but  I  warrant  you,  where  to 
get  a  penny  to  put  Bread  in  his  Mouth,  he  knows  not : 
And  therefore  if  it  like  your  Worfhip,  I  would  intreat 
your  Letter  to  the  honeft  Hoft  of  the  Bell  in  Walthani^ 
that  I  may  place  my  Child  under  the  protedion  of  his 
Tapfter,  in  fotne  fettled  courfe  of  Life. 

Merch.  I'm  glad  the  Heav'ns  have  heard  my  Prayers; 
Thy  Husband, 
When  I  was  ripe  in  Sorrows,  laught  at  me. 
Thy  Son,  like  an  unthankful  Wretch,  I  having 
Redeem'd  him  from  his  fall,  and  made  him  mine. 
To  Ihew  his  love  again,  firft  ftole  my  Daughter: 
Then  wrong'd  this  Gentleman,  and  laft  of  all 
Gave  me  that  Grief,  had  almoft  brought  me  down 
Unto  my  Grave,  had  not  a  ftronger  Hand 
. Relieved  my  Sorrows;  go,  and  weep  as  I  did, 
And  be  unpitied,  for  here  I  profefs 
An  everlafting  hate  to  all  thy  Name,  .  • 

Mift.  Mer.  Will  you  fo  Sir,  how  fay  you  by  that  ?  Come 
Micke^  let  him  keep  his  Wind  to  cool  his  Pottage,  we'll' 
go  to  thy  Nurfes,  Micke;  Ihe  knits  filk  Scockings  Boy, 

D  d  3  and 
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and  we'll  knit  too  Boy,  and  be  beholding  to  none  of  them 
all.  [Exeunt  Michael  and  Mother. 

Enter  a  Boy  with  a  Letter, 

Boj,  Sir,  I  take  it  you  are  the  Mafter  of  thisHoufe. 

Merch.  How  then  Boy  ? 

Boy.  Then  to  your  felf.  Sir,  comes  this  Letter. 

Merch,  From  whom,  my  pretty  Boy  ? 

Boy.  From  him  that  was  your  Servant,  but  no  more 
Shall  that  Name  ever  be,  for  he  is  Dead, 
Grief  of  your  purchased  Anger  broke  his  Heart ; 
I  faw  him  die,  and  from  his  Hand  receiv'd 
This  Paper,  with  a  charge  to  bring  it  hither, 
.  Jlead  it,  and  fatisfie  your  felf  in  all. 

LETTER. 

Merch.  C/i^,  that  I  have  wronged  your  Love  1  muji  confefsj 
^  in  whilh  I  have  purchased  to  my  felf.,  hefides 
mne  own  undoing.,  the  ill  Opinion  of  my  Friends ;  let  not  your 
Jnger.  good  Sir.,  outlive  me^  hut  fuffer  me  to  refl  in  Peace 
with  your  forgivenefs  j  let  my  Body  {if  a  dying  Man  may  fo 
much  prevail  with  you)  he  brought  to  your  Daughter that 
fhe  may  know  my  hot  Flames  are  now  buried^  and  withal 
receive  a  tejlimony  of  the  Zeal  I  bore  her  Virtue :  Farewel 
for  ever^  and  be  ever  happy,  Jafper. 

God's  hand  . is  great  in  this,  I  do  forgive  him, 
Yet  am  Tglad  he's  quiet,  where  I  hope 
He  will  not  bite  again :  Boy  bring  the  body, 
.  And  let  him  have  his  Will,  if  that  be  all. 

Bey.  *Tis  here  without  Sir.    Merch.  So  Sir,  if  you  pleafc 
You  may  conduct  it  in,  I  do  not  fear  it. 

Humph,  ril  be  your  Ufher  Boy,  for  though  I  fay  it. 
He  ow'd  me  fomething  once,  and  well  did  pay  it.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Luce  alone. 

Luce.  If  there  be  any  Punifhment  inflifted 
Upon  the  miferable,  more  than  yet  I  feeJ, 
Let  it  together  feize  me,  and  at  once 
Prefs  down  my  Soul  \  I  cannot  bear  the  Pain 
Of  thcfc  delaying  Tortures:  Thou  that  art 

The 
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The  end  of  all,  and  the  fweet  reft  of  all. 

Come,  come,  oh  Death,  and  bring  me  to  thy  pcace^ 

And  blot  out  all  the  memory  I  nourifh 

(60^  Both  of  my  Father  and  my  cruel  Friend  ; 

0  wretched  Maid  ftill  living  to  be  wretched. 
To  be  a  fay  to  Fortune  in  her  Changes, 

And  grow  to  number  Times  and  Woes  together. 
How  happy  had  I  been,  if  being  Born 
My  Grave  had  been  my  Cradle  ? 

Enter  Servant, 

Serv.  By  your  leave 
Young  Miftrefs,  here's  a  Boy  hath  brought  a  CofHri, 
What  a  would  fay  I  know  not :  But  your  Father 
Charg'd  me  to  give  you  notice,  here  they  come. 

Enter  two  bearing  a  Coffin^  Jafper  in  it. 

Luce,  For  me  I  hope  *tis  come,  and  *cis  moft  welcome.. 

Boy,  Fair  Miftrefs,  let  me  not  add  greater  Grief 
To  that  great  ftore  you  have  already  ;  Jafper^ 
(That  whilft  he  liv'd  was  yours,  now's  dead, 
And  here  inclos'd,)  commanded  me  t-o  bring 
His  Body  hither,  and  to  crave  a  Tear 
From  thofe  fair  Eyes,  though  he  deferv'd  not  Pity, 
To  deck  his  Funeral,  for  fo  he  bid  me 
Tell  her  for  whom  he  dy'd.    Luce,  ¥h  fhall  have  many. 

[Exeunt  Coffin-carrier  and  Boy, 
Good  Friends  depart  a  little,  whilft  1  take 
My  leave  of  this  dead  Man,  that  once  I  lov'd  : 
Hold,  yet  a  litde,  Life,  and  then  I  give  thee 
To  thy  firft  Heav'nly  Being  j  O  my  Friend  I " 

(60)  Both  of  Father^—']  The  oldcft  Quarto  (with  which  agrees- 
the  anonymous  Gentleman)  fills  up  the  deficiency  of  the  Metre  as  I 
have  given  it  in  the  Text.  There  are  in  his  Letters  fome  few  Di- 
redlions  about  printing  old  Memneathers  Speeches  in  Vcrfe,  that  have 
hitherto  for  the  moll:  part  been  publifhed  as  Profe,  which  as  I  have  no 
Notes  upon,  nor  ever  defign'd  any,  he  will  be  fo  good  as  to  excufe  me 
from  particularifing.  Some  of  thofe  Alterations  1  had  made  which  he 
has  hit  of,  and  fome  he  will  find  I  have  made  which  he  haxi  mifb'd. 

1  take  my  Leave  of  this  ingenious  Gentleman,  by  returning  him  my 
'l  hanks  for  the  Favours  already  received,  and  am  only  forry  that  I 
cau'c  let  the  World  knovv'  :o  whom  it  and  I  have  been  fo  much  obligM. 

D  d  4  Haft 
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Haft  thou  deceiv'd  me  thus,  and  got  before  me? 
I  fliall  not  long  be  after,  but  believe  me. 
Thou  wert  too  cruel  Jafper  'gainft  thy  felf. 
In  punifliing  the  fault  1  could  have  pardon'd. 
With  fo untimely  Death-,  thou  didft  not  wrong  me. 
But  ever  wer'c  moft  kind,  moft  true,  moft  loving  ; 
And  I  the  moft  unkind,  moft  falfe,  moft  cruel. 
Didft  thou  but  ask  a  Tear?  Til  give  thee  afl. 
Even  all  my  Eyes  can  pour  down,  (6i)  all  my  Sigh?, 
And  all  my  felf,  before  thou  goeft  from  me, 
Thefc  are  but  fparing  Rites;  but  if  thy  Soul 
Ee  yet  about  this  Place,  and  can  behold 
And  fee  what  I  prepare  to  deck  thee  with. 
It  ftiall  go  up,  born  on  the  Wings  of  Peace, 
And  fatisfy*d :  Firft  will  I  fing  thy  Dirge, 
Then  kifs  thy  pale  Lips,  and  then  die  my  felf. 
And  fill  one  Coffin,  and  one  Grave  together. 

SONG. 

Come  you  whofe  Loves  are  deady 

And  whilft  I  fing^ 

Weep  and  wring 
Every  Hand^  and  every  Head 
Bind  with  Cyprefs  and  fad  Ewe  ; 
Ribbands  black  and  Candles  blue. 
For  him  that  was  of  Men  mofi  true. 

Come  (62)  with  heavy  Moaning^ 

And  on  his  Grave 

Let  him  have 
Sacrifice  of  Sighs  and  Groaning^ 
Let  him  have  fair  Flowers  enow^ 
White  and  Purple^  Green  and  TelloWy 
•  For  him  that  was  of  Men  mofi  true. 

(61 )  — all  my  Sighs, 

Jllmy  felf,  ]The  refloring  of  the  Metre  by  the  addition  of 

and,  is  owing  to  the  Quarto  of  the  oldeft  Date. 

(62)  •  uo'ith  hea^vy  Mourning,']  The  Word  which  ought  to  be 

here,  was  with  little  difficulty  corrupted  into  that,  which  for  a  long 
time  has  pofref>*d  its  right;  the  Ear  alone  is  the  Judge  what  is  the 
true  Rhyme  to  Groaning,  and  when  that  is  confulted,  Mr.  Theobald^ 
and  my  reading  will  eafily  find  admittarxe  into  the  prefentText. 

Thou 
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Thou  fable  Cloth,  fad  Cover  of  my  Joys, 
i    1  lift  thee  up,  and  thus  I  meet  with  Death.      [Heav'n  ! 

Jafp.  And  thus  you  meet  the  Living.    Luce,  Save  me 

Jafp,  Nay,  do  not  flye  me.  Fair,  1  am  no  Spirit ; 
Look  better  on  me,  do  you  know  me  yet  ? 

Luce,  O  thou  dear  Shadow  of  my  Friend. 

Jafp,  Dear  Subftance, 
I  Iwear  I  am  no  Shadow ;  feel  my  Hand, 
It  is  the  fame  it  was,  I  am  your  Jafper, 
Your  Jafper  that's  yet  living,  and  yet  loving ; 
Pardon  my  rafli  Attempt,  my  foolffh  Proof 
I  put  in  pradtice  of  your  Conftancy. 
For  fooner  fliould  my  Sword  have  drunk  my  Blood, 
And  fet  my  Soul  at  Liberty,  than  drawn 
The  leaft  Drop  from  that  Body,  for  which  Boldnefs 
Doom  me  to  any  thing;  if  Death,  I  take  it 
And  willingly.    Luce,  This  Death  I'll  give  you  for  it: 
So,  now  I'm  fatisfy'd  5  you  are  no  Spirit, 
But  my  own  trueft,  trueft,  trucfl:  Friend, 
Why  do  you  come  thus  to  me  ? 

Jafp,  Firft,  to  fee  you, 
Then  to  convey  you  hence. 

Luce,  It  cannot  be. 
For  I  am  lock'd  up  here,  and  v/atchM  at  all  Hours, 
That  'tis  impofiible  for  me  to  fcape. 

Jafp,  Nothing  more  poflible,  within  this  Coffin 
Do  you  convey  your  felf ;  let  me  alone, 
I  have  the  Wits  of  twenty  Men  about  me. 
Only  I  crave  the  Shelter  of  your  Clofet 
A  litde,  and  then  fear  me  not ;  creep  in 
That  they  may  prefently  convey  you  hence: 
Fear  nothing  deareft  Love,  Til  be  your  fccond, 
Lye  clofe,  fo,  all  goes  well  yet;  Boy. 
■  Boy:  At  hand,  Sir. 

.  Jafp.  Convey  away  the  Coinn,  and  be  wary„ 
Boy,  *Tis  done  already. 

Jafp,  Now  muft  I  go  conjure.  [£a7/. 

Enter  Merchant^ 
Merch.  Boy,  Boy. 

Boy. 
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Boy.  Your  Servant,  Sir. 

Merch,  Do  me  this  Kindnefs,  Boy;  hold  here's  a 
Crown :  before  thou  bury  the  Body  of  this  Fellow,  car- 
•   ry  it  to  his  old  merry  Father,  and  falute  him  from  me, 
and  bid  him  fing,  he  hath  Caufe. 
Boy,  I  will.  Sir. 

Merch.  And  then  bring  me  Word  what  Tune  he  is  in. 
And  have  another  Crown    but  do  it  truly. 
I've  fitted  him  a  Bargain,  now,  will  vex  him. 

Boy.  God  blefs  your  Worfhip's  Health,  Sir. 

Mercb.  Farewel,  Boy.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Majler  Merry-thought. 

Wife,  Ah  old  Merry-thought^  art  thou  there  again  ? 
Let's  hear  fome  of  thy  Songs. 

Old  Mer.  Who  can  fmg  a  merrier  Note 
^ban  be  that  cannot  change  a  Groat  ? 

(63)  Not  a  Denier  left,  and  yet  my  Heart  leaps ;  I  do 
wonder  yet,  as  old  as  I  am,  that  any  Man  will  follow  a 
Trade,  or  ferve,  that  may  Ting  and  laugh,  and  walk  the 
Streets :  My  Wife  and  both  my  Sons  are  I  know  not 
where,  I  have  nothing  left,  nor  know  I  how  to  come 
by  Meat  to  Supper,  yet  am  I  merry  ftiU  ;  for  1  know  I 
fhall  find  it  upon  the  Table  at  fix  a  Clock ;  therefore 
Lang  Thought. 

/  would  not  he  a  Servingman 

To  carry  the  Cloak- Bag  Jlilly 

Nor  would  I  be  a  Faulconer 

The  greedy  Hawks  to  fill ; 

But  I  would  be,  in  a  good  Houfe^ 

And  have  a  good  Mafter  too  \ 

But  I  would  eat  and  dritik  of  the  bejl^ 

And  no  Work  would  I  do. 
This  is  it  that  keeps  Life  and  Soul  together.  Mirth  :  This 
is  the  Philofophers  Stone  that  they  write  fo  much  on, 
that  keeps  a  Man  ever  young. 

(63)  'Not  a  Dinner  left,  —  ]  The  Word  Denier  appeared  plainly 
to  be  the  original  reading  here,  and  I  was  confirm'd  in  my  ConjeAurc 
by  the  Edition  of  1613. 


Enter 
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Enter  a  Boy, 

Boy,  Sir,  they  fay  they  know  all  your  Mony  is  gone, 
and  they  will  truft  you  for  no  more  Drink. 

OldMer.  Will  they  not  ?  Let  'em  chufe  :  The  beft  is 
I  have  Mirth  at  home,  and  need  not  fend  abroad  for 
that ;  let  them  keep  their  Drink  to  themfelves. 

For  Jillian  of  Berry,  Jhe  dwells  on  a  Hill^ 

jlnd  jhe  hath  good  Beer  and  Ale  to  felU 

And  of  good  Fellows  Jhe  thinks  no  III^ 

And  thither  will  we  go  now^  now^  now,  and  thither 

Will  we  go  now. 

And  when  you  have  made  a  little  ftay^ 

Tou  need  not  know  what  is  to  pay^ 

But  kifsyour  Hojiefs^  and  go  your  way.  And  thither^  &c. 

Enter  another  Boy, 

2  Boy,  Sir,  I  can  get  no  Bread  for  Supper. 

Old  Mer,  Hang"  Bread  and  Supper,  let's  preferve  our 
Mirth,  and  we  fhall  never  feel  Hunger,  Til  warrant  you; 
let's  have  a  Catch,  Boy  follow  me,  come  fmg  this  Catch, 

Hoy  hOy  no  Body  at  home^ 

Meaty  nor  Drinky  nor  Mony  ha  we  none  j 

Fill  the  Pot  Eedy, 

'Never  more  need  I, 

Old  Mer,  So  Boys,  enough,  follow  me,  let's  change 
our  Place,  and  we  fhall  laugh  afrefh.  [Exeunt. 

Wife,  Let  him  go,  Georgey  a  (hall  not  have  any  Couh« 
-  tenance  from  us,  not  a  good  Word  from  any  i'th'  Com- 
pany, if  I  may  ftrike  Stroak  in't. 

tit.  No  more  a  ftiannot.  Love ;  but  Nelly  I  will  have 
Ralph  do  a  very  notable  Matter  now,  to  the  eternal  Ho« 
nour  and  Glory  of  all  Grocers ;  Sirrah,  you  there.  Boy, 
can  none  of  you  hear  ? 

Boy.  Sir,  your  Pleafure. 

Cit,  Let  Ralph  come  out  on  Af^^yDay  in  the  Morning, 
and  fpeak  upon  a  Conduit  with  all  his  Scarfs  about  him, 
and  his  Feathers,  and  his  Rings,  and  his  Knacks. 

Boy,  Why,  Sir,  you  do  not  think  of  our  Plot,  what 
will  become  of  that  then  ? 

Cit. 
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Cit,  Why,  Sir,  I  care  not  what  become  'on't.  I'll 
have  him  come  out,  or  Pli  fetch  him  out  my  felf,  I'll 
have  fomething  done  in  Honour  of  the  City  ;  befides  he 
hath  been -long  enough  upon  Adventures  ;  bring  him  ouc 
quickly,  for  I  come  amongft  you  

Boy,  Well,  Sir,  he  fhall  come  out,  but  if  our  Play 
mifcarry^  Sir,  you  are  like  to  pay  for't.  \E:Ait. 

Cit.  Bring  him  away  then. 

Wife,  This  will  be  brave  i'faith  :  George^  fhall  not  he 
dance  the  Morrice  too  for  the  Credit  of  the  Strand? 
Cit.  No,  Sweet-heart,  it  will  be  too  much  for  the  Boy. 

0  there  he  is,  Nelly  he's  reafonable  well  in  Reparel,  but 
he  has  not  Rings  enough. 

Enter  Ralph. 

Ralph.  London,  to  thee  I  do  prefent  the  merry  Month 
of  May, 

Let  each  true  Suhje5l  be  content  to  hear  me  what  I  fay : 
For  from  the  7" ?/>  of  Conduit  Head^  as  plainly  may  appear y 

1  will  both  tell  my  Name  toyou^  and  wherefore  I  came  here. 
My  Name  is  Ralph,  by  due  defcent^  though  not  ignoble  /, 
let  far  inferior  to  the  Flock  of  gracious  Grocery, 

Jnd  by  the  Common- counfel  of  7ny  Fellows  in  the  Strand, 
With  gilded  Staffs  and  croffed  Scarfs  the  Mdiy-Lord  here  I 
Jland, 

Rejoyce  O  Englifh  Heart rejoyce,  rejoyce  O  Lovers  dear  \ 
Rejoyce  O  Cily,  Town^  and  Country^  rejoyce  eke  every  Shire ; 
For  now  the  flagrant  Flowers  do  fpring  and  fprout  in  femely 
fort, 

The  little  Birds  do  fit  and  Sing,  the  Lambs  do  make  fine 
fporty  {^Boy  cry,, 

And  now  the  Burchin  Tree  doth  bud  that  makes  the  School 
The  Morrice  rings  while  Hobby  Horfe  doth  foot  it  featuoufly : 
The  Lords  and  Ladies  now  abroad^  for  their  Difport  and 
Play, 

Do  Kifs  fometimes  upon  the  Grafs ^  and  fometimes  in  the  Hay, 
Now  Butter  with  a  leaf  of  Sage  is  good  to  purge  the  Bloody 
Fly  Venus  and  Phlebotomy  for  they  are  neither  good. 

Now 
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"Now  little  Fijh  on  tender  Stone  begin  to  cafl  their  Bellies^ 
And  Jluggijh  Snaily  (64)  that  erfi  were  mew*d^  do  creep  out 

of  their  She  Hies, 
'The  rumbling  Rivers  now  do  warm^  for  Utile  Boys  to  paddle^ 
The  Jlurdy  Steed  now  goes  to  Grafs^  and  up  they  hang  his 

Saddle, 

The  heavy  Hart^  (65)  the  blowing  Buck^  the  Rafcal  and  the 
Pricket^  [Thicket. 
Are  now  among  the  Yeomans  Peafe^  and  leave  the  fearful 
And  be  like  them,  Oyou,  I  fay,  of  this  fame  noble  Town, 
And  lift  aloft  your  velvet  Heads,  and  flipping  of  your  Gown^ 
With  Bells  on  Legs,  and  Napkins  clean  unto  your  Shoulders 
tfd,  [cry^d: 
With  Scarfs  and  Garters  as  you  pleafe,  and  Hey  for  our  Town 
March  out  and  fhew  your  willing  Minds^  ly  twenty  and  by 
twenty. 

To  Hogfdon,  or  to  Newington,  where  Ale  and  Cakes  are 
plenty. 

And  let  it  ne'er  be  faid  for  fhame^  that  we  the  Touths  of 
London, 

Lay  thruming  of  our  Caps  at  home,  and  left  our  Cuftom 

'  undone,  • 
Up  then  I  fay,  both  Toung  and  Old,  both  Man  and  Maid  a 
Maying, 

With  Drums  and  Guns  that  bounce  aloud,  and  merry  T aber 
playing,  * 

Which  to  prolong,  Godfave  our  Kingt  and  fend  his  Country 
Peace, 

And  root  out  Treafonfrom  the  Land  i  and  fo,  my  Friends,  I 
ceafe, 

(64)  — that  erft  'vjere  mute.-^l  But  are  Snails  ever  the  more  noify 
out  of,  than  in  their  Shells  ?  If  they  are  not,  then  mute  is  a  reading 
very  impertinent  and  ridiculous.  I  have  ventured  to  alter  mute  into 
the  old  Word  me-j^dy  i.  e.  /hut  up,  confind  to,  &c.  and  I  hope  the 
learned  Reader  will  allow  of  my  Correction. 

(65)  — the  blonjjtng  Buck, — ]  The  Quarto  reads  hellovjing.  The 
Judicious  are  left  to  their  Choice. 


ACT 


430  The  Knight  of 


ACTV.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Merchant  folus. 

Merch.  T  Will  have  no  great  ftore  of  Company  at  the 
A  Wedding,  a  couple  of  Neighbours  and  their 
Wives,  and  we  will  have  a  Capon  in  ftewed  Broth,  with 
Marrow,  and  a  good  piece  of  Beef,  ftuck  with  Rofe- 
niary. 

Enter  Jafper  with  his  Face  mealed, 

Jafp.  Forbear  thy  pains,  fond  Man,  it  is  too  late, 

Merch.  Heav'n  blefs  me :  Jafper  ? 

Jafp.  Ay,  I  am  his  Ghoft, 
Whom  thou  halt  injur'd  for  his  conftant  Love : 
Fond  worldly  Wretch,  who  doft  not  underftand 
In  Death  that  true  Hearts  cannot  parted  be. 
Firft  know,  thy  Daughter  is  quite  born  away. 
On  Wings  of  Angels,  through  the  liquid  Air 
Too  far  out  of  thy  reach,  and  never  more 
Shalt  thou  behold  her  F^ce:  But  flie  and  I 
Will  in  another  World  enjoy  our  Loves, 
Where  rfbither  Father's  Anger,  Poverty, 
Nor  any  Crofs  that  troubles  earthly  Men, 
Shall  make  us  fever  our  united  Hearts. 
And  never  (halt  thou  fit,  or  be  alone 
In  any  place,  but  I  will  vifit  thee 
With  gaftly  Looks, -and  put  into  thy  Mind 
The  great  Offences  which  thou  didfl:  to  me. 
When  thou  art  at  thy  Table  with  thy  Friends, 
Merry  in  Heart,  and  fill'd  with  fwelling  Wine, 
I'll  come  in  midft  of  all  thy  Pride  and  Mirth, 
Invifible  to  all  Men  but  thy  felf. 
And  whifper  fuch  a  fad  Tale  in  thine  Ear, 
Shall  make  thee  let  the  Cup  fall  from  thy  Hand, 
And  ftand  as  mute  and  pale  as  Death  it  fclf. 


Merch, 
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Mercb,  Forgive  me,  Jafper ;  Oh !  What  might  I  do. 
Tell  me,  to  fatisfie  thy  troubled  Ghoft  ? 

Jajp,  There  is  no  means,  too  late  thou  think'ft  on  this. 

Merch.  But  tell  me  what  were  bed  for  me  to  do  ? 

Jafp.  Repent  thy  Deed,  and  fatisfie  my  Father, 
And  beat  fond  Humphrey  out  of  thy  Doors.  Jafper. 

Enter  Humphrey. 

Wife.  Look  George^  his  very  Ghoft  would  have  folks 
beaten. 

Humph.  Father,  my  Bride  is  gone,  fair  Miftrefs  Luce. 
My  Soul's  the  font  of  Vengeance,  mifchief  *s  Sluce.  [fion^ 

Merch.  Hence  Fool  out  of  my  fight,  with  thy  fond  Paf- 
Thou  haft  undone  me. 

Humph.  Hold  my  Father  dear. 
For  Luce  thy  Daughter's  fake,  that  had  no  Peer. 

Mercb.  Thy  Father,  Fool  ?  There's  fome  blows  more, 
be  gone.  [Beats  him. 

Jafper^  I  hope  thy  Ghoft  be  well  appeafed 
To  fee  thy  Will  perform'd  ;  now  will  I  go 
To  fatisfie  thy  Father  for  thy  Wrongs.  [Exit, 

Humph.  What  ihall  I  do  ?  I  have  been  beaten  twice. 
And  Miftrefs  Luce  is  gone?  Help  me  Device  : 
Since  my  True-love  is  gone,  I  never  more, 
Whilft  I  do  live,  upon  the  Sky  will  pore; 
But  in  the  dark  will  wear  out  my  Shoo-foles" 
In  pafiion,  in  Saint  Faiths  Church  under  Paul's.  [Exit: 

Wife.  George  call  Ral'pb  hither,  if  you  love  me  call 
Ralph  hither,  I  have  the  braveft  thing  for  him  to  do 
George y  prithee  call  him  quickly. 

Cit.  Ralphs  v/hy  Ralph,  Boy. 

Enter  ,RsL]ph. 

Ralph.  Here,  Sir. 

Cit.  Come  hither  i^^/^/^?,  come  to  thy  Miftrefs,  Boy. 

pplfe.  Ralph  I  would  have  thee  call  all  the  Youths  to- 
gether in  Battle-ray,  with  Drums,  and  Guns,  and  FJags, 
and  march  to  Mile-end  in  pompous  Fafhion,  and  there  ex- 
hort your  Soldiers  to  be  merry  and  wife,  and  to  keep 
their  Beards  from  burning,  Ralfh\  and  then  skirmifh, 

and 
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and  let  your  Flags  fly,  and  cry,  kill,  kill,  kill ;  My  Hut 
band  fhall  lend  you  his  Jerkin  Ralphs  and  there's  a  Scarfe; 
for  the  reft,  the  Houfe  Hiall  furnifh  you,  and  we'll  pay 
for'c:  doit  bravely  Ralphs  and  think  before  whom  you 
perform,  and  what  Perfon  you  reprefent. 

Ralph.  I  warrant  you  Miftrefs,  if  I  do  it  not,  for  the 
honour  of  the  City,  and  the  credit  of  my  Mafter,  let  me 
never  hope  for  freedom. 

Wife,  'Tis  well  fpoken  i'faith  ;  go  thy  ways,  thou  art 
a  Spark  indeed. 

Cit.  Ralphs  double  your  Files  bravely  Ralph, 

Ralph.  I  warrant  you,  Sir.  {Exit  Ralph. 

Cit.  Let  him  look  narrowly  to  his  Service,  I  fiiall  take 
him  elfe;  I  was  there  my  felf  a  Pikc-man  once,  in  the 
hotteft  of  the  Day,  Wench,  had  my  Feather  fliot  Ihear 
away,  the  fringe  of  my  Pike  burnt  off  with  Powder,  my 
Pate  broken  with  a  fcouring-ftick,  and  yet  I  thank  God 
I  am  here.  [Drum  within. 

IVife.  Hark,  George^  the  Drums. 

Cit.  Ran,  tan,  tan,  tan,  ran  tan  :  Oh  Wench  an  thou 
had  ft  but  feen  litde  Ned  of  Aldgate.,  drum- Ned,  how  he 
made  it  roar  again,  and  laid  on  Ijke  a  Tyrant,  and  then 
flruck  fofdy  till  the  Ward  came  up,  and  then  thundered 
again,  and  together  we  go :  Sa,  fa,  fa,  bounce  quoth  the 
Guns  courage  my  Hearts,  quoth  the  Captains :  Saint 
George,  quoth  the  Pike-men;  and  withal  here  they  lay, 
and  there  they  lay :  And  yet  for  all  this  I  am  here  Wench. 

PFife.  Be  thankful  for  it  George,  for  indeed  'cis  won- 
derful. 

E^ter  Ralph  and  his  Company  with  Drums  and  Colours. 

Ralph.  March  fair  my  Hearts  5  Lieutenanti  beat  the 
Rear  up  :  Ancient,  let  your' Colous  fly  s  but  have  a  grcac 
care  of  the  Butchers  Hooks  at  White-Chapel,  they  have 
been  the  Death  of  many  a  fair  Ancient.  Open  your  Files, 
that  I  may  take  a  view  both  of  your  Perfons  and  Muni- 
tion :  Serjeant,  call  a  Mufter. 

Serj  A  ftand,  William  Hamerton  Pevvterer. 

Ham.  Here  Captain. 

Ralph,  A  Croflet-  and  a  Spanijh  Pike;  *cis  well,  caji 
you  fhake  it  with  a  Terror  ?  Ham, 
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Ham,  I  hope  fo.  Captain. 

Ralph,  Charge  upon  me. — 'Tis  with  the  weakeft:  Put 
more  ftrength  William  Hamerton,  more  ftrength :  As  you 
were  again ;  proceed  Serjeant. 

Serj,  George  Green-goofe^  Poulterer. 

Green.  Here. 

Ralph.  Let  me  fee  your  Peice  Neighbour  Green-goofe^ 
when  was  flie  fhot  in  ? 

Green.  And  like  you  Mafter  Captain,  I  made  a  fhot 
even  now,  partly  to  fcour  her,  and  partly  for  audacity. 

Ralph.  It  fhould  feem  fo  certainly,  for  her  Breath  is 
yet  inflamed :  Befides,  there  is  a  main  fault  in  the  touch- 
hole,  it  runs  and  flinketh  ;  and  I  tell  you  moreover,  and 
believe  it,  ten  fuch  touch-holes  would  breed  the  Pox  in 
the  Army ;  Get  you  a  Feather,  Neighbour,  get  you  a 
Feather,  Sweet  Oil  and  Paper,  and  your  Peice  may  do 
well  enough  yet.    Where's  your  Powder  ? 

Green.  Here. 

Ralph.  What,  in  a  Paper  ?  As  I  am  a  Soldier  and  a 
Gentleman,  it  craves  a  Martial  Court :  You  ought  to  die 
for't.  Where's  your  Horn  ?  Anfwer  me  to  that. 

Green,  An't  like  you  Sir,  I  was  oblivious. 

Ralph.  It  likes  me  not  it  fhould  be  fo  ;  'tis  a  fliame  for 
you,  and  a  fcandal  to  all  our  Neighbours,  being  a  Man  of 
Worth  and  Eftimation,  to  leave  your  Horn  behind  you : 
I  am  afraid  'twill  breed  example.  But  let  me  tell  you  no 
more  on't  ftand  till  I  view  you  all.  What's  become 
o'th*  Nofe  of  your  Flask  ? 

1  Sold,  Indeed  law  Captain,  'twas  blown  away  with 
Powder. 

Ralph.  Put  on  a  new  one  at  the  Cities  Charge.  Where's 
the  Stone  of  this  Peice  ? 

2  Sold.  The  Drummer  took  it  out  to  light  Tobacco. 
Ralph.  'Tis  a  fault  my  Friend,  put  it  in  again  :  You 

want  a  Nofe,  and  you  a  Stone;  Serjeant,  take  a  Note 
on't,  for  I  mean  to  (top  it  in  their  Pay.  Remove  and 
march,  foft  and  fair  Gentlemen  j  foft  and  fair  :  (66)  double 

(66)  • — double  and fiU^  i — ]  I  have  corrcded  this  Place  frcjn  the 
ftill  Quarto. 

Vol,.  VI,  Ee  your 
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your  files-,  as  you  were  ;  faces  about.  Now  you  with 
the  fodden  Face,  keep  in  there  :  Look  to  your  Match 
Sirrah,  it  will. be  in  your  Fellows  Flask  anon.  So  make 
a  Crefcent  now,  advance  your  Pikes,  ftand  and  give  ear, 
Gendemen,  Country-men,  Friends,  and  my  fellow-Sol- 
diers, I  have  brought  you  this  Day  from  the  Shop  of  Se- 
curity, and  the  Counters  of  Content,  to  meaflire  out  in 
thefe  furious  Fields,  Honour  by  the  Ell,  and  Prowefs  by 
the  Pound:  Let  it  not,  O  let  it  not,  I  fay,  be  told 
hereafter,  the  noble  IfTue  of  this  City  fainted  ^  but  bear 
your  felves  in  this  fair  aftion,  like  Men,  valiant  Men, 
and  free  Men :  Fear  not  the  Face  of  the  Enemy,  nor 
the  noife  of  the  Guns ;  tor  believe  me  Brethren,  the  rude 
rumbling  of  a  Brewer's  Carr  is  more  terrible,  of  which 
you  have  a  daily  Experience :  Neither  let  the  ftink  of 
Powder  offend  you,  fince  a  more  valiant  (link  is  nightly 
with  you.  To  a  refolved  mind,  his  home  is  every  where  : 
I  fpeak  not  this  to  take  away  the  hope  of  your  return  ;  for 
you  (hall  fee  (I  do  not  doubt  it)  and  that  very  fhortly, 
your  loving  Wives  again,  and  your  fweet  Children,  whofe 
care  doth  bear  you  company  in  Baskets.  Remember 
then  whofe  Caufe  you  have  in  hand,  and  like  a  fort  of 
true-born  Scavengers,  fcour  me  this  famous  Realm'  of 
Enemies.  I  have  no  more  to  fay  but  this :  Stand  to  your 
tacklings  Lads,  and  fliew  to  the  World,  you  can  as  well 
brandilh  a  Sword,  as  fhake  an  Apron.  Saint  George^  and 
on  my  Hearts. 

Omnes,  Saint  George,  Saint  George.        *  [_Exemt, 
Wife.  'Tvvas  well  done  Ralph,  Pll  fend  thee  a  cold  Ca- 
pon a  field,  and  a  Bottle  of  March  Beer ;  and,  it  may  be, 
comie  my  felf  to  fee  thee, 

Cit.  Nell,  the  Boy  hath  deceiv'd  me  much,  I  did  not 
think  it  had  been  in  him  ?  He  has  performed  fuch  a  mat- 
ter Wench,  that  if  I  live,  next  Year  Pll  have  him  Captain 
qf  the  Gallifoift,  or  Pll  want  my  Will. 

Enter  Old  Merry-thought. 

Old  Mer.  Yet  I  thank  God,  I  break  not  a  Wrinkle 
^lorc  than  I  had,  not  a  ftoop  Bqys  ?  Care  live  with  Cats, 
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I  defie  thee,  my  Heart  is  as  found  as  an  Oak  5  and  tlio* 
I  want  Drink  to  wet  my  whiftJe,  I  can  fing. 

Come  no  more  there  Boys^  come  no  more  there : 

For  we  Jhall  never  whilfi  we  live ^  come  any  more  thersl 

Enter  a  Boy  with  a  Coffin, 
Boy.  God  fave  you  Sir. 

OldMer,  It's  a  brave  Boy  :  Can'fl:  thou  fing?  [time. 

Boy.  Yes  Sir,  I  can  fing,  but  'tis  not  fo  neceffiiry  at  this 

Old  Mer.  Sing  we^  and  chaunt  it^ 
Whilft  love  doth  grant  it. 

Boy.  Sir,  Sir,  if  you  knew  what  I  have  brought  yoUj 
you  would  have  little  lift  to  fing. 

Old  Mer.  Oh  the  Mimon  round^ 

Full  long  I  have  thee  fought^ 

jlnd  now  I  have  thee  founds 

And  what  haft  thou  here  brought  ? 

Boy,  A  Coffin,  Sir,  and  your  dead  Son  Jafper  in  ic. 

Old  Mer.  Dead  ?  Whyfarewel  he : 

^hou  waft  a  bonny  Boy^ 

And  I  did  love  thee. 

Enter  Jalper. 

Jafp.  Then  I  pray  you  Sir,  do  fo  ftil!. 

Old  Mer.  Jafper* s  Ghod? 
Thou  art  welcome  from  Stygian-lake  fo  foon^ 
Declare  to  me  what  wondrous  things 
In  Pluto'j  Court  are  done, 

Jafp,  By  my  troth  Sir^  I  ne'er  came  there,  'tis  too  hot 
for  me  Sir. 

Old  Mer.  A  merry  Ghoft,  a  very  merry  Ghofl. 
And  where  is  your  true  Love?  Oh  where  is  yours  ? 

Jafp,  Marry  look  you  Sir.         [Heaves  up  the  Coffin^ 
Old  Mer,  Ah  ha !  Art  thou  good  at  that  Tfaith  ? 
With  hey  trixie  terlerie-whiskiny 
*Ihe  World  it  runs  on  Wheels, 
When  the  young  Man^s  * 
Up  goes  the  Maiden's  Heels. 

E  c  2  Miflrefs 
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Mijlrefi  Merry- thought  and  Michael  within. 

Miji.  Mer,  What  Mr.  Merry-thought^  will  you  not 
let's  in  ?  What  do  you  think  lhall  become  of  us  ? 

Old  Mer.  What  Voice  is  that  that  calleth  at  our  Door  ? 

Mijl.  Mer.  You  know  me  well  enough,  I  am  fure  I 
have  not  been  fuch  a  Stranger  to  you. 

Old  Mer.  Jnd  fome  they  whiftled,  and  fome  they  fungy 

Hey  down,  down : 

And  fome  did  loudly  fay^ 

Ever  as  the  Lord  BarnetV  Horn  blew. 

Away  Mufgrave  away. 

Mift,  Mer.  You  will  not  have  us  ftarve  here,  will  you, 
Mafter  Merry -thought  ? 

Jafp.  Nay,  good  Sir  be  perfwaded,  fhe  is  my  Mother : 
If  her  offences  have  been  great  againft  you,  let  your  own 
Love  remember  fhe  is  yours,  and  fo  forgive  her. 

Luce.  Good  Mafter  Merry -thought^  let  me  intreat  you, 
I  will  not  be  denied. 

Mift.  Mer.  Why  Mafter  Merry-thought^  will  you  be  a 
vext  thing  ftill  ? 

Old  Mer.  Woman  I  take  you  to  my  love  again,  but 
you  ftiall  fing  before  you  enter  j  therefore  difpatch  your 
Song,  and  fo  come  in. 

Mift.  Mer.  Well,  you  muft  have  your  Will  when  all's 
done  ;  Michael^  what  Song  can'ft  thou  fing.  Boy  ? 

Mich.  I  can  fing  none  forfooth,  but  a  Lady^s  Daughter 
of  Paris  properly. 

Mich.  Mer.  Song.]  //  was  a  Lady's  Daughter^  &c. 

Old  Mer.  Come,  you're  welcome  home  again, 
'  IJ  fuch  danger  he  in  playing^ 

And  jeft  muft  to  earneft  turn^ 

Tou  fhallgo  no  more  a  Maying 

Merch.  within.']  Are  you  within.  Sir,  Mafter  Merry- 
thought ? 

Jafp.  It  is  my  Mafter's  Voice,  good  Sir,  go  hold  him 
in  talk'whilft  we  convey  ourfelves  into  fome  inward 
Room. 

Old  Mer.  What  are  you  ?  are  you  merry  ?  you  muft 
be  very  merry  if  you  enter. 

Merch^ 
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Merch,  I  am.  Sir. 

Old  Mer,  Sing  then. 

Merch,  Nay,  good  Sir  open  to  me. 

Old  Mer.  Sing,  I  fay,  or  by  the  merry  Heart  you 
come  not  in. 

Merch.  WelJ,  Sir,  Til  fing. 
Fortune  my  Foe^  8cc. 

Old  Mer,  You  are  welcome,  'Sir,  you  are  welcome : 
you  fee  your  Entertainment,  pray  you  be  merry. 

Merch.  Oh  Mafter  Merry 'thought^  I'm  come  to  ask  you 
Forgivenefs  for  the  wrongs  I  offered  you, 
And  your  moft  virtuous  Son,  they're  infinite. 
Yet  my  contrition  (hall  be  more  than  they. 
I  do  confefs  my  hardnefs  broke  his  Heart, 
For  which  juft  Heav'n  hath  given  me  Punifhment 
More  than  my  Age  can  carry ;  his  wandring  Spright, 
Not  yet  at  reft,  purfues  me  every  where, 
Crying,  I'll  haunt  thee  for  thy  cruelty. 
My  Daughter  flie  is  gone,  I  know  not  how. 
Taken  invifible,  and  whether  living. 
Or  in  Grave,  'tis  yet  uncertain  to  me. 
Oh  Mafter  Merry-thought^  thefe  are  the  Weights 
Will  fink  me  to  my  Grave ;  forgive  me,  Sir, 

Old  Mer.  Why  Sir,  I  do  forgive  you,  and  be  merry. 
And  if  the  Wag  in's  Life-time  play'd  the  Knave^ 
Can  you  forgive  him  too? 

Merch.  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir. 

Old  Mer.  Speak  it  again,  and  heartily, 

Merch.  I  do.  Sir. 
Now  by  my  Soul  I  do. 

Old  Mer.  With  that  came  out  his  Paramour^ 

She  was  as  white  as  the  Lilly  Flower^ 

Hey  troul,  troly  loly. 

Enter  Luce  and  Jafper. 

With  that  c-ame  out  her  own  dear  Knight, 

He  was  as  true  as  ever  did  fight,  &c. 
Sir,  if  you  will  forgive  'em,  clap  their  Hands  together, 
there's  no  more  to  be  faid  i'th'  mat  ten 

Merch.  I  do,  I  do. 

Cit. 
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QL  I  do  not  like  this;  peace.  Boys,  hear  me  one  of 
you,  every  Body's  part  is  come  to  an  end  but  Ralfb^s^ 
and  he's'left  out. 

Boy,  *Tis  long  of  your  felf,  Sir,  we  have  nothing  to 
do  with  his  part. 

Cit,  Ralphy  come  away,  make  on  him  as  you  have 
done  of  the  reft  Boys,  come. 

^   Wife,  Now  good  Husband,  let  him  come  out  and  die. 

Cit.  Hefliall  Nelh^  Ralphs  come  away  quickly  and  die. 
Boy. 

Boy.  'Twill  be  very  unfit  he  fliould  die.  Sir,  upon  no 
occafion,  and  in  a  Comedy  too. 

Cit,  Take  you  no  care  for  that,  Sir  Boy,  is  not  his 
part  at  an  end,  think  you,  when  he's  dead?  come  away 
Ralph, 

Enter  Ralph  with  a  forked  Arrow  through  his  Head, 

Ralph,  When  I  was  mortal,  this  my  coftive  Corps 
Did  lap  up  Figs  and  Raifons  in  the  Strand^ 
Where  fitting  I  efpy'd  a  lovely  Dame, 
Whofe  Mafter  wrought  with  Lingell  and  with  Aul, 
And  underground  he  vamped  many  a  Boot, 
Straight  did  her  Love  prick  forth  me,  tender  Sprig, 
To  follow  feats  of  Arms  in  warlike  wife. 
Through  Waltham  Defart;  where  I  did  perform 
Many  Atchievements,  and  did  lay  on  Ground 
Huge  Barbarofoy  that  infulting  Giant, 
And  all  \ns(6y)  Captives  foon  fet  at  liberty. 
Then  Honour  prick'd  me  from  my  Native  Soil 
Into  Moldavia^  where  I  gain'd  the  Love 
Of  Pompiana^  his  beloved  Daughter  ; 
But  yet  prov'd  conftant  to  the  black  Thumm'd  Maid 
Sufan^  and  fcorned  Pompiana's  Love : 
Yet  liberal  I  was,  and  gave  her  Pins, 
And  Mony  for  her  Father's  Officers. 
I  then  returned  home,  and  thruft  my  felf 

(67)   Capti'ves  foon  fet  at  liberty. The  Quantity  loudly  re- 
claims againft  foon ;  and  I  wilh  the  old  Copies  had  not  retain'd  it,  for 
the  Senle  would  not  be  a  w^it  the  worfe,  and  the  Metre  a  deal  the 
better  by  leaving  it  out.  • 

In 
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In  a6lion,  (68)  and  by  all  Men  chofen  was 

The  Lord  of  Ma)\  where  I  did  fiourifli  it, 

Widi  Scarfs  and  Rings,  and  Pofie  in  my  Hand : 

After  this  Adion  I  preferred  was, 

And  chofen  City-Captain  ztMile^end, 

With  Hat  and  Feather,  and  with  leading  Staff, 

And  train'd  my  Men,  and  brought  them  all  off  clean. 

Save  one  Man  that  beraid  him  with  the  noife. 

But  all  thefe  things  I  Ralph  did  undertake. 

Only  for  my  beloved  Sufan's  fake. 

Then  coming  home,  and  fitting  in  my  Shop 

With  Apron  blue,  Death  came  unto  my  Stall 

To  cheapen  Aquavita^  but  e'er  I 

Could  take  the  Bottle  down,  and  fill  a  tafte, 

(69)  Death  caught  a  Pound  of  Pepper  in  his  Hand, 

And  fprinkled  all  my  Face  and  Body  o'er, 

And  in  an  inftant  vanifhed  away. 

Cit,  'Tis  a  pretty  Fi6lion  iTaith. 

Ralph,  Then  took  I  up  my  Bow  and  Shaft  in  hand, 
And  walked  in  Moorfields  to  cool  my  felf. 
But  there  grim  cruel  Death  met  me  again, 
And  fliot  his  forked  Arrow  through  my  Head, 
And  now  I  faint,  therefore  be  warn'd  by  me. 
My  Fellows  every  one,  of  forked  Heads. 
Farewel  all  you  good  Boys  in  merry  London^ 

(68)  — hy  all  means  chofen  njoas 

— Poejie  in  my  Hand  The  reading  of  Men  Tor  means  was 
what  I  wifh'd  the  Poets  had  wrote,  and  upon  Examination  I  found  the 
oldeft  Quarto  retain  that  Ledlion.  Pofie  might  eafily  be  changM  to 
Poefiey  tho'  they  are  as  different  things  as  one  can  well  imagine. 

(69)  Death  came  and  caught — ]  What  an  idle  Repetition  have  we 
here  palm*d  upon  us  ?  Compare  tnis  with  the  third  Line  above,  and 
'twill  be  plain  that  fuch  Tautology  is  too  rank  to  have  any  J^retence  for 
ftanding  in  this  Place. 

—  Death  came  unto  my  Stall 

To  cheapen  Aquavitse,  but  e'er  I 

Coud  take  the  Bottle  donun^^  ■ 

Death  came  and  c aught y  &c.'  Death's  once  coming  was  furely 
enough,  and  when  he  was  (as  'tis  plain  he  was)  in  Ralph's  Shop,  what 
occafion  for  coming  again.  Thus  I  reafon'd  with  my  felf,  for  leaving 
thefe  two  Words  out  of  this  Edition,  and  to  my  great  Satisfaftion 
found  I  had  not  reckon'd  without  my  Hpft,  but  that  they  were  really 
>yanting  in  the  Quarto  of  i6i  3, 

Ne'er 
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Ne'er  (hall  we  more  upon  Shrove-Tuefday  meet. 

And  pluck  down  Houfes  of  Iniquity. 

My  pain  increafeth :  I  fhall  never  more 

Hold  open,  whilft  another  pumps  both  Legs, 

Nor  daub  a  Sattin  Gown  with  rotten  Eggs : 

Set  up  a  Stake,  oh  never  more  I  fhalJ  5 

I  die,  fly,  fly  my  Soul  to  Grocers  Hall.    Oh,  oh,  oh,  £5?^. 

JVife,  Well  faid,  Ralphs  do  your  obeyfance  to  the  Gentle- 
men, and  go  your  ways,  well  faid  Ralph.     [ExiS  Ralph. 

Old  Mer,  Methinks  all  we,  thus  kindly  and  unexped;- 
edly  reconciled,  Ihould  not  part  without  a  Song. 

Mercb.  A  good  motion. 

Old  Mer,  Strike  up  then. 

SONG. 

Better  Mufick  ne^er  was  known^ 
■   ^han  a  §uire  of  Hearts  in  one. 
Let  each  other ^  that  hath  been 
troubled  with  the  Gall  or  Spleen^ 
Learn  of  us  to  keep  his  Brow 
Smooth  and  plain^  as  yours  are  now. 
Sing  though  before  the  hour  of  dyings 
He  fhall  rife^  and  then  be  crying 
Heyho^  His  nought  but  Mirth 
^hat  keeps  the  Body  from  the  Earth. 

[Exeunt  omnes; 

E  P  1  L  O  G  U  S, 

• 

Cit:  ComeiV^//,  fhall  we  go,  the  PIay*s  done? 

Wife,  Nay,  by  my  Faith  George^  1  have  more  manners 
than  fo,  I'll  fpeak  to  thefe  Gentlemen  firft :  I  thank  you 
all  Gentlemen,  for  your  Patience  and  Countenance  to 
Ralphs  a  poor  Fatherlefs  Child,  and  if  I  may  fee  you  at  my 
Houfe,  it  fhould  go  hard  but  I  would  have  a  Pottle  of 
"Wine,  and  a  Pipe  of  Tobacco  for  you  v  for  truly  I  hope 
you  like  the  Youth,  but  I  would  be  glad  to  know  the 
truth :  I  refer  it  to  your  own  Difcretions,  whether  you 
will  applaud  him  or  no,  for  I  will  wink,  and  whilft  you 
lhall  do  what  you  will.  I  thank  you  with  all  my  Heart, 
God  give  you  good  Night  j  come  George, 


The  End  of  the  SiiKth  Volume, 


ADDENDA 


To  the  Sixth  Volume. 
l^Y  Mv.  S  r  M  P  S  0  N. 

PAGE  10,  Note  4.  Mr.  Warhurton  I  hope  will  par- 
don me,  if  after  him  I  endeavour  to  corred  a  Paffage 
in  Cymheline  from  this  Line  in  our  Authors,  Act  4.  Scene  5. 

Bel.  O  Melancholy! 

Who  ever  yet  could  -  find 

^he  Ooze  to  Jhew  what  Coaji  thyfluggijh  Care 

Might  eafieft  harbour  in. 

This  Reading  our  great  Critic  judicioufly  rejeds,  and  gives 
the  Paflage  thus, 

.  thy  fluggiPo  Carrack, 

Which  certainly  continues  and  compleats  the  Metaphor, 
but  we  may  yet  come  much  nearer  the  Traces  of  the  Let- 
ters, by  reading  thus, 

—  what  Coafi  thy  fiuggijh  Crare 
Might  eafieft  harhour  in. 

Page  205,  Note  13.  Since  the  drawing  up  of  this  Note 
the  following  Reading  has  occurred  to  me,  which  fcemingly 
bids  fair  for  reftoring  this  PafTage  to  that  Clearnefs  and 
good  Senfe  which  originally  flione  through  it, 

  can  do  nothing,, 

Imagination  —  blefs  us  who's  that  lies  there  f 
'Tis  natural  to  fuppofe  that  the  Sight  of  Mericne,  \yin^ 
like  a  dead  Woman  before  the  Door,  the'  the  Prince,  a't 
the  firft  View  of  her,  did  not  know  who  fhe  was,  wou'd 
interrupt  his  rapturous  Difcourfe,  and  caufe  him  to  exprefs 
his  Surprife  in  the  Words  above, 

  Mefs  us^  &c. 
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If  the  Reader  fhou'd  not  like  this,  or  either  of  the  former 
Conjedures,  yet  he  muft  own  we  have  endeavoured  after 
Senfl',  tho'  we  have  been  fo  unfuccefsful  as  not  to  have 
found  it. 


ERRATA. 

Page   II,  Note  5,  Line  8,  after  totvards  one  add  that  be  has  offered 
34,  Note  28,  Line  uJt,  for  fubjklere  read  fubridere 
113,  Note  7,  Line  2,  for  appear  read  appears 
332,  Note  14,  Line  3,  after  Authors  add  or  their  Ediiopt 
339,  in  Note  for  30^.6  read  32^ 
355,  for  Enter  Diodes  read  D'oclejian 
374,  Note  (c)  Line  8,  after  Pipcris  read  ali 

.  9,  for  Regis  read  Reyis 

J 99,  Line  22,  for  to  read  unto 

226,  Note  25>  Line  i,  for  dejigns  me  read  deigns  to  me 

229,  Note  29,  Line  i,  for  receivd  read  reco^er^d 

23-?,  Line  29,  for  Hoiv  rea(i  Whom  hotv 

— —  Note  33,  Line  i,  {otWhom  I  have  read  Whom  hoiv  I 

275,  Note  4,  Line  ult.  for  inferere  read  inurere 

28qj  Note  10,  Line  4,  for  j/     fi>ou  d  read  and  the  Poets  ivrote  read  if  ws 

j}}oud  not  read  and  the  Poets  have  ivrote 
297,  Note  2T,  Line  4,  {ot  Will  you  fee  read  Will  you  but  Jee 
344,  Note  57,  Line  2,  for  uniting  read  nvriting 

373,  Note  163  Line  4j  for  iS*V  Giants  and  Ettintrzad  for  Giants  and  £t tins 
or  Efens 

404,  Note  42,  Line  2>  for  hear  read  i>er? 

410,  Note  52,  Line      for  pointed  re^i  handed 

425,  Note  oc^  Jjjne  4,  for  Merryiveatben  rpad  Merrythoughts 


FINIS. 


